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A SEMI-MONTHLY JOURNAL OF LITERATURE, SCIENCE, TALES, AND MISCELLANY.

VOL. XI. ROCHESTER, N. Y._SATURDAY, JANUARY 12, 1839. No. 1.
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stone, with a wing on Spring-Street.

The BANK OF WESTERN N E W YORE at present transact their business in a pleasant suit of rooms in the south end of this spacious building.

Written for the O em.

FROM A YOUNG RAMBLER'8 JOURNAL-

SKETCHES OF WESTERN SCENERY,
CHARACTER AND INCIDENT.

J/Ook new abroad—nnother race has filled
These populous horders—wide the wood recedes.
And towns shoot up. and fertile realms are til.'d;
The land is full of harvests and green meads ,
Streams, numberless, that many a fountain feeds,
Shine, disembowercd, and give to sun and breeze
Their virgin waters; the full repion leads
New eolonies forth, that toward the western seas
Spread, like a rapid flame among the autumnal trees.—

v W. C. BRYANT.

The mighty Mississippi—who can describe it?
There is something about it that appears to the
beholder peculiarly sublime, and yet he can
scarcely tell wherein that grandeur consists.
Some writers haye thrown out the idea, that
this well-known river ie simply beautiful—thus
detracting from its true character. Instead of
being a smooth stream gliding gently along the
plain, the great 'Father of Rivers,' below its
confluence with the Missouri, is a turbid, fu-
rious mass of waters sweeping with majestic
grandeur, along a line of many hundred miles,
through a picturesque valley to the Gulf of
Mexico. Its thousand graceful curves, count-
less isolated islands, and innumerable bayous,
tend to add sublimity to the soene.

True it is, the Mississippi does not present
to the eye the same kind of variagaled scenery
of the lordly Hudson, nor^the lovely aspect of
theeharming La Belle Riviere;* yet it can just-
ly boast of its rich plantations of snow-white
Cotton, and luxuriant fields of low land golden

•Th« uum« gives to lbs Ohio by to« early French ad-
tTtfn

Rice. Occasionally, too, is seen below Natchez
a most productive crop of riband Sugar Cane.
Indeed, to view this great valley—this terres-
trial paradise, you would not wonder at the com-
putation which has been made by some political
economist, that the unnumbered millions of Eu-
rope could find ample room and. subsistence on
the banks of the Mississippi alone. This esti-
mate is thought not to be loo extravagant—the
inexhaustible fertility of the soil warranting the
conclusion.

The country bordering on this noble stream,
has the facinating appearance of fairy land,—
through which once roamed myriads of rude,
unfettered natives; the recurrence of which
thought gives a tinge of wildest romance to the
lofty forest that overhangs its banks. While tra.
versing the great valley of the Mississippi, par.
ticularly the lower part, the tourist cannot resist
the reflection, that he is in a region of chivalry,
where once the steelclad warriors of Fernando
de Solo, shook their glittering lances in savage
defiance.

Nor need the traveller revert to a period so
remole to find topics suitable for instructive
meditation. In the astonishing rapid prosperi-
ty of the West, he can view an example unpar-
alleled in the growth of nations. Like the
prophet's gourd, it has emphatically attained its
gigantic greatness in a single night. In effect,
ing thi- mighty revolution, the hardy pioneers
of the West encountered perils and endured suf-
ferings, the bare thought of which is enough to
cause the heartB of common men to shrink in
ulter dismay. Not so with the Boones and the
Shelby*, the Scotta and the Hardins, the Clarks

and the Seviers, the Tiptons and the Putnams,
and a host of other distinguished worthies.
Though the rude blasts of the wintery storm
played fearfully around their frail cabins,' and'
the unkenneled savages "let slip the dogs of
war," still they heeded them not. Though they
often experienced alike .the pinchings of hun-
ger and the afflictions of disease, every new ob-
stacle only served to incite them to renewed ex-
ertions, and to nerve them more strongly for
battling against opposition in every form. The
unvarnished story of their hardships almost
staggers belief. Under all these adverse cir-
cumstances, however, they prospered beyond a
precedent.

Years rolled on. Their implacable enemies
buried under the olive tree of peace the bloody
tomahawk, and onoc more brightened the golden
chain of friendship, which had been but too long
neglected. Since that auspicious period, never
lias a country fl nirisheil more rapidly ; never
have a people been more signally blessed. In
the onward march of civilization, settlements
and counties, states and territories have been
augmented as if by some magic influence. Le-
gislators have been not a little puzzled to invent
new names for the cities, towns and villages, in
such quick succession have they sprung into be
ing. How wonderful the " transition from
gloom to glory."

If, in the limited space of three score years,
the? West has emerged from an untrodden wilder-
ness to a populous and opulont country, teen-
ing with the ' thousand and one' convenience*
and luxuries of life, what may we not expect
during the ensuing century ? It ft now but th«

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET
bud of hope—the germ of future promise; it
nevertheless requires no prophetic vision to
foresee that it is destined to become the bulwark
of the Republic—the strong arm of a mighty
nation. He who loves his country with a pa.
triot's devotion, will view the rising destinies of
tho Mississippi Valley with pride unspeakable,
and a hope full of certain fruition. In the
beautiful language of one of our most gifted fel.
low-countrymen, when I reflect that the now
prosperous West was, fifty years ago, a wilder,
ness roamed by savages, I seem to realize a liv-
ing picture of the progress which learning and
civilization are making in this remarkable coun-
try, whose race is swifter than thought, and out.
runs anticipation.*

This is but a brief and partial representation
of the extensive valley of the Far Weat. Be-
fore dropping the subject, it will not be entirely
uninteresting to glance at some of the more
prominent traits in the character of those adven.
turous pioneers who so fearlessly penetrated the
remote western forests. In whatever light we
view them, our admiration will be excited, our
wonder increased —admiration for the uncon-
querable' perseverance they evinced in the pro.
aecution of their Herculean enterprise ; and
wonder in view of the miraculous result of that
feeble effort, upon which a kind Providence so
graciously smiled. Ambition is thought La lc« -
Ben the plumes of the warrior's brow. To ac-
quire laurels of fame, howeve", was not the ob.
ject of the hazardous exp'^^Bpe^fbrmcd by the
gallant spirits who nf-^^ffutlie way to the settle,
ment of the r; .rest valley in the known world
they wer- -actuated by nobler motives—they
fou-^rt Tn defence of their hearth.stones, thtir

"kTndred, their wives, and their little ones.—
Fearlcs? of every threatened danger, they rush-
eri to the rescue of their captive daughters, and
inflicted dire vengeance on the 6avagc abductor? .
The crimsoned battle-field, the panther's mid-
night howl, or the Indian's thrilling war-whoop,
were alike terrorless to the daring backwoods-
men of the wilderness west. They struggled,
(they blod, they conquered ;. and upon the altar

••of gratitude ought sacrifices to be offered by un-
numbered thousands

Rnjoying the freedom secured by their toil.'

Think you this gallant band complained of
•heir country's ingratitude? Well might they
hdVe dorio it; but the same generous feelings
that prompted them to forsake the comforts of
civilized life, to prepare an inhospitable wild for
the reception of future millions, also enabled
them to bear without a murmur their country's
cold neglect. They were men of iron nerve,
and w ouid sooner suffer than complain. Though
a Daniel Boonc has been honorably mentioned
even by BYRON, the Prince of modern Poets,
and has funnel a faithful biographer in the per-
son of our talented native writer TIMOTHY
FLINT; yei others equally meritorious have boen
comparatively forgotten. Admitting for a mo-
ment, that while living their war-beaten brows
were encircled with laurel-wreaths, still that fact
would have been but a poor satisfaction for the
penury and want of their declining years.'—
Fame has ever proved but a miserable remedy
for the sufferings of poverty. Nor is this all.—
Tho old age of this ill-treated band was, in ma-
ny instances, iinbiltercd with the mdancholy
rcfloction, that the lives ol'their beloved busom-
partners and their own lender offspring, mur-
dered by savage hands, were not spared them to
Hinooth their pathway to the tomb; but no! such
heavenly consolations were not rcberved for the

Manuscript letter of Ptiulding.

care-worn veterans. They had been -the deB-
tined instruments of settling a wilderness coun-
try, whose happy citizens now suffered them to
pine away in wont and obscurity. Alas ! bu^
too many of them were striking examples of the
ingratitude of Republics—the victims of disap-
pointment!

One by one they have been gathered to lheir

fathers. Almost literally exact is the sentiment
contained in the single line—

1 Their aslies flew, no marble tells us whither.'

But of one thing we are confident: their works
do follow them. As long as our free institutions
are perpetuated, so long will the memories of
the pioneer! be cherished with grateful remem-
brance. Much of their merit rests on their in-
dividual perils, and still more on the moral
grandeur of their enterprise; the glorious conse-
quences of which could not by them have been
foreseen. Even now we love, in Fancy's eye.
to follow these departed backwoodsmen in their
adventurous career of usefulness ; to view them
in their forest-homes, their sanguinary border
wars, and in the tented field. On scenes like
these our memories love to linger. But when
we look at the other side of the picture, our
hearts are pained ; we cannot brook the idea
ihat men so deserving should have been left un-
re warded-* tho won to-of-their helpless old »ge

^unheeded, unrelieved. Such, however, is the
ingratitude of this busy, selfish, unfeeling world !

L. C. D.
Alexander, N. Y.

Written for the C em.

THE CEMETERY OF MOUNT HOPE.
BY A RECENT MEMBER OF THE FEMALE SEMINARY.

Mount Hope ! How impressive is the hour
when from thy summit we watch the fading
glow of tlie western sky, and by its mellow light
trace the forest boundary of the landscape, and
in dim prospect see the vast Ontario, like a deep
blue cloud resting upon the verge of the hori-
zon ! The spreading fields and scattered groves
look as if fresh from their Creator's hand. Clus-
tered dwellings and rising spires mark here and
tlicre a village in i!s quiet beauty. The peace-
ful Gcncsce Hows in graceful windings around
thy base as i!' to guard thy sacred precincts from
unhallowed intrusion, while at intervals the
opening foliage reveals its silver wave.

Yonder in the distance, where the dim mist
hangs like a curtain, rises an infant city with its
lowering edifices and heaven directed spires.
The chiming of its bells and the hum of busi-
ness fall softened on the ear amid these shadoo.
From every diverging path may be seen the
graceful coach, the laborious wagon and the pe-
destrian approaching this consecrated spot—one
common interest directs their course. Thy
winding paths, and deep ravines, and sweet
lawns, carpeted with bright flowers, are replete
with beauty. At sunset's tranquil hour, how
varied the throngs wliich assemble here! The
grave, the accomplished, the lover of "nature,
the frivolous, the gay, here meet—some to ad.
mire thy beauties, some lo learn lessons of wis.
dom from thy inptruction, others to forget amid
the gddy mazes of pleasure thy mute but touch,
ing eloquence.

Imagination loves to dwell upon the scenes
these dells and glades have witnessed. Had
they the power of utterance, they would tell us
that nature gave the opening buds their hues,
and the bright flowers that dress these gentle
slopes their coloring, when there was no eye to
admire but her own; and, that the feathered
songster's notes were sweeter still when thou
wast the free bird's unmolested home. In these

dark glens the timid fawn haft found a safe re-
treat from his fleet pursuer, and from those
guBhing streams the bounding deer has drunk
his evening draught. Thou couldst tell of the
Indian's home, endeared to him by a thousand
associations;—here has he marked the changing
seasons, sought his game, watched the approach,
ing storm, and in the deep thunder as it reverbe-
rated among these hills heard the Great Spiril'a
voice. On that open space the council fire has
burned, around which the swarthy Chiefs sat in
solemn state and spoke of dire revenge. How
fearfully has th^ war-whoop awoke thy sleeping
echoes as the painted warrior rushed to the bat-
tle and crimsoned thy soil with human blood!
Here, too, have the defenceless found an asy-
lum, and from these heights watched the move-
ments of their insidious enemy.. Here have
wounded Chieftains been borne to die, whose
quivering lips, unused to Mercy's sweet accents,
called for vengeance on their foes. When vic-
tory has smiled upon the warriors, here has the
sacrifice been offered, and shouts have rent the
midnight air as savage men held the terrific
war.dance around the writhing victim at the
stake.

41 Seasons went and came ;" but in their rapid
flight witnessed sad changes, leaving thee each.
succeeding year more desolate. The sacrifice
was no longer a nation's offering, the council
firee no longer burned. Few and sad were those
who performed the sacred rites. There, was
no longer the Indian's quiet home, but the die.
tant shades were his last retreat from the strange
invader. As in his lone wanderings he saw the
wigwam forsaken, the hunting grounds laid
bare, and the white man's dwelling reared by
his father's grave; he turned from the painful
scene, and his compressed lip and stern brow
told the agony within. He sat him down by
hid hut, but heeded not his wife's tender sympa-
thy or his children's soothing caresses. He felt
that his nation's glory had departed, and he
longed to die. Like the majestic oak which the
tempest could not uproot, but which was scathed
by the red bolt of heaven, he was the wreck of
former greatness. He was a living monument
of a nation's wrong. Perciiance at Borne lone
hour, mooring his light canoe in yonder grace-
ful stream, he leaves it at thy base, Mount Hope,
and ascends thy .summit to view the spreading
forest beneath thy feet, and mark the changes
which the white man had wrought. How sad
is that eagle eye as he gazes on this world of
mystery and change, and as he, the last of his
race, takes an eternal farewell of these scenes
of his youth und of the graves of his fathers !

And now desolation succeeds, and silence
reigns around. The deer starts at the breaking
of the twig beneath his feet, for the fear of the
while man has exleuded to him, and he too flies.
The winter's snow lies untrodden, until the
warm breezes of spring melt trie glittering cov-
er ; bat they revive no hearts here. Summers
bring their fruits and flowers, and autumns
tinge with rainbow hues thy primeval forests :
still all is silence save the dismal hoolings of
the owl or the wild bird's tremulous note.

Time in its rapid flight brings civilization to
these rude wilds. Another race has usurped
the red man's home, and yon crowded city de-
mands a resting place for its dead. This is the
chosen spot; and seems not Nature to have in-
tended this for n W s last repose, when at Crca-
lion's morn she heaved thy undulating surface
and circled thy borders by yonder stream ?
Now the boundaries are traced which shall
mark the graves of a household. The aged
come to view their final resting place, expect-
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ing that soon ihe flowers which now bloom in
beauty at their feet shall w&ve o\jr their silent
graves. Though the thoughts of death pass
quickly from the minds of those who in the hi-
larity of youth assemble here, yet they too shall
repose beneath these quiet shades. Here shall
rest the* father, whose prayer for his loved ones1

welfare has so oft ascended from the domestic
altar; and the mother, " whose smile is scarce,
ly, felt in its constancy.Juntil it is withdrawn."
Hero too shall the fair infant's form be laid, and
the mother's heart will overflow with grief as the
earth hides it from her sight, and the father's
saddened countenance will show that his fond
hopes are blighted. When disease shall have
wasted the form of her whose smile cheers the
domestic eircle and whose voice sooths her in-
fant to its slumbers, when that smile shall be
sealed upon the countenance and that voice
hushed in death*, when that loved form shall be
brought here to rest beneath these oaks' dark
shadows, the stricken husband will here resort
and show his prattling boy, his mother's grave;
and when he tells'him of that bright world to
which she has gone, his young soul will kindle
as he kneels and prays to meet her there.

These paths which the" lovers of nature now
tread will be the same when the sorrowing or-
phan shall follow with slow step their windings
to her parent's tomb, and shall feel with fresh
bitterness that her affections have no other
home. Here will the great, the good, the aged
and the young, the frivolous and the vicious,
alike return to dust. Those about whose path
faith sheds a bright halo, and those who walked
in the gloom of moral darkness shall slumber
side by side. The dust of the oppressors and
the oppressed Bhall here commingle. Silence,
deep profound silence, shall reign in " the
house of the dead," save when the words of In-
epiration—" dust to dust" shall break upon the
ear. The rustling of the wind and the fall of
the autumnal leaves will only mock the solemn
stillness.

Towering monuments will mark the resting
place of the great, but no voice will come from
the silence of the tomb to tell for what distin.
guished. Here shall filial piety rear the sculp-
tured marble o'er the revered relics of a parent,
and the graceful willow's drooping boughs shall
give evidence that a parent's enduring love has
marked the place where youth and genius re-
pose. The white rose shall scatter its spotless
leaves on the grave of innocence. And the
simple *tone will tell of her who was arrested
in her bloom, whom consumption had marked
for its own, as the " sunbeam marks some pure
enow wreath on the mountain's brow, yet spaies
and tinges long with rosy light."

When the Archangel's trump shall shake the
earth and the slumbering dust shall obey its
mighty summons, Mount Hope, thou shall
heave with life, and rising multitudee tell how
thickly thou wast peopled. "This corruptible
must put oh incorruption, and this mortal must
pnt on immortality." With blissful exultation
they shall rise, who with holy zeal upentUtrength
and life in the ̂ rvice of God. Crowns of glory
now await these. Those who turned many to
righteousness shall come forth, shining as the
etars in the firmament. The youthful who in
life chose wisdom's ways, ascend glorified, and
all who loved the Lord on earth will mount on
cherubs' wings with ten thousand times ten
thousand glittering ones before the throne of
Jehovah Now distinction, which long slum-
bered in the dust, shall again be known, for
.. .oine Bhall awake to everlasting life, and some
o .hame and e v e n t i n g contempt." Then

shall arise with shrieks of despair those who in
life dashed the cup of salvation from their lips.
Fearful is their doom. They sink to the regions
of wo, whilst in the distance they hear the re-
deemed singing as they eweep their golden
lyres—"Alleluia: for the Lord God omnipotent
reigneth."

Hallowed bo thou, then, Mount Hope, sweet
chosen resting place of the dead ! What thrill-
ing associations cluster around thy cool shades,
and quiet dales, and lonely hills ! Imagination
loves to linger with thee; her wing never tires
in thy bowers. Mount Hope, thou hast received
a Christian baptism. The gospel which has
brought life and immortality to light alone could
have so sweetly named thee. Thou art in truth
a type of heavenly rest. Thy bright summit re-
minds u&of that mount which needs not the light*
of the sun, for " the Lord God and the Lamb are
light thereof;" thy shadowing trees, of that tree
of life " whose leaves are for the healing of the
nations;" thy fountains, of those living waters
of which those who drink shall never thirst;
and yon stream which laves thy base, of the
river of life which flows from the throne of
God. Mount Hope, thou emblem of happy rest,
be thou the place for hallowed converse and
heavenly contemplation, until the last trump
shall wake thy slumbering dead^

Written for the Cem.

PUBLIC WALKS.
-MR. DAWSON—I have for a long time had it

in contemplation, and finally decided, to address
you for publication, some remarks on the sub-
ject of Public Walks and Places for Exercise
in the city of Rochester. If you think proper
to insert them, they are at your service.

Shakspeare manifested much knowledge of
the universal desire for such conveniences and
ornaments, when he represents Marc Antony
as urging the Roman people to avenge their
Dictator's death, because

" he hath left you all his ualks,
His private arbours, and new planted orchards,
On this side Tiber, * * * *
To walk abroad and recreate yourselves."

From the report of a committee appointed by
the English Parliament in 1833, " to consider
the best means of securing open spaces in the
vicinity of populous towns, as public walks,
&c," the following just sentiments are extract,
ed:—

"It cannot be necessary to point out how re-
quisite some public walks or open spaces in the
neighborhood of large towns must be, to those
who consider the occupations of the working
classes who dwell there, confined as they are
d-uring the week-days as mechanics and manu-
facturers, and often shut up in heated factories.
It must be evident that it is of the first impor-
tance to their health on their day of rest to enjoy
the fresh air, and to be able (exempt from the
dust and dirt of public thoroughfares) to walk
out in decent comfort with their families. If

• deprived of any such resource, it is probable that
their only escape from the narrow courts and
alleys (in which so many of the humble classes
reside) will be those drinking shops, where, in
short lived excitement, they may forget their
toil, but where they waste the means of their
families, and too often destroy their health."

These representations I conceive to be as ap-
plicable on this, as on the other side of the At-
lantic. Our territory, moreover, is not over-
loaded with population ; and the expense would
comparatively be small, of providing such pla-
ces of resort. In this vicinity, at least, the ne-
cessary reservations and improvements should
not be withheld on the plea of inability from
this cause, when the more populous citieBof the
east have so far surpassed us in these manifes.
talions of taBte and public spirit. Boston has
itB Mall, &c, and New-York its Battery and

Parks, where the value of real estate greatly ex-
ceeds the nominal average here. And it is a
truth, that New-Haven, which La Fayette con-
sidered the most beautiful city in our Union, is
indebted for its attractions, wholly to its rural
appearance produced by the hand of art.

And if it be true, as I think it is, that the re-
creations, which such places furnish opportuni-
ties to the public for enjoying, do indded allure
from vice in any of its modifications, especially
should a republic, based as it is upon the virtues
of the people, be pre-eminently celebrated for
such provisions.

We have in the limits of this city, places for
five public squares—Brown and Caledonia on
the west, and Franklin, Washington and Man.
hattan on the east side of the river. Are any of
these, I ask, fitted at present for public prome-
nades ? Yet, the numbers that visit.(he Pmaa-
cle and'Mt. Hope Cemetery, distant as they are,
sufficiently manifest the partiality of our citizens
in this respect, were proper opportunities afford-
ed for indulgence.

A thought here suggests itself, respecting the
insulated condttion of Rochester. It is, em.
phatically, all city or wilderness ; and beyond
the "limits of its population, after running the
gauntlet through the environs, we are surround-
ed, with but few exceptions, by objects of too
little interest to repay the troubles encountered
on the way.

As such places should manifestly be public,
they must be prepared at the expense of the
city. Whether present operations, or paBt ex.
penditures would permit appropriations, would
become an inquiry should this subject be deemed
worthy of consideration. H.

Rochester, December 24, 1838.

A package of papers passed through the Post
Office, in Binghamton, last week, bearing the
following musical inscription :

'• To the Forks of Chenango I am bound, Uncle Sam -.
Let me ride in your Mail Bag; I'll go as I am.
When I get to Broome county, you shall have, I engage,
Three cents, if you claim it. of Elvira Page.

fVrittenfor the Cem.

THE REQUEST.—The following lines have a local in-
terest which can scarcely be appreciated by the general
reader. The Char it on Burial Ground, is a fit emblem
of " the dark valiey of the shadow of death;" and I
once remarked casually, that I never wanted to be buri-
ed in it. On recovering f.om my late dangerous illness
and delirium, a lady told me, that tlio subject had been
talked over among my friends, and that, in the event of
my death, Jukge L .would have had me placed in
his own family Burial Ground, at Hackberry Grove.

The thing affected me much, and suggested

THE REQUEST.
Oh, bury me, not as if fated

To lie in that desolate spot,
Where the Night shade and Henbane are muted,

And the rank weeds of Chariten rot;
Where strangers unheeded are lying,

And none ever mention their namo;
Where naught but the night-wind is sighing

'Mid the leaves of the Papaw for thum.

But bury me, as they intended,
'Mid the shades of the Hackbrrry Grove,

Where the song of the Whippo.orwill's blended
With the notes of the lone turtle Dove ;

Where the wild roses bloom without number,
And the earth ever smiles in her tears,

As the bright sun awakes from his slumber,
And the dew on the green sward appears.

Yes, bury me, there where the lone ona
May rest with the dead, if he must,

And be gathered to them as their own oie.
And mingle his dust with their diiBjp.

When the ties of our nature are riven-
All the ties of affection and blood,

Still one faith, and one hope, and one heaven,
Shall unite all the children of God.

Chariton, Mo., May, 1638. BLUB.
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Written for the Gem.

HENRY BROUGHAM.
NUMBER ONE!.

Greatness is best 6een, and most admired
at a distance. Familiarity, or contiguity, de-
stroys the reverence and admiration, which ev-
ery one inherently exercises, towards that which
is truly great. A great man is rarely prized by
his contemporaries, or regarded as elevated a-
bove their own level. We hence hear a contin-
ued sentimental sighing for the degeneracy of
our own times—a wish for the existence of
some such mighty spirit as his, whose deeds and
renown may be blazoned on the page of histo-
ry. The conqueror of Europe was in his day,
the object of a newspaper squib! Shrouded in
the dim mist or the uncertain twilight of time
and distance, the hero is seen only in his lofti-
est proportions. The same phenomenon in the
physical world, which causes a dwarf to seem
a giant, by the refraction of the rays of light,
applies with even more force to our mental op-
tics- And morally considered too, how wide
the difference between the living great, and the
er.tombcd hero, whom a nation mourns. In his
grave are buried all those passions of envy, jeal-
ousy, pride and hatred, which would cause men
" to pluck an angel down." This spirit and this
influence are not peculiar to this age or coun.
try. It is the growth of centuries—it has a-
bounded in all lands.

Since the world was, or at least since mind
began to conflict with mind, there has ever been
some lofty soul, which over-looking the barriers,
that bounded the age in which he lived, has ad-
vanced beyond his time, and has drawn a nation,
or mayhap a world in his footsteps. Such men
shine for a time, as single, lone stars in the fir-
mament of human existence, till they become
lost in a clustering galaxy of genius, or become
the centre—the sun of some mighty system.—
And then is there seen, some new and resplen-
dent luminary.

Such a one is now living in this age, in the
prime of his manhood, in the vigor of his intel-
lect ; in the full blase of his commanding ge-
nius. To him, the lowly born, ennobled sen-
ates listen and applaud ; to him, is allotted a
proud station in the empire of mind ; kings-
have courted his smile, and a nation has hung
upon his accents, and the sentences which
sparkled like fire from his glowing pen. He
has lived in a mighty revolution—but he was
not born of that revolution—if was torn of
him! He is in the world of modern science and
political philosophy, what Martin Luther was in
the great reformation, not its creature, but its
author and mover—not the puppet, who dances
on his allotted wire, but tlie master spirit which
controls its actions. He may bo assimilated to
Luther in his intrepidity, energy and zeal—in
his bold and commanding search into causes
and effects. Hence he stands independent ; he
has not been forced to resort to despicable in-
tiigue; to court the favor of those whom he
may ha "c despised; to sacrifice his principles ;
or to etoop to unworthy means to "ride the
whirlwind and the tempesi*' of revolution.—
Neither is he a philosophical empiric, for his
fame lies not in the success or the plausibility
of some new and startling theory. Ho has
broached no theory but has contented himself
with arraying before England, mighty and re.
6i8tless faots, in the stern and simple language
of truth.

True it wan, that he proclaimed that " the
•chool-maater is abroad," and elevated him with
his " primer" above the warrior in the full ar.
jay of military panoply. But he spake of that

which had been ;—of that which was. Unlike
Bentham, he coined no popular saying, and

"making it the corner stone of a system, built
upon it high tomes of dreamy philosophy. It
will thus be seen that HENRY BROUGHAM stands
in solitary magnificence. The shadow of his
name has fallen upon the universe. He owes
his rise and fortunes to none but himself.—
Wealth has not exalted him,—proud ancestry
has not ennobled him, for he was prouder as a
Commoner of England, than as Lord Chancel-
lor of Great Britain; and high deeds of martial
renown have not paved his way to greatness and
to power. He had but one aid, one solitary de-
pendance. It was his own genius.

Henry Brougham is a native of Scotland, as
alledged by the biographer Chalmers, although
of English parentage, and is now about fifty,
nine years of age. His. education was at Edin-
burgh, the modern Athens, and'hence the bias
of his mind ; and the doctrines in morals, in
politics and political economy, which he hases.
poused and defends, are of that school. No ab-
s'ract theories are there allowed to consume the
ardor of genius, and exhaust the spirit of en-
quiry, but the mind is brought at once to grasp
realities, and the scholar is taught to live in the
world as an actor in its busy scenes, and not an
a spectator of life's gorgeous drama. Such is
the mind ; buch the character of Brougham.—
He Beizes with giant power his subject, and
speculates not upon the hidden properties, but
at once lays open ito secret springs, its several
parts, and minor details. Brougham was edu-
cated for the bar, and commenced his career
upon the scene of his birth. Of that career,
how various are the opinions ! It were a vain
task for the transatlantic biographer, to at-
tempt to decide upon its merits. He lives but
in the lifeless pages of a volume, or a newspa-
per, and yet even from that uncertain chroni-
cle, he breathes life and intellect. Perhaps the
inexhaustible stores of legal lore have not been
mastered: perhaps his memory has not been
burdened, with references to cases, and pages,-
and volumes, but the great principles of that
science have received fresh light and vigor from
his profound scrutiny. Ho has applied his ana-
lytical powers, his close reasonings, his varied
storesof learning to beautify and illustrate its
time.honore.1 maxims. If extensive practice in
the higher courts ; if constant claims upon his
professional services bespeak his standing at
the highest tar of Scotland, Brougham can
claim even that character. But his masterly
skill as an advocate, who will challenge or de-
ny? It comes to us across the broad ocean,
still glowing with uivid freshness and strength.
It lives on the pages of history; it enlivens the
records of jurisprudence; it stands up theadmira-
tion of a nation, whose honor, and whose sover-
eign's-honor besought to preserve untainted.
When liberty .of opinion or of the press was to
be advocated and protected ; when the rights
and liberties of his countrymen were to be vin-
dicated, his voice rang like a trumpet peal. If
the progress of free principles needed a champi.
on Brougham stood forth, and neither fear nor
favour, nor reward, could restrain Jiis patriotic
zeal or sway his manly integrity.

But it is as the intrepid, the skilful, the able,
the talented counsel of the persecuted and un-
fortunate Caroline of England, on her famous
trial before the House of Lords, that he is best
known. He confronted his king and was not
abashed; ho was forfeiting court favor, and he
was careless of the sacrifice. Ho threw him.
self upon the honor, the justice, the right feel,
ing of the English nation, and it boro him

through the struggle unharmed. When sud-
denly restricted in the grounds of his defence ;
when it was by a technical decision narrowed
to a single point, he displayed resources, and
powers of mind, which none but Brougham
could have possessed. As an orator, in its usu-
al acceptation, perhaps he did not excel. No
nicely mouthed delivery claimed consideration ;
no elegantly turned sentences drew forth admi-
ration or wonder. But his style was like the
man—unique. His sentences were short, terse
and pointed—his delivery full of fire, energy
and passion. When the most extraordinary in-
cidents of that most extraordinary trial were
over; when corruption, perjury and malice had
been unmasked, and held up to the light of day,
and the full biaze of scorn and indignation, by
his ingenious sifting examination, his unwea-
ried diligence and perseverance, and something
which was more than mere tact, and had been
treated with all his powers of keen sarcasm,
ready wit, and indignant eloquence, he conclud-
ed his labors with a speech, which occupied two
days in the delivery, and which will ever rank
among the grandest displays of forensic genius
and talent. He closed amidst profound silence,
the most brilliant speech, which ever awakened
the echoes of St. Stephens, with an appeal which
struck home to the hearts, the consciences, and
the better feelings of those who heard it. The
Queen triumphed over her persecutors—over
that unmanly persecutor, at once her king, her
husband, and the father of her child, whom his
contemporaries have celebrated as " the first
gentleman in Europe !" And Brougham tri-
umphed—and from that day, he haB led the
heart of that people, almost captive at his wil l .

It was during the period of Brougham's prac
tice at the Scottish bar, that in conjunction with
Francis Jeffrey—himself a host—and Fiancis
Horner, he established that novelty in the re-
public of letters—the Edinburgh Review ; a
magazine whose fame has spread abroad, wher-
ever the English language is known, and which
for along time held such a pre-eminent rank
in the literary world—a terror to luckless au-
thors ; the reformer of the abuses of the " grey
goosequill ;" the unsparing censor of men and
things which squared not with its ideas of mor.
al, social, political and critical rectitude. To
the columns of this periodical, Brougham be.
came a steady and valuable contributor, and
now, at this day, when he has attained the full,
ness of his fame, his articles may be recognized
by those peculiarities, which distinguish the
character of the writer, by their depth of schol-
arship, by their keen satire, and their fearless
independence. Of his character as an author,
and the style of his productions, we shall have
more to say hereafter.

It was while a contributor to this Review,
that he wrote that notice of Lord Byron's early
poems, (usually attributed to his associate, Jef.
frey,) alike shrewd, penetrating, sneering, and
savage, and which drew from the noble poet,
that fierce retort, entitled " English Bards and
Scotch Reviewers." It was one of the in.
stances in which Brougham did nofetriumph. It
roused the energies of Byron, and secured him
then, and to all succeeding time, victory and
pre.eminenco ; and it softened the asperities of
the Review towards him, and future victims.

My next number will point to another, and
not less brilliant feature in the history of this
remarkable man. If in writing this, or the s u e
ceeding numbers, the praises of the writer may
seem somewhat unsparing, he has only to ob.
serve, that he is one who regards him as one of
the greatest l ighu of modern ages, and a rood«l
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for imitation, and ho would fain wish, that he
could ae readily catch the glow of his genius,
and the inspiration of his mighty mind, as he
can ass time the name of

HENRY BROUGHAM.

From the Lady's Book.

ELISSA, OR THE PRESENTIMENT
AT THE WELL-

BY O. HOLD1SN, ESQ.

It has been often enough said to have been
tested, that "truth is stranger than fiction."
The brief story we are now to relate, is a true
incident of American life, without the least co-
loring of incident; and not a few among the
readers of the Lady's Book will recognize its
original, at once.

Elissa Waldron was the only daughter of an
honest and intelligent farmer, who resided a few
miles from one of our largest cities. Their ham.
ble but neat cottage stood a little distance from
the avenue leading out of the metropolis ; and
though the small farm of Mr. Waldrow did not
indicate wealth, it was admired by all who rode
out to partake of the sweetness of the couniry,
for the universal indication of thrift and indus-
try that every where prevailed. Mr. Waldron
was marked by the excellent qualities which
form a good and an admired citizen, and the
partner of his life was equally the pride of the
rural neighborhood in which they dwelt. They
had, by a life of industry and economy, placed
them selves above want, though they never could
be called rich. It was their constant care to
inculcate correct principles in their only daugh-
ter. "If," said Mr. Waldron one day to Elissa,
"you learn to be above the world, by knowing
how to provide for yourself by your own hands,
independence, my girl, will be your inheritance."
11 was in pursuance of this early implanted
principle of self-reliance, we. suppose, that in-
duced Elissa to go to the city, when in her teens,
in the capacity of domestie service. She lived
in the family of an old friend of her father's
for about two years, more "like a daughter than
a servant, for Mrs. Underwood was a good lady,
and Elissa filled a largo place in her heart.—
She was ever so attentive, intelligent, and affec-
tionate in the relation in which she occupied.

The estate of Mr. Underwood yvas situated a
little distance from the dense portion of the ci.
ty In a large garden which was the pleasure
of his home Hours, he had a well for the double
purpose of supplying the family with water,
and sprinkling nutriment to tue rare exotics of
his hot-houses. Ehssa went out one day, as
Bhe often did, to draw a pail of water Mrs.
Underwood was passing in a distant part ot the
garden, and saw that Elissa was standing gaz-
foe in the, well for some time, with an almost
vacant stare. Her curiosity was excited, and
walking towards the well, in a gentle tone she
asked, "Why, Elissa, what do you see m the

wall 1"
"Nothing, madams, only I am never going to

draw any more water in this garden.
-What do yon mean, Elissa, have I not treat.

enSerly, like a sister, madame, but I
have had a presentiment since I looked in-
to this well, and I am to see better days.

a, if I did not know you well, 1 Aould

o h ^ S not m*
tcr days—I've had a presentiment."

And nothing could persuade her to the con-
That very day she bad her trunk packed
^ ?** ht little present from the

mmmm
ing moments.

C H A P T E R I I .

The reader will recollect we have mentioned
that the cottage of Mr. Waldron was ..tnated
but a little diHtance from the great avenueJead
inJ from the metropolis. Multitudes of car.
rfwesin the sweet scented season of summer
"rore out that wav that their inmates might in-
h a | e the odours of the flowers and the fields, l i
was not long after the return of Elissa, thatone
Jay a gentleman's carriage was litteral y broken
"a toms by hi* bor.es having taken fright, and

he was thrown out opposite the cottage of Mr.
Waldron, having one of his hips dislocated, his
left arm broken, and being otherwise so badly
injured as to remain for a long time in a state
of insensibility, after he had been conveyed into
the cottage of Mr. Waldron. The physician
positively forbade his removal to his own home
in the city ; and Elissa and her kind.hearted mo-
ther struggled to outdo each other in attentive
nursing of their accidental patient. By their
unremitting kindness, and the best skill of his
surgeon, he was restored after a month or two
so far as to be in a condition to remove in his
carriage without risk to his life; but before
leaving the place where his very existence had
been preserved, he made a very liberal present
to the mother, to reward the constant toils of
herself and Elissa towards him.

The family merely learned the name of the
gentleman, and that he was very rich; and as
they had done their duty to him, and he had
begged to be permitted most liberally to reward
Mrs. Waldron, they expected in parting with
him on the morning of his removal that he
would never again be seen by them.

CHAPTER III.

It Was well nigh one year fvom the time we
have recorded the departure of the gentleman,
that a carriage drove up to the Waldron cottage,
and the footman announced the name of him
who had been detained there by his wounds —
The family were glad to receive him, that is, Mr.
and Mrs. Waldron gave him a most cordial wel-
come, so gratified were they to find he had b^en
almost entirely restored to health. Elissa had
to run to her̂  room to re-adjust her toilet, when
she heard a^arriage approaching the courtyard.

"Where is Elissa," asked Mr. Middleton, for
that was the name of the gentleman.

"She will be here soon," quickly replied Mrs.
Waldron.

"I trust she is well," added Mr. Middleton.
"She is, sir, and has often eaid she would be

most happy to hear how you were after leaving
our house."

"I am glad of that, madam, for I this day vi-
stt you under very different feelings from those
with which I was thrown upon your kindness
and hospiiality. I have come to ask the hand
of youp Elissa in marriage, if her love is not
plighted to another."

"Sir," said Mr. Waldron, indignantly,
"would you insult us after we did all we could
to save your life ?"

"Not for the world, Mr. Waldron. I anva
gentleman of honor, and of fortune. I am
somewhat older than your daughter, but if you
will but give me your permission; I will at once
offer her my hand and heart."

"I know not what to think or what to say,"
replied Mr. Waldron ; "but Elissa is of humble
birth ; and, though she is a dear child to us, she
has none of the fine qualifications for a rich
man's lady, and I dare not think you serious.
If you are not honorable in your"

"Pray, Mr. Waldron; give yourself no unea-
siness on that account. I have not ventured to
visit you to-day without preparation, and here,
sir, is a letter from your old and,intimate friend
Granville, which, I trust, will satisfy you as to
what right I have as a man of honor, to make
proposals of marriage to Elissa."

We need only add that the testimony was sat.
isfactory ,* and that in a few weeks afterwards,
Elissa was Mrs. Middleton, fulfilling, as she
will have it, Chough it always raises a smile on
her husband's lips,) the presentiment which she
experienced when she w.as drawing water from
the well, in the garden of the Underwoods.

In a little over, a year and a half from that in-
cident, she drove to the residence of Mrs. Un-
derwood. The servants rang at the door, but
as she alighted from her carriage, her girlish
feelings came over her, and she walked into the
back parlor without ceremony. Mrs. Under-
wood soon entered and passed the compliments
of the morning with much embarrassment, not
being able to recollect the face of the lady who
had honored her with a call, which she finally
had to confess. "Why, not recollect Elissa—
well, I suppose I am in disguise, for the prcsen.
timent has been fulfilled, and my husband a-
waits in the carriage to be introduced to my
former mistress." .

Mrs Underwood is now one of the most inti-
mate visiiants at the Middleton's, and the latter
form one of the most wealthy, respectable and
deBcrvedly esteemed families in the London ot
America.

THE RICH MAN'S-DAUGHTERS.
BY A LADY.

It is often said that the times are strangly al-
tered ; and certain it is that the people are. It
was thought honorable to labor, to be constant-
ly engaged in some active and useful avocation
—but now-a-days, it is thought honorable to be
idle. There is much complaint of the high price
of every necessary of human existence, and with
much truth. But if the amount of idleness
could be calculated with mathematical accuracy
throughout our extended Republic, allowing the
drones only half-price for services they might
perform, which others are now paid for—it
might not be an unsafe calculation to put it
down at the whole amount now paid for provis-
ions and marketing in the United States. It is
not a little inconsistent to hear parents whine
about the price of provisions, while they bring
up their daughters to walk the streets, and ex.
pend money.

In one of our larg« commercial cities, there
resides a gentleman worth from two to three
millions of dollars. He had three daughters,
and he required them alternately to go into the
kitchen and superintend its domestic concerns.
Health and happiness, he said, were thus pro- -
moted—besides he could not say, in the vicissi-
tude of fortune, that they might not ere they
should close their earthly career, be compelled
to rely upon their hands for a livelihood ; and he
could say that they never could become good
wives and the proper heads of a family, until
they knew with practical experience all the eco-
nomy of the household affairs. One of these
daughters is now the lady of a governor of one
of the states—all are at the head of very rexpec-
table families—and carry out the principles im-
planted by their worthy parent, winning and se-
curing the esteem of all around them.

Let the fair daughters of our country draw
lessons from the industrious matrons of the past.
The companions of the men inured to hardships
and accustomed to unceasing .toil—and so did
they educate their daughters. Health, content,
ment, happiness, and plenty smiled around the
family altar. The damsel who understood most
thoroughly and economically the management
of domestic manners, and who was not afraid to
put hands into the wash tub, for fear of dee-
troying the elasticity and dimming their snowy
whiteness, was sought by the prudent young
men of those days as fit companions for life—
but now-a-days, to learn the mysteries of the
household would make our fair ones faint away,
and to labor comes not in the code of modern
gentility.— Saturday Courier.

A MORAL FOR MAIDS.
With anxious look through all the grove she passed,
And with a crooked stick returned at last.

Major Noah says, " I never look at an old
maid without thinking of the lesson that was
road to a young one in one of the Southern
states. The story, as I heard it ran thus :

A very pretty, a very proud heiress had a good
many suitors, and was so long making up her
mind which to have, that some of them gave up
the chase. She was waiting for the chance of
an offer from some one wealthier than any that
wooed her. The meanwhile, she was becoming
passe. Her Uncle, a shrewd man of the world,
spoke to her one day, remonstrating against her
folly in not accepting some of the suitors. She
laughed and said there was full time enough and
that a bettor offer would yet come. " Very
well" said her uncle, enough is said on the sub-
ject. Go into the canebrake,' and cut me the
best cane you can get. But, mind, you must
not turn your back to cut one." The young la-
dy smiled at the oddness of this stipulation, and
proceeded to eexcute his behest.

She entered the canebrake, and was met by
her uncle at the other r.nd. She handod him a
stunted shabby cane. 'This,' said lie, 'is a sorry
cane. Were there none better to be fouud ?"
"There w re plenty," said she, " I saw many
fine csnea at first, but I did not cut one then,
because to say the truth, I hoped that as I went
on, I might see better ones. But they got worse
as I went on, and at last I was obliged to take
this, rather than bring none." Her uncle replied
" This is exactly your own case. You refuse
good offers now, in the vague hope of having
better. Life is like the canebrake. You will
not find better offers as you advance—just as you
did not find better canes—and at last you may
be compelled to put up with a middling one, or
take none at all." What reply the lady made «
not recorded but she married before she wu a
month older.—N. Y. Star.
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SATURDAY, JANUARY 12, 1839.

THE ALBANY MEDICAL COLLEGE.
From an occasional correspondent, dated

ALBANY, Jan. 7ih, 1839.

The Albany Medical College commenced its
first Course last Wednesday evening, with an
Introductory Lecture, hy Dr. REES, of New-
York.

The College edifice is located on •• Capitol
Hill," a short distance from the capitol; and
its architectural beauty, and the elegance and
convenience of its internal arrangements, are
unsurpassed by any other medical institution in
the State. The Anatomical and Geological Mu-
seum, is already very extensive, and contains
several thousand specimens ; among which, is
the entire skeleton of the mammoth, found sev-
eral years since on .the scores of the Pacific.—
Not a single bone is lost or broken, and the re-
mains of this collossal novelty, which has so
long survived the ravages of Time, are again
placed in their original conformation. If there
are any who have gazed upon Niagara Falls
without possessing fanciful sensibility enough
to be affected by the grandeur of the rock and
water scene—let them fly from the dull roaring
of the cataract, and view the Mammoth. If
this gothic prodigy of Nature does not awaken
the " wild gushes of sublimity" in their bo-
soms, they must be cold and unfeeling indeed.

The Professors in the various departments of
the College, are all amply qualified to fulfill the
.duties of the stations assigned them. Dr.
REES, Dr. MARCH, and Dr. AnMSBY,.stand in the

front ranks of the profession ; and the remainder
of the faculty, though their fame is not as wide.
ly extended, have won a reputation " at home/'
that tells the stranger and student of their
merit.

This Institution, like every other Medical
School, has had to contend with some opposi-
tion. The dread of " body enatchers" for a few
days prevailed to an extreme of agitation which
I have never seen before. During the Introduc-
tory Lecture on Anatomy, an incident occurred
which revived all the slumbering horror of those
who had heretofore supposed " body-snatching"
to bo nothing more than a frolic of romance ;
and who thought a resurrection scene, decorat-
ed with " ghosts" and " dancing skeletons,"
too terrible even to be displayed in a fashionable
novel. The Lecture was public, and the Hall
was crowded. A dead subject was brought up-
on the table, when a man suddenly rose in the
crowd and spoke with a wild and frantic expres-
sion of countenance, " my brother !—thaVs my
brother /" The effect of such an unexpected in.
terlude may bo " easier imagined than describ-
ed," as love story writers say at the end of their
stories. But the man who saw hia " brother"
was mistaken, and drunk besides ; and this stir,
ring scene, which for a moment wore the dark
mantle of midnight tragedy, quietly subsided in-
to a farce. W.

James Sheridan Knowles might make a good
story of this of his namesake:—

James Knowing, of Point Judah, (R. I.) in
the last war li-cd in an exposed station, near the
ocean, and never went to bed without having
his gun charged by his side. One night there
was a violent thunder gust, which shook the
houae to the foundation, and awoke his wife
from a sound sleep. In affright, she screamed
"husband, husband, tlin British have landed, or
the day of judgment has come, I don't know
which." "By gosh," said Knowles, springing
up. and seizing his gun, "I'm ready for either."

Curious Error.—A person was lately found
dead one morning, at Providence, R. I. proba-
bly caused by paying too frequent visits at vari-
ous porter houses on the evening previous.—
The jury of inquest accordingly rendered a ver-
diet of "death by visitation at Providence."

RE VACCINATION.—On this subject, of so much
interest to every community, M. de Zeimens, of
Paris, has recently written a work of much
merit. He proves the high utility of vaccina-
tion, but admits that after 10 years re-vaccina-
tion is necessary, unless the virus is obtained
directly from the cow, when its efficacy is a
perfect protection against small pox or vario-
loid during life time. Whereas, when obtained
from the human subject, it loses its virtues after
transmissions.

Morus Multicaulis in Europe.—From letters
just arrived by the Charles Carroll to a mer-
cantile house of this city, we hear that all the
Morus Multicaulis existing in the largest nur-
series of Fiance and Italy, have been bought at
the most extravagant prices by American agents.
The greatest speculation of the silk.growers in
Europe, is now turned to the culture of the Al-
pine Morus and the Morus Moretti, or Ma-
crophylla, which are considered by the best
judges more fitted to any cold climate, and more
adapted to give a finer quality of silk. The lat-
ter species (the Morus Macrophylla,) bears very
large leaves, andean, like the Multicaulis, be
propagated with the greatest facility by.cuttings.
—Star.

The old Russian custom of the bride, on the
evening of the wedding day, taking off her hus-
band's boot, in pledge of obediance, is still re-
tained in some parts of the country, as also that
of the husband depositing in one boot a sum of
money, and in the other a small whip. If the
young wife happens to hit first upon that con-
taining the money, she keeps it—if not, her bus-
band gives her two or three light cuts with the
whip. Hencg, no doubt, has arisen the univer-
sal opinion abroad, that the low born Russian
makes known his love for his wife by the appli-
cation of chastisement.—Alb. Adv.

A Negro's Opinion of a Potato.—•• A tater is
inevitably bad unless inwariably good. Derc is
no mediocrity in the combination of a later.
De exterior msy appear remarkably exemplary
and beau'tisome, while de interior is totally neg-
ative. But, sir, if you wends de article 'pon
your own recommendation, knowing you to be
a man of probability in your transactions, I
widout any furder circumlocution takes a bush-
el."— Boston Post,

A Marrowfat Squash, from Cape Horn, has
been left at this office for the inspection of the
public. We are informed that this kind of
Squash will keep perfectly good for a year or
two ; and that whaling vessels often lay in large
stocks of them as an article of food, as they
will resist the process of decay better than al-
most any other vegetable.—Charleston Mer.

Boiled Tooth.—A boy named Hazard, says
one of the Philadelphia papers, living at Crick-
howell, had a tooth extracted: he returned home,
boiled it for a quarter of an hour and replaced it.
It is now as useful as ever ! Pray, what will
the dentists say to this?

A Cow, the property of Mr. F. Kent, of West
Springfield, Mass, during sixty davs, begin-
ning June last, gave one thousand three hundred
and forty six quarts of milk !—averaging 22£
quarts per day. The largest yield was 11 quarts
in the morning, and 16 in the evening.

The ancients tell us that during the sojourn-
meut in Paradise, Heaven sent down twelve
baskets of Talk, and while Adam was eating
three of them, Eve snatched up and eat the oth-
er nine.

"Who goes there ? " said an Irish sentry of
the British Legion at St. Sebastian. "A
friend," was the prompt reply. '-'Then stand'
where you are," cried Pat, "for you're llm first
I've met in this murthcrin country."

A Curiosity.—Among the curiosities exhibi-
cd at the late fair in New York, was a eradlc
made in 1641.

A LEARNED BLACKSMITH.

At a recent meeting of the friends of Educa-
tion in Bristol County, held at Taunton, among
others Mr. Webster and Gov. Everett addressed
the meeting subsequently to the able address of
Mr. Mann. Gov. Everett introduced into his
speech an extract of a most interesting letter
from a " Learned Blacksmith," illustrating the
truth which he repeats, that every one may find
leisure for reading and study. We think our
readers will peruse with interest the following
extract from the Governor's

SPEECH.

" It is a great mistake to suppose that it is
necessary to be a professional man, in order to
have leisure to* indulge a taste for reading. Far
otherwise. I believe the mechanic, engineer,
the husbandman, the trader, have quite as much
leisure as the average of men in the learned
professions. I know some men busily engaged
in these different callings of active life, whose
minds are well stored with various useful knowl-
edge acquired from books. There would be
more such men, if education in our Common
Schools were, as it well might be of a higher
order; and if Common School libraries well
furnished, were introduced, into every district,
as I trust in due time they will be. It is.sur-
prising sir, how much may be effected, even un.
dcr the most unfavorable circumstances for the
improvement of ihe mind, by a person resolutely
bent on the acquisition of knowledge. A letter
has lately been put into my hands, bearing date
the 6th of September, so interesting in itself,
and so strongly illustrative of this point, that I
will read a portion of it; though it was written
1 am sure without the least view to publicity.

I was the youngest (says the writer,) of ma-
ny brethren, and my parents were poor. My
means of education were limited to the advan-
tages of a district school, and those again were
circumscribed by my father's death, which de-
prived me at the age of fifteen of those scanty
opportunities, which I had previously enjoyed.
A few months after his decease I apprenticed
myself to a blacksmith in my native village.—
Thither I carried an indomitable taste for read-
ing, which I had previously acquired through
the medium of the society library; all the his-
torical works in which, I had at that time pe-
rused. At the expiration of a little more than
half my apprenticeship, I suddenly conceived
the idea of studying Latin. Through the as.
sistance of an elder brother, who had himself
obtained a collegiate education by his own ex-
ertions, I completed my Virgil during the eve.
nings of one winter. After some time devoted
to Cicero and a few other Latin authors I com-
menced the Greek ; at this time it was necessa-
ry that I should devote every hour of daylight
and a part of the evening to do the duties of
my apprenticeship, Still I carried my Greek
grammar in my hat, often found a moment,
when I was heating some large iron, when I
could place my Hook open before me againgt the
chimney of my forge, and go through with tup.
to, tupteis, tuptei, and unperceived by my fellow
apprentices, and to my confusion of face, with
the detrimental effect to ihe charge in my fire.
At evening I sat down unassisted, to the Iliad
of Homer, twenty books of which measured
my progress in that language during the eve-
nings of another winter. I next turned to the
modern languages, and was much gratified to
learn that my knowledge of Latin furnished
me with a key to the literature of most of tho
languages of Europe. This circumstance gave
anew impulso to the desire of acquainting my.
self with the philosophy, derivation and affinity
of the different European tongues. 1 could not
be reconciled to limit myself in these investiga.
lions to a few hours after the arduous labors
of the day. I therefore laid down my hammer
and went to New-Haven, where-1 recited to na-
tive teachers in French, Spanish, German, and
Italian. I returned at the expiration of two
years to the forge, bringing with me such books
in those'languages as I could procure. * When
I had read these books through, I commenced
the Hebrew with an awakened desire of exam,
ining another field ; and by assiduous applica-
tion I was enabled in a few weeks to read this
language with such facility that I allotted it to
myself as a task to read two chapters in ths
Hebrew Bible, before breakfast each morning ;
this and an hour at noon being all the time that
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I could derate to myself daring the day. After
becoming somewhat familiar with this language,
I looked around me for the means of initiating
myi»elf into the fields of Oriental literature, and
to ray deop regret and concern I found my .pro-
gress in thig direction hedged in by the want of
requisite books. ^ I began immediately to devise
means of obviating this obstacle ; and after ma-
«y plans, I concluded to seek a place as a sailor
on board some ship bound to Europe, thinking
in this way to have opportunities of collecting
at different ports such works in the modern and
oriental languages as I found necessary for ihiB
object. I left the forge at my native place to
carry this plan into execution.

I travelled on foot to Boston, a distance of
more than a hundred miles, to find some vessel
bound to Europe. In this I was disappointed,
and while revolving in my mind what steps next
to take, I accidentally heard of the American
Antiquarian Society in Worcester. I immedi.
atcly bent my steps towards this place. I visi-
ted the hall of the A. A. S. and found there to
my infinite gratification such a collection of an-
cient, modern and oriental languages as I nev-
er before conceived to be collected in one place,
and Sir, you may imagine with what sentiments
of gratitude I was affected, when upon evincing
a desire to examine some of these rich and rare
works, I was invited to unlimited participation
in all. the benefits'of this noble institution. A-
vailing myself of the kindness of the directors,
I spent about three hours daily at the hall,
which with an hour at noon and about three in
the evening make up the portion of the day
which I appropriate to nay studies, the rest be-
ing occupied in arduous manual labor. Through
the facilities afforded by this ̂ institution, I have
added so much to my previous acquaintance with
the ancient, modern and oriental languages, as
to be able to read upwards of FIFTY of them with
more or less facility."

I trust, Mr. President, I shall be pardoned by
the ingenious anther of this letter, and the gen.
tieman to whom it was addressed, (VV. Lincoln,
Esq. of Worcester,) for the liberty which I have
laken, unexpected I anVsure by both of them, in
thus making it public. It discloses a resolute
purpose of improvement, under obstacles and
difficulties of no ordinary kind, which excites
my admiration, I may say my veneration. It
is enough to make one who has had good oppor-
tunities for education hang his head in shame.

A Phrenological Anecdote.—The Snow HilJ
Banner, a Pennsylvania paper, rslates the fol-
lowing anecdote:

" A gentleman not remarkable for either ta-
lent or intelligence, was in the habit of visiting
a family in which there were, among others, two
ladies and a little girl. The ladies were discus-
sing his acquirements in ihe presence of the
?hild, and one of them in the course oi tha re-
marks observed that " JVlr. , had a soft place
in his head."

This was treasured up by the child, and at a
subsequent visit the young phrenologist com-
menced an examination of the gentleman's era-
nium, for the purpose of ascertaining where the
new organ was situated. Unfortunately she
imagined she found it and the mathematician
who ran through the streets crying out " Eure-
ka," when he had eJived a difficult problem,was
scarcely more delighted than she, when to the
diecomfiture of the ladies she exclaimed " Oh !
sister, Mr. , really has, as you said, got a
soft place in his head, for here it is under my
finger now !"
* It is almost unnecessary to add we never ex-
pect to have the pleasure of publishing the mar-
riage of Mr. , to cither of the ladies refer-
red to.

Burrand Montgomery.—i-When the Venerable
and Reverend Mr. Spring was in New York
Borne years ago, he expressed a dueire to see
Aaron Burr^rltis son the Rev. Gardner Spring,
objected to it, saying that Burr had lost his caste
and it would not be reputable to call upon him.
The old gentleman replied:—

•• My son, I must see Burr before I leave the
city. I went through the woods with him, un-
dor Arnold—I stood by his side on the Plains ol
Abraham, aud I have not Keen him siuce the
morning on which Montjjomeiy'fell. It was a
heavy enow storm.—Montgomery had fallen.
Tlic British troops were advancing towards the
dead body, and little Burr was hastening from
the fire of the enemy, up to his knees in snow,
with .Montgomery's body on his shoulders. Do
you wonder I wish to see him ?"

APARATUS FOR WARMING ROOMS.
This is. a patent invention of our ingenious

countryman, Mr. Perkins. It consists in its
simplest form of a furnace and a continuous
tube of pipe of wrought iron, generally about
one inch in diameter, filled with water.—
About one-sixth of this pipe is coiled in the
furnace, and the remainder distributed through
the apartments to be warmed. The water in
that portion of the pipe which is placed in the
furnace expands on the application of heat,
rises with great swiftness to the highest level
of the pipe, and cooling in its progress, de-
scends again to the furnace. A regular cur.
rent is thus established, by which the heat
generated in the furnace is rapidly transmitted
to every part of the building, whatever may
be its elevation or extent. The arrangement of
the furnace is such that the temperature of the
pipes may be raised or lowered, and different
apartments in the same house warmed or not,
at pleasure.

The advantages of this mode of warming,
are:— s

1st. The great saving of fuel.
2d. The durability of the apparatus.
3d. Saving room and adaption to every kind

of building.
4lh. The healthy and comfortable temperature

it produces. The air is not deprived of its nat.
ural properties by removing any portion of its
oxygen, or rendering it naturally dry.

5th. The preservation of a regular and equal
warmth in every part of the building.
. 6lh. The saving of labor of servants in attend-

ing fires.
7th. -The TemovaTbf "allsources of dirt; the

preservation of wood, furniture, &c.
8th, Removal of all danger of fire, as the

pipes may be carried through the most inflam-
mable materials, without the possibility of acci-
dent.

The foregoing, it is believed, is now the most
improved and economical method of warming
buildings, especially when it is required to warm
them on a large scale. It is extensively in use
in Great Britain. The Bank of England—the
British Museum—St. Andrew's Church, & c ,
are thus warmed.

The improvement has been introduced in the
halls of Justice in the city of New York—and it
is stated tha£ the United Stales Bank, now erect-
ing inWall.sl., is also to be thus warmed.— Troy-
Whig.

From the Literary Messenger.
POPULAR ERRORS.

That a contract made on Sunday, is not bind,
ing.

That in order to exclude a child from a share
in his father's estate, the father's will must
give him something, however small, or mention
him, in any manner.

That a lawyer to succeed in his profession, is
obliged to utter falsehoods.

That the citation of many books or the use of
learned words, ia a sjgu of learning.

That persons who clamor for practice as better
than theory, and are celebrated by themselves
and their friends as practical men, are always
more trust worthy than those whom they des-
cribe as " theorists." The former have usually
no guide but their own (often narrow) experi-
ence ; the latter sometimes have the lights gath-
ered by a thousand clear and active minds, du-
ring ages of diligent and enlarged observation.
A properly constructed theory, is the method-
ized, the digested result, of what has been seen
and done by hundreds of" practicial men."

That zfirst love ia necessarily purer, or stron-
ger than a second, a third, or fourth love.

That keeping the door open in cold weather,
is conducive to healtl •

That Other people have not as many, or as
great causes of uuhappincss, as ourselves.

That any simpleton will do for a legislator.
That a man, whom his neighbors would not

trust witii a hundred dollars of their own money,
is fit to be trusted with the moat important pub-
lie interests.

That education consists only in being sent to
schrtol ; or in boo It learning.

That political consistency is shown by adher-
ing constantly to the same men, through all
the changes of conduct and opinion.

That ii [a inconsistency to think with one party
on some points, and with an opposite party on
other points.

The excellence that men cannot attain, they
generally avenge themselves by abusing.

Saturn.—M. Decuppis, with a telescope o f
Cauchoix, has, with the astronomers of the Ro.
man College, plainly distinguished five rings
round Saturn, and counted seven satellites ;
the distances of which from the planet may be
represented by 1, 2, 4. 8, 16—64 ; so that there
18 a great interval, (perhaps to be filled by fresh
observations,) between the two last.

Give Him a Chance.—The editor of a Wes-
tern paper informs his readers that he has the
worst kind of a fever and ague, and asks them
to Jet him off from publishing a paper for one
week, to give him a chance to shake.

Caution to Paper Makers.—A man named
Martin died a few days since, at Patterson, N.
J., from inhaling gas used in bleaching rags.

"Barnaby Rudg"—the new story from the
pen of " Boz," will appear in the forthcoming
numbers of Bentley's Miscellany.

On the death of George C. son of Doctor L. K
Faulkner, aged 4 years and 9 months.

And art thou gone—for ever fled,
Thou loved and lovely one,

And can we think of thee aa dead,
Thy soul as ever flown ?

That cherub voice in death is hushed,
Its laughing tones are stilled,

And pale that cheek with joy once flashed,
iiife's pulse for ever chilled.

Ah! stricken hearts do mourn theo here,
In this dark vale of tears,

Thou wert to. all whtf'Jtnew thee dear;
And died in childhood years.

But is it meet to mourn for tbee,
And weep thine early doom ?

Thy ransomed spirit now is free.
Flown toils blies'ul home.

That eye now beams with love divine,
That heart with gladness filled,

That form with glory age will shine,
Its pains for ever stilled.

That hand now sweeps a golden lyre,
And wakes its slumbering notes,

And joining with that heavenly choir,
Thine own sweet music floats.

That tuneful voree thou now wilt raise,
With angels round the throne,

And sing loud anthems to the praise,
,O( the High and Holy One.

Thou wilt not see the smiling spring,
Restore its flowery reign,

Nor hear its joyous mueic ring,
Prom forest, hill and plain.

But brighter is thy spring on Inch,
Where sweetest flowerets bloom,

And fair and cloudless is the sky,
In thine own heavenly homo.

Rochester, January 1,1839. 8 . 1 . C.

MARRIED.
At Greece Centre, on Tuesday evening, January 1st,

by the Rev. P. Kelscy, Mr. William Koudeabush, to
Miss Sarah Duvinaon.

In Gates, on ihe lstinstant, by S. A. Yerkes, Esq.
Mr. Jnmes Rois, to Mrs. Mary Gearnsey, all of Gates.

On the same day, by the same, Mr. Christoper Coker,
io Miss Mary fluifhs, all of Brighton.

On the morning of Thursday, the 3rd instant, by the
Rev. Mr. Edwurds, Mr". NOAH STEVftNS. of Albion,
to Miss LAURA L. FOSTER, daughter of Mr. F. I).
A. Foster, of this city.

In Brockport, on the '27th ult., by the Rev. Mr. Ba-
ker, of Brochport, Mr. George Comes, to Miss Lydia
Adams.

On the first instant, by the Rev. Mr. K.-iy, Oyremis
A. Fuller, of the town of Murray, t«» Mus Sirtih U,
Brooks, of Kendall, Orlennnco.

In Shelby, on tlie '2nd instant, by thi Rev. Theo-
dore Keep, Dr. S. F. Benjamin, of Mfiiinu, to Aii*a
Anna, daughter of Elijah IJurr. Esq. of (Shelby.

In Mendon, on Tuesday evening last, by the Rev.
Mr. Madia way, Mr. Anthony Blake, to Miss Mary,
daughter of Jiicob Phillips, Esq.

In liethany, on the t3th ult., by the Rev. Mr. Smith,
Mr. H. L. STEVUNS, of boJKoy, to MAda MAIIY E. PAQB,
of the former place.

In Chili, on the evening of Tuesday, the 1st instant,
by the Rev. iMr. EdwardJ of this city, Mr. David A.
Thompson, to Susannah Ballantine, both of the former

In Geneseo, on the first in.:tunt, by the Rev John
Lunt, Mr. P. S. Liewra, to Miss Sarah E. COOT, both of
this city..'

At Itorgen on. the 25ih instant, by the Rev, Josiah
Pierson. Mr. Alonao Sptiffbrd, to n/liaa Abigail Powel.

At Lakoville, on the l.ith instant, bv Lathrop,
r,sq , Mr. Elijah Reeves, to Miss Saruh Suyder, all of
Grovelund.
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Written for_th» Oem.

STANZAS.

I would be great, but let my i.ame
Not be the name of Conqueror ;

For slaughter stains the rolls of Fame,
And curses swell the notes of war.

The widows' wail, the orphans' tears,
The voice of conscience and of God,

Would haunt me thro' succeeding years,
And make me loathe that name of blood.

I would be great, but not as he
Who dares be Christ's Embaasador ;

The way to blessed Eternity
Is straight—I dare not go before.

Let others lead—let them be great,
But let me follow, and be w i s e -

Be wise to follow through the gate
Into the bliss of Paradise.

I would be great, but let it be
The greatness of the good I do—

The greatness of my purity,
A perfect man and Christian too.

Oh, never let there be a day
But that I lessen human wo -,

Then when I die, the world will say,

" He was our greatest friend below !"

Charlton, Mo., BLUE.

Written for t he Gem.
LINES,

To her toko can best understand them, by him who feels

them most.

They say I must not visit thee,
Nor see thee any more -,

As if thine eye had sorcery—
Thy tongue, a Siren's power.

They say I must not think of thee,
Nor love thee, peerless one.

As if they'd have oiy bosom ba
Insensate as a stone !

They say thou hast a noble mind,
(They know it must be said,)

But then they whisper I must find
A wealthy hand to wed.

They say I was not born to move
In any humble sphere,

As if they they thought thy wedded love
Would render me obscure !

' They tell me of fatalities—
They warn me of my dream ;

My Ood! and must I think of these,
And listen unto them!

Then be it so; and they may sever
Hearts that should be one,

But they shall never triumph, never ;

I'll love thee ; thee or none!

Cbariton, Mo., J. H. B.

Written for the Ccm.

HEAVEN
BY C. THERESA. CLARK.

Home of the blessed '. Sweet heaven of rest!
Refuse of pilgrims by sorrsw oppress'd;
Fain would we quit this dark valley of sin,
Enter thy gate and be welcpm'd within:
Why should we shrink from the chillness and gloom,
Which mortality meeteth in realms of the tomb 7
Shall death never come but in terror arrayed,
And the soul of the righteous be sorely diumayed ;
When there riseth bnforo him a scene of delight,
LiK»: u dreitni or n vision in colors more bright
Than thought can conceive or pencil e'n paint,
The 'City of God and the joy of his saints V
There, throned in his majesty, ruling in love,
The Fatbor still reigns in the mansions above,
His sons and bis daughters receiving from far,
For they see the first rays of the pure morning-star!
Jerusalem's Star, which through peril and night,
Hath guided the ransomed of Israel aright;
Or as Judah'a strong Lion o'er hosts whieh assail
IIis church and His people hath deigned to prevail!
From thine altar's ariseth the incense of prayer,
And Harper's are tuning their golden harps there ;
While they ting a new song to the Lamb that was slain
And eternity's depths re-echo the strain,
'Alleluia be honor and blessing and power,
To Him whom the Angels forever adore;
Thua bowing in worship all glory is given
To one, alone worthy, by dwellers in Heaven •

Mau., De«. 7, 1838.

Written for the Ccm.

ACROSTIC.

C ould I, thou PAIR ONE, wake a minstrel's lyre,
0 'er whose sweet strains thine nrdor would take fire,
R ecalling UD a thousand joys of yore,
N earing tby tho'ts back to their early shore,
E nrapt'ringthee with sweet yet mournful themes,
L ike love's young visions, and its passing dreams,
1 'd deem the task but as a pleasure bless'd,
A n hour of gladness and of blissful rest.

Z ealous to please tbee, and to bless thee, too,
I etill might render thee not half thy due.
L ong life, and peace, and happiness be thine,
L ove's high delights in Virtue's holy shrine.
A h ! girl, yet what are kindest wishes worth ?
H eaven is gained by noble deeds on Earth,

E nvy, then, not the great, by men so called,
L ovc not their pride; else thou wilt be inthralled,
M oveless, within the chains of misery,
E ver unhappy in folly's mockery.
N ot to the earth, then, be thy hopes confined ;
D well thou on that that which nought in Time can bind;
O n scenes beyond the dampness of the tomb,
R ising in beauty and eternal bloom,
F or ever bright, for ever free from gloom.

January 9,1839. A.

From the Hartford Daily Courier.

ON BEING PRESENTED WITH A ROSE.
IN MID-WINTER.

'Tis sweet amid the dreariness stern winter
Casts o'er all the earth, to gaze on tliee,
Thou beauteous thing! Tell me, sweet bud.
Why thou alone of all thy race, wert ransomed
From th/e chilling blight, and bid to bloom unhurt,
'Mid frosts and snows ? Was it to breathe to me,
In accents soft, as now indeed thou dost,
Of that bright world, whose flowers feel not the chilling
Blasts that lay them low, ere yet their opening
Beauties half unfold 7

Or art thou here,
An emblem fit, of those who're ransomed'
From a lost and ruined world 1

Or dost thou come,
Unsullied as thou art, by man's defiliig touch,
To whisper to my soul, of the bright hopes
That spring from Heaven, which man can neither give
Nor take aw ay 1

If such thy mission be,
God speed thee on thine errand. Waken.
Sweet bud, within my heart, such holy thoughts
And hopes, as 'mid the barrenness of earth,
Shall lift my soul above, to God and Heaven.
But let them not, like thy fair form, while now
E'en as I gaze upon it, fades away, ' '
Be transient guests. No! let me ne'er forget
The lesson that thou hast so meekly taught;
And thus unto thy Maker prove, thou wert
Not sent in vain. C. J.

From the Churchman.

THE CLOSING YEAR.
Another year has flown,

With all its good or ill, its hopes or fears,
Days bright with joy, or wet with burning tear*:

All—all are gone.
Gone like the sunlight's momentary gleam

Over the rippling stream.

What hast thou witnessed heie,
In thy brief round upon the course of time 1
Soon on mine ear will thy last moment's chime.

Departing year,
Then tell me, what hath happ'd to mortal man

During thy little span 1

Thou has seen human grief,
Like a dark troubled tide, still rushing on •.
And bleeding hearts, o'er some beloved one gone,

Bent like the wind-toss'd leaf.
Long cherished friends have parted 'mid their tears,

For sad and lengthened years.

The widow's moan hath broke
The solemn stillness of thy midnight hours ;
And orphan heads, like fair and fragile flowers,

Bow'd~at the tempest's stroke.
Childhood's gay laughter hath been hush'd, to see

Earth's deep despondency.

But joy too hath been thini:
Thou has been witness to the nuptial vow,
When flowers around some fair girl's pallid

Young sisters twine;
When harp-strings wake, and music rich and clear

Falls on the charmed ear.

And to some lonely hearth.
The long-lost wanderer tbnu hast brought again ;
Some mother's heart, that long hath throbb'd in vain

For her sole light on earth ;
Hath clasp'd her child, and deemed all sorrow o'er,

Nor asked one blessing more.

And o'er my path, old year,
How has thou glided in thy rapid flight!
To memory's eye, all smilingly bright,

Thy parted hours appear
Brilliant, but fleeting, bright, but oh, how brief,

Fading like autumn's leaf.

The hand of care hath lain
Lightly upon me, and my pulaei thrill
With the heart's deep unruffled gladness still,

Forgetting aught of pain.
Tho' much I marvel, that from sorrow free

Tnua Ion* mjr lot abaU be.

girl's pa/lid brow

How richly, truly bless'd,
Sweet household voices yet salute my ear,
Fumiliar faces still are beaming near,

With smiles of pleasure dress'd.
And a fair child is sporting at my knee,

In blooming infancy.

Then, Father, grant me still.
Should sorrow wing the flight of future day».
To bow with heart of love and lip of praise,

Submissive to thy will.
Blessing the Hand, with gratitude sincer V

That rule's each passing year.
New York, December 22,1838.

From the Children's Annual, for 1839.

WHAT IS THAT, MOTHER T
What is that, Mother ?—

' The LARK, my child,—
The morn has but just looked out, and smiled,
When he starts from his humble, grassy nest,
And is up and away with the dew on his breast,
And a hymn in his heart, to yon pure, bright sphere,
To warble it out in his Maker's ear :

Ever, my child, be thy morn's first lays
Tuned, like the Lark's, to thy Maker's praise.

What is tlfat, Mother 7
The DOVE, my son,—

And that low. sweet voice, like a w'dow's moan,
Is.flowing out from her gentle breast,
Constant and pure by that lonely nest,
As the wave is poured from some crystal urn,
For her distant dear one's quick return:

Ever, my son, be thnulike the Dove,—
In friendship as faithful, as constant in love.

What is that, Mother 1
The EAGLE, boy,

Proudly careering his course of joy,
Firm in his own mountain vigor relyinp,
Breasting the dark storm, the red bolt defying;
Mis wing on the wind, and his eye on the sun,
He 6werve3 not a hair, tiut bears onward, right on.

Boy, may the Eagle's flight ever be thine.
Onward and upward, true to the line.

W hat is that, Muther ?
The SWAN, my love,-

He is floating down from his native grove.
No loved one now, no nestling nigh;
He is floating down by himself to die -,
Death darkens his eye, and uoplumes his wings.
Yet the sweet song la the last be sings :

Live so, my love, that when Death shall come.
Swan like and sweet, ft may waft thee home.

From the Detroit Morning Post-

WILLIAM LOUNT.
This early martyr to the cause of Canadian liberty, as

he was about to be sacrificed, requested that no notice
might be taken of him until the cause had triumphed.

" Ob, breathe not his name; let it sleep in the shade.
Where cold and unhonoreri his relics are laid ;
Sad, silent, and dark, be the tears that we shed,
As the night dew that falls on the grass o'er bis head.

But the night dew that falls, though in silence it weeps,
Shall brighten with verdure the grass where he sleeps;
And the tear that we shed, though in secret it rolls,

'Shall long keep his memory green in our souls."

MARRIED.
At Nunday Valley, on the 6th instant, by the Rev. E .

Ennis, Mr. John E. Dake, of Portage, to Miss Emetine
Barrett, of the former place.

By the Rev. S. C. Church, on the 1st instant, Mr.
Henry McCartney, to Miss Amanda Prentiss, all of
Mjbunt Morris.

By the same, in Sparta, on the 27th ult. Mr. Charles
Granger, to Miss Phebe B. Von Middlesworth

In Palmyra, oh the lltn*instbnt, by the Rev. C. ML
Butler, Mr. George W. D. Gilbert, to Miss Philena
Durfee.

At Sodus, on the I nth instant, by the Rev. Mr.Merrit,
Mr. John Eakert, of Newark, to Miss Elisabeth Smith,
of the former place.

In West Bloomfield, on the 1st inst. by the Rev. J .
Chase. Mr. John Fisher, to Miss Mary Ann Harman,
all of West Bloomfield.

In this city, on the OLti instant, by the Rev. E Tucker,
Mr. Alfred White, of Auburn, to »Iis6 Sarah M. Booth,
of Brighton.

In Rome, Oneida county, on the 31st ult., by the Rev.
Nathan B. Burgess, Mr. A. B. Bennett, merchant of
Brockport, to~ Miss M. E . Lcffingwell, of Die former
place. _ ^ _ _

ELEVENTH VOLUME OF THE GEM.
"The GKM'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 give muea
time to the extension of its circulation.

The next volume will be published on the same term*
as the present—one dollar to mail subscribers—ten «hil-
Una 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 who wish to take the eleventh volume, wlM
please make their remittances early, so that we can de-
ermine how large an edition to print.*

U7 Those who procure five subscribers and pay fi*«
dollars, will be entitled to six copies,—or twelve «ODMI
and a bound volume for ten dollars.

O" CYROS J. LBS, is our authorised Agent for ib«
Gem and Amulet, in the city or Buffalo.

O" The publication of this number has be«n feluyea
for UM want of suitable papoi.
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TP-EEIE
By Sliepard, Strong & Dawson.

O
$1 mail, $%5Q city, in advance.

A. SEMI-MONTHLY JOURNAL OF LITERATURE, SCIENCE, TALES, AND MISCELLANY.

VOL. XI. ROCHESTER, N. Y—SATURDAY, JANUARY £6, 1839. No. 2.

O*0ur readers will be interested in the fol-
lowing Story, from the " Lady's Book." Be-
sides being very cleverly written it leaves upon
the mind a wholesome moral.

T E M P E R - A T A L E .
"There is Emily, mamma !" exclaimed Edith

Evylen, and she sprang from the door step on
which she was standing, and bounded over the
lawn to meet her friend.

"Oh Emily ! y°u bring good news, I am sure
—you remain with us, do you not ?"

" 1 do indeed, Edith. Mamma wili be most
happy to leave me with you, and Mrs. Evylen,
until her return."

"Then it is aH'settled,"said Edith, and she smil-
ed fondly upon Emily, as she drevr her arm
within her own, "and we shall be so happy, dear-
est! Frederick Herbert is with us ; it is a sort
of holiday juBt now with him—you know he
has been lately admitted to the bar—and body,
and mind, require relaxation after his long
course of arduous study ; there he stands with
mamma in the door way ; should you have re-
cognized him ?'.' Emily shook her head. "It
was so long since she had seen him—she had
so little remembrance of him when a boy."

"Yet we often retain distinct impressions of
persons, seen when very young," said Edith ; "I
am almost surprised your recollection of Fred-
eric is not better."' Nodding with a good hu.
mored smile to Herbert, who advanced to meet
them, she said "you have the advantage of Miss
Rirerton, my cle"ver coz,she remembers nothing
about you, more than of any other boy."

"Mv recollection of Miss Rivertou is very
different indeed from that," said Frederic bow-
in z with an air of animated pleasure to both la-
die*. I well remember the sweet countenance,
thit has changed only to become perfect, and
which I think, would have enabled me to re-
orgnixe her under any ctounMtances. Mrs
Evylen now came forward, and gloomed Emi-
ly with a kindly, but languid smile. She was a
fall faded woman, of perhaps some forty sum.
mers, with a listless and heavy countenance,
which the heat of a warm afternoon did not by

come, Emily," she said,

The made no^attempt to repre-i, she entered the
house to put her laudable resolution into -prac-

UC"Lay aside your bonnet Emily, my friend,"
•aidI Edith" and let us sit under this pleasant

nose ; traces there were of much manly beauty,
£nd when he smiled there was a oaotijaUon,
but without softness: few, I ween, hid ever
marked through the steny cold ess of his eye,

S i a f c a s s ?

tion she every where excited. Evylen was tho-
roughly versed in all the minutiae of good socie-
ty ; prepossessing and gentle in his manners, be-
cause self-possessed, and artful, he was a gener-
al favorite pleasant companion, in the circle he
deemed exclusively his own.

Smiling upon the group as he approached, and
addressing Herbert, he said : "I fear your reso-
lutions will melt into 'thin air,' these are pow-
erful temptations to swerve you from the dull
Fath of duty, but remember nephew, mine !—
pame will not rule a divided empire, she c lainis
all your heart, and will enter into no compact
with Cupid : and these fair ladies would only
injure you, without benefitting themselves, if
they induce you to think differently."

"You are right, uncle," said Frederick, in a
voice into which a tone of sadness had stolen,
easily detected ~By~ tfie quick~eyeTJf Evylen,
"but stern necessity will be the strength of my
good resolves ; it will be long, very long, before
I pay other court than what is demanded in my
profession ; but in our fair land," and his eye
lighted cheerily, "there is a broad path of dis-
tinction as open to the briefless barrister, as to
those who "sit in high places," and' if I crave
my way upward, I may hope the reward will a-
wait me at last:—and he bowed to both ladies,
though his eye rested with a long, earnest glance
upon Edith.

All unconciously, there was springing up in
the heart of Herbert a passionate love for
his cousin—and little wonder that be loved her
—that queenly girl, with her high and sparkling
beauty! Yet her pure and faultless features
bore the impress of character, too commanding
for the lot and happiness of woman ; the eye,
black and piercing, could flash forth the rays of
intolerable anger—the mouth so perfect, was
yet so haughty, and so resolute ! the brow so
high and broad, bore out, and sustained the no.
ble character of her beauty—the full propor-
tioned and stately form—the snowy shoulders,
and perfect bust. The rich hair of "darkest
hue1' was braided back from the forehead, con-
trasting with the sunny ringlets of Emily Riv-
erton, who sat by her Bide, Fair were both
those maidens—but how unlike ! Deep in col-
or, as those of Edith, were the eyes of Emily,
but how inexpressibly soft and touching the ex-
pression ! It is seldom we see a black eye that can
lay claim to that rare and peculiar bjgauty. In
a life time, I have known but two persons so
favored ; irresistibly sweet and gentle, was the
beam ingv glance of Emily; soft hair, many
shades lighter than that of Edith, wound itself
about a neck and fsrehead or' surpassing white,
ness, the face of Emily lighted by the glad, joy-
ous eyes, and pure color that played on her
cheek, was eminently beautiful. , She was not so
tall as Edith, nor so full proportioned, rather, a-
bove the middle height.and very graceful inform.
And now turn we from the pleasant shade tree,
to learn something of the past history of the
group. ,

In rearing up her young and beautiful daugh-
ter, Mrs. Evylen had brought to the task men
tal incapacity of the grossest order ; over her
head years had passed wiihout bringing wis-
dom; she was too indulgent.and too goo.l natured
to correst the ungoverncd temper of EJitn, or
to curb with a strong hand, the self-will that
everyday strengthened in her character, lor.
getful of her high and solemn responsibility ot
MOTHER, Mrs. Evylen was never so happy aa
when superintending the child's dress and see-
in<r her lovely little face decked with smiles;
to that effect nuises were desired to humor the
dear little creature !—"That all children were
troublesome, and would have their own_way—
they must not wrangle with a child, butgiue up.»
Humor her they did, to Borne purpose ; "give up.

became a standing rule in the family, and there
was a general, an implicit yielding to the wish-
es of the spoiled girl. Mr. Evylen immersed
in business, and much from home, had few op-
portunities of judging of the real disposition of
Edith; had he known the truth, he was too
worldly not to have corrected the error, the
worldly advantage of his child, was the chief ob-
ject of his anxiety, and he was wise enough to
know she would be greatly injured by a temper
so imperious. As Edith grew up to womanhood,
her intimacy with Emily Riverton, caused a
sudden and serious check upon all exhibition of
violent anger ; a sense of shame was awakened,
and when that intimacy had ripened into a firm
and last friendship, it became a great, redeem-
ing trait in the character of Edith, that she bore
patiently with, and even strove to benefit by the
counsels of Emily, her good and faithful moni-
tor, who warned her of error with a steadfast-
ness and tiulh that few could have borne, rear-
ed ir» the ruinous self-indulgence that marked
the early years of Edith Evylen. Two years
passed at a fashionable boarding school, com.
plel. d the education of ihe future wife and mo-
ther ! A dissipated winte* in town followed,
causing the heart of Edith to glow, from the in-
toxication of gratified vanity ; to her young
imagination the homage she received was daz-
zling ; and then, and there, when her h«iarl was
open to receive such impressions, did her father
open to her his plans, hopes, and expectations.
H^teld her 'his affairs were in confusion, lie
coOT ĵatill keep his standing for a time, but his
ultimate hopes of success were upon her—a
wealthy son-in,.law would furnish the means to
reinstate him in his former successful and pros-
perous course of business—to relieve him from
his present state of dreadful insecurity ; and he
poured into her not unwilling car many a (ale
of splendor; and of triumph, of willing slaves,
won by magic of wealth and beauty; of a rule
in the circle of fashion, hermalcbless lasto could
render powerful." The taint of worldiness was
given to her young mind, and she was conscious
of a growing and intense desire to realize her
father'Bvain imaginings. Where was the rightful
guardian of the young and exposed years of E-
dith? Where was the motner, whose duty it
was to point out the errors into whichher child
was falling, and endeavor, with energy and de-
cision, to correct them—sluumbering at her
post, when the dearest and best interests of her
only child was at stake. How think ye ? would
the ambitious projects of that worldly father
have weighed in the balance against the warn-
ings, and admonitions, prompted by a mother's
ceaseless and untiring love ? High—high in
the air (hey would have gone, fi atliery things for
the winds to sport wiihl In the daughter's
heait, the name of MOTHER is a holy spell—a
holy and trusting spell, leading to all good and
gentle, and womanly thoughts ! Should not an
influence ao refining, so beneficial, be rendered
effective, by the aid of strong and judicious
mental culture? Oh\ that men would study
their true interests, and educate their daugh-
ters; tlie cry is ringing through our land, mo-
thers do your duly! Right—but they must be
filled for ihat duty ; and when mothers are un-
qualified, by mental inrapacity, it falls upon
the father—it IB his duty ; the path lies before
him in a fljod of golden light 1 If you would

jjmakc your home a happy one—your household
hearth a scene of contentment and love, give
unto your daughters resources which will ren-
der them independent of the wholesal&slanders,
and vain frivolities, sought with avidity by hun-
dreds, as a stimulous to the dull monotony of do-
mestic life. Do you call the present a system
of education, that will fit women to be wives
and mothers? D J the fathers of our fair land
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give this momentous subject sufficient attention?
Is it their part to look on with indifference when
fair girls are springing up around them, with
thesoal of promise upon their brow, and an in-
tellect running riot, for want of judicious train-
ing ? Monoyis spent freely, but it is time that
is need6d ; the defect in the education of girls
is to be found at home; our teachers do their
part faithfully- Why then do pills evince an
indifference, not ,to say distaste, to a course of
judicious reading ? It is because the taste is
not formed at home. Let a father point out a
course of reading, encourage, and aid the young
brginner; let intellectual pursuits occupy much
of the lime 6pent in the domestic circle; the
taste once acquired will never forsake them.—
Amid the round of youthful gaities, a daughter
may not fully appreciate these advantages, and
a father roupt contend with her disinclination to
study, but let him persevere ; for there comes
an after time, a long after time of quiet and se-
clusion. Then will the heart of that daughter
rise up in silent undying gratitude to the fa-
ther who has so guarded and guided her young
mind, that her happine? is secured, independent
of outward circumstances. She will never for-
get in the long hours of inevitable solitude, the
fostering hand that has led her, by a pleasant
path, to the enjoyment of happiness within her-
self; it renders the tie, between father and
daughter, infinitely more endearing and sacred ;
the father's thoughts are not a "sealed fount" to
the keenly sympathizing girl by his side, and he
ia repaid a thousand fold for all his early care
and attention, by such communion.

Let fathers do their duty for a generation to
come, and mothers will take the place God
ordained they should ; well and wisely qualified
to perform the important duties which devolve
upon them in life. It is no argument against
us, to point out the countless multitude of mo-
thers who are nobly sustaining their character,
eminently fitted so to do ; that there arc hun-
dreds, nay thousands in our land miserably dis-
qualified, no one will venture to deny. Lst this
grand defect in the home education of girls be
remedied, and we shall not have it marked, in
the note book of a passing traveller, that vacui.
ty of mind was a cause of evil, and a curse to
American women.

Widely different in all respects, was thppo-
ther of Emily Riverton from Mrs. Evyleni In
educating her daughter, Mrs. Rivcrton had ever
borne in mind the peculiar trials that fall to the
lot of woman in her various relations in life ;—
she felt how invaluable the blessing of a culti-
vated mini*had been to her in the weary inter-
val? of sickness, the long hours of privation
and sorrow most women are subject to ; she was
sustained in adversity ; her temper rendered se-
rene and cheerful, by the strong efforts of a well
disciplined and vigorous mind. "The sole daugh-
ter of her house and heart" was growing into a
beautiful woman, a companion and support of
her declining years. Emily had been wholly
educated by her mother, who had lost several
children before her birth ; the death of her hus-
band followed soon upon that event; and Emi-
ly remained a tie that bound her to life, and
roused her to continue an active exertion. The
time and attention of Mrs. Riverton was almost
exclusively given to her child; under her fos-
tcring care and pruning hand, nothing really
valuable was neglected, while there was found,
by a judicious appointment of timo, leisure for
those accomplishments that sit so gracefully on
woman. Mrs. Riverton's health had received a
Revere shock from her early domestic afflictions,
she had at no.time felt the vigor of frame, and
elasticity of spirits, that follow an entire restp-
ration to health; but she was quite equal to all
her duties; and like too many others, satisfied
with being so. She neglected the out-door ex.
ercise that would have strengthened and restor.
ed her enfeebled frame to its original vigor ; her
health gave way, and E-nity's attention was
required and freely given. It was benefi-
cial to the mind of that gentle girl to go
through the self-denying process of a sick room
—to bear silently the caprices of the worn suf-
ferer—to check the countless fears that spring
from the heart to the face, and ever wear in the
presence of the invalid, a quiet and cheerful
countenance; how rich the reward that awaited
her at last! The pale cheek of the stricken
mother lost slowly, but surely, its sunken ex-
pression, and asher hu; ; light came to the eyes,
color to the lips, and strength to the bowed and
debilitated frame.

It was at the commencement of Mrs. River.

ton's illness, Edith Evylcn returned home from
school ; her father's residence was within a few
hundred rods of Mr. Riverton's house, and both
were not more than a two houra ride from the
city. Emily was then sixteen, Edith a year old-
er. In their more youthful years, any great
intimacy between them was checked by Mrs.
Riverton ; in this she was aided by Mrs. Ewy.
len's habit of spending her summers "where
most the gay do congregate," and Edith accom.
panying her. The friendship that now sprang
up between these fair girls she had no desire to
check, believing Emily secure from evil influ-
ence, and hoping with a Christian's spirit, to be-
nefit Edith. She saw with sorrow the neglect-
ed and faulty education of the maiden, but she
admired her wondrous beauty, and was fully a-
livc to the enthusiastic love she bore to Emily.
In the nature of Edith Evylen there was no dis-
guise ; high, haughty, and imperious ae she was,
she scorned a mean action, and would not for
any gain, have sullied her lips with a lie. Gen-
erous by nature, where her prejudices did not in.
terfere, (strong, for they had grown unchecked)
she was capable of self-sacrifice of no ordinary
kind, for the sake of a friend. And how did
the example, and character, the soothing words,
and kind advice, of such a woman as Mrs. Ri-
verton, act upon the stormy passions that so of-
ten shook the frame of Edith ? as the voice of
Him, upon the waters, who said—"peace, be
still 1" the raging of the human sea sunk down
silent and abashed ; and Edith rightly appreciat-
ed the obligations she was under to Mrs. River-
ton. She had seen enough of the world, even
in her young years, to feel the indelible disgrace
temper inflicts upon its possessor—arid that
possessor a woman. But Edith was not cured,
the defect was yet there, but the haughty exer-
cise of it was much checked ; she felt, and of-
ten bitterly, the superiority of Emily's acquire-
ments over her own, she admired the course of
uniform etudy, and judicious reading, that con-
stituted the chief pleasures ofher life ; without
having resolution to follow the example. Con.
soling herself with the reflection that "her's was
not the fault," "I should, have been taught)
these things ;" she would say, "no one ever ac-
quired a love for study at a boarding school, but
at home. It is too late for me now, unless I ed-
ucate myself over again, which I have no am-
bition to do : alas ! I am like a blind man, grop.,
ing my wa up a hill, countless impediments
meet me every at step."

During the summer of Mrs. Riverton's ill
health, the most of Edith's time was spent with
her friends. A winter intervened, spent by E-
dith in city, entering with her whole soul
into ihe pleasures of a town life. It was a
starting surprise to hear from her father such an
unequivocal avowal of his circumstances, she
recoiled from the thought of surrendering all
that splendor that girt her beauty round with
such a sp(ell, and she listened all too willingly
to the scheme of a wealthy marriage, that would
continue her in her present station, perhaps en-
sure her a loftier one.

It was the summer after the winter spent in-
town, that we have introduced Edith to our rea
ders, one amoi>g the group, beneath the pleasant
shade tree. During the time of their separa-
tion, Emily had been with her mother, whose
health much impaired, it was hoped would be
re-established by a protracted slay at the springs
—thither she had gone, accompanied by her
brother, consigning Emily to the care of Mrs.
Evylen. The meeting with Edith satisfied even
Emily, always exacting from those she loved,
loving so tenderly ! Edith brought back the
same warm attachment to her friend she had ev-
er felt; the taint of worldliness could not reach
the one bright and pure feeling, interwoven
with the best and truest feelings of her heart.
Too beautiful herself to feel the smallest eensa-
tion of envy, she gazed with rapture and won.
dering delight upon the expanded loveliness of
Emily, and began already (as women are apt to
do) to build fairy castles for her sweet Emily,
and her cousin Frederic. Herbert was the only
child of her mother's sister, an orphan from Uis
early youth, much of his holiday time had been
spent under the roof of Mr. Evylen, his guardi-
an. Save his profession, he was without pecun-
iary resources, his wealth sufficed to give him a
finished education ; there was little doubt of his
ultimate success on the busy stage oflife; he uni-
ted great decision, and energy of character, to an
acute discriminating mind. Apparently reserv-
ed at first, as he became moro familiar, there
was a wonderous charm in bis conversational

powers, which were of a high order. Nature
had been no niggard in her gifts, and he was
handsome enough to please the eye of Edith,
grown critical of late) and naturally enough,
she looked forward" to much increase of please-
urc from his residence in her father's house for
a month to come. The heart of Edjth had sof-
tened mor<J than the proud girl liked,under w e
influence of Herbert's attractions, and she nail-
ed with joy the visit of Emi ly; she was tqo
generous to wish her cousin's lore, when in her
heart she knew his poverty was an insuperable
bar to their union. Present wealth, her hushand
must be master of, or none of her's could be ;
and a heavy sigh would often end this kind of
reasoning—she was teaching herself to believe
it a stern necessity. Let it be borne in mind,
the faults of Edith were the natural results ©fa
perverted and faulty education : the principles
so carefully instilled by her true friend, Mrs.
Riverlon, had not taken deep root, they had
fallen upon a soil choked up with the errors of
a neglected youth ; the arguments of her father
had acted upon Edith with all the weight ef
character she was accustomed to associate with
the name of father ! Had hor mother been ca-
pable of acting a mother's part, the selfish and
worldly views of Evylen would have fallen like
snow upon the pure water, leaving no trace be.
hind.
. During the month Emily and Herbert remain-

ed at Mr. Evylen'a, there was much gaiety and
out-door amusement. Emily Riverton's young
heart was beginning to know a love stronger
than that she had borne her mother, and deeper
far, and more enduring, than she would admit it
to herself to be : she was unconscios of the love
Herbert bore to E Jith, so constantly had Edith
striven to blind her to the fact. In very fond-
ness too, she believed sincerely that Emily was
better fitted to constitute the happiness of Her-
bert, than herself; and then Emily was an heir-
ess too ! the very thing he most wanted. And
so she went on, encouraging in Emily a prefer-
ence, and striving to implant it in the heart of
Herbert. Sometimes she feared he had suffered
his thoughts to stray too often to herseJf, but
she never dreamed of the strong and earnest
feeling that lay unstirred in the heart's depths,

. or of the deep hope he treasured in his bosom,
and resolved to test ere ho left hiB uncle's house.
His real admiration of Emily's beauty he was
notslow to express to his delighted cousin, while
his manner was most generally the same to both.
Edith took care they should be constantly to-
gether, Many a flattering word fell laughingly
from the lips of Edith in speaking to Emily of
her lover, as she ever styled Frederick ; nor. did
it once enter the head of Edith she was acting
wrong: the creature of impulse, she lost sight
of the injury she inflicted upon Emily, in the
sanguine hope she would see her united to one
so every way worthy ofher.

Affairs had gone on in this way, until the last
day of Herbert's stay arrived, without his being
able to see Edith alone, through her determined
efforts to avoid him. Her mind had been in
some degree awakened to the true state of Her-
bert's feelings, and she resolutely evaded every
opportunity for explanation on his part.

She was so sure he would love Emily yet! so
beautiful, so worthy to be loved 1 But, between
Frederick and Edith there had been long years
of intimate communion, when he had been to
her as a very dear brother, and she to him, the
light and guiding star of his existence ! If these
thoughts would rise unbidden, they were strick-
en back by the steady firmness of Edith; and
when she approached, with Emily leaning upon

•her arm, to where he sat reading in the library,
she said distinctly, and cheerfully :'

" This is the last evening Frederick, you
spend with us, come let us have a ride upon the
water, what say you, my Emily ?" The brow
of the young girl was Bhaded by some inward
thought, but her eye lighted, and the color rose
up joyously in her fair cheek, as she marked
the assenting eagerness of Herbert; the did not
know it was because Edith had asked him—she
gently said:

" I know of fetvr pleasures more delightful
than a row upon tho waters, in • the still even-
ing time.'" •«

Frederick had been vexed, and annoyed, at
what he believed to be the intentional avoidance
of him by Edith ; bat she had herself sought
him, invited him to go. His heart rose high
with hope once more, and he inwardly prayed.
favoring fortune to befriend him in this, his last

II extremity. A pleasant walk brought them to
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the water's edge : as the light, fairy boat shot
out into the clear water, a long ray from the
declining sun fell on its pathway : •• See !
Edith, ace !•• cried Emily, rt 'tis a kiss the sun.
has thrown us, to bid us welcome to the fairest
haunt his beams ever shone upon." Edith
laughed merrily at •• the conceit," as »he termed
it, and bade Herbert row far up the stream, and
suffer the boat to glide down the current; a few
strong pulls, and the fair lady was obeyed.

Emily sat abstracted, and apart. Herbert
noticed it, and bending suddenly forward, he
said, in a low earnest tone : " Edith ! how tran.
quilly and joyously the boat glides over the wa-

\>b c o u l d * o u n o t f a n c y this the stream of
hfoi.and that on its bosom our lot was cast to-
gether ?" jf

' 'Not, together, oh! my cousin ;" said Edith,
sadly, but firmly, "not together, you muststrug.
gle and toil for high advancement; mount up-
ward on the eagle's wing, and build your eyry
in the sky! And 1 too," she continued proudly,
" have mine own dreamings, they are of power
and splendor; we both climb the hill of fortune,
Herbert, but our lot is not together:" "and the
cold, reso'ved tone of that rich voiee fell with a
dull and heavy weight upon the excited and
bounding heart of her cousin, bringing to his
bosom conviction strong, and terrible, that for
him there was no hope !

Emily had not distinctly heard the words of
Herbert, tut struck by his manner, she noted
the reply of Edith : it was the first stroke, upon
the young and trusting nature of Emily ; Bhe
strove to force back the tears, that gathered into
her dark eyes, to steady the shaking lip, that
warned her the inward struggle was too appar-
ent, she bent over the bright water struggling
for composure ; large drops—one—another, and
yet another, fell silently upon the stream. It
was singular she had never even thought of this
with all her admiration of the wondrouTbeauty
of Edith, she had never foreseen such a result,
and shame mingled with her better feelings, pre-
ponderated indeed over every other. From the
seclusion she had always lived in, she was little
skilled in divining her own emotions, and even
then, she would fain have believed, shame for
herself, pity for Frederick, had caused the waters
of bitterness to flow—and that no abiding feel-
ing could be traced in the depths of her fond
and foolish heart. The soft, and touching ex-
pression of Emily's eountenance, wore a mild
and mournful sadness. The clear water mir-
rored back back to her anxious gaze no further
expression of sorrow, or distress—how gentle
and womanly was Emily ! how fitted for happi-
nessr in the different, stations the sex is called
upon to fill. None can ever know, but those
who have the burden, the self-abasement, the
crushing sense of degradation, that wrings the
heart of a noble and high-minded woman, com-
pelled to do homage to physical power, clothed
with the form, without the majesty of man !—
Better, far better that a woman so situated,
should lay her head in the silent grave, and be
at rest! Not such a one was Emily Riverton.
She could submit, well, wisely, and gracefully ;
she was in all things a woman, softly, and
femininely so—such a one as Milton drew, ere
the taint of 6in rested upon the purity of our
common mother : but with intellectual advan-
tages of a high, and finished order, a disciplined
and well regulated mind, she was a woman, fit.
ted to be a companion, wife, and mother.

Bui the boat! the fairy boat! is gliding on-
ward, cutting the blue water, like an arrow ;
over myriads of creatures.'is that tiny boat wing-
ing its way, bearing in its bosom, struggling
hearts, and mournful faces—all—all like the
work of one creative hand.

Silently, and separately, after landing, they
walked back to the house; in the door-way,
Emily excused herself for the evening, and went
directly upstairs: unexpectedly, Herbert found
himaelf .alone with Edith, his voice faultered
slightly, as he said : '

" 1 will not affect to misunderstand you ; what
ever may be my late, may your decision work
out good for yourself: may you indeed be hap.
py» great, gay ; all your heart can desire, Edith,
my long.loved Edith !" and he covered his face
with his hands, to conceal the emotion he could
not master.

" There is good in store for us both," said
Edith, kindly, cheerfully ; •• many happy hours
shall we yet spend together, or 1 am no true
prophet; farewell, then rny cousin—brother
may you meet with that success in life, I so ar-
dently desire for you; the time is not far distant,

Herbert, when another and a fairer will console
you tor the present disappointment:" and rais.
ing her eyes 'dim with tears, to his face, with
another faint and almost inarticulate farewell,
she hurried from the room.

The day after Herbert's departure, Mrs. Ri.
•verton sent her carriage, to convey her daugh-
ter to her brother's residence, where she intend,
ed for some time to remain. Emily, had been
gone.pi obably a week, when Mr. Evylen brought
home a gentleman, he introduced to his family,
as Mr. Vernon. He was a short, thick-set man,
with a full, round, merry face, the result of
much active exercise, and excellent health ; it
was impossible to look at him, without being
struck with the good nature expressed in his
countenance ; his light-hearted, happy look, no
real misfortune had ever clouded. The kind-
ness of his nature, his good feeling to every one
he came in contact with, united to the observance
great wealth is prone to command for its pos-
sessor—rendered him perfectly at his ease, in a
society, of whose forms he was wholly ignorant.
He had mingled little in the social circle, al-
though he was considered by many a fair belle,
worthy of her brightest smile : his oddities, and
iorty years as his age, weighed not for a mo-
ment in the balance, against his vast wealth.—
Straightforward honesty of character, and strict
integrity had marked his course through life.—
He was known "Upon'Change" as "honest
John Vernonr" and few things gave him great,
er pleasure, than an allusion to his cognomen.
He possessed good sense, but was considered
timid in disposition; little could be known of
the hidden workings of a mind, circumstances
had never called forth. Upon the surface there
was ever playing an inexhaustible fund of good
humor, and pleasantry. He had been a week
at the house, when Mr. Evylen desired Edith,
one pleasant morning, to walk out with him ;—
she readily complied, and almost the first words
her father addressed to her, was :

"How do you like Mr. Vernon, Edith?"
"Oh, very much, Papa; he is so good tem-

pered, humors me as if I were his child, and a
very spoiled one too ; be assured I have tried him
pretty well, I have not encountered many tem-
pers all sunshine, and I was wicked enough, to
convince myself, if his was an exception ; but
I own myself foiled—he is always happy, good-
natured, and obliging."

" A very fair chacactcr, you give of my friend
John," said her father, laughingly, " but, do you
know, my love, he is the first match in
city ?"

" Too old for me, Papa," said Edith, coloring
violently, "quite too old, he commits such hor-
rible mistakes, in all the minutis of good soci-
ety : I should die for very shame, before I had
been his wife a year."

" These things," answered her father, •' all
arise from ignorance ; he has never mingled in
society at any period of his life ; and I assure
you, Edith, it was with no little management,
I brought him here. A little instruction from
you, will bring these little matters right; and
consider, how great the advantage to you, should
you become his wife, in thai ready good-nature,
that will ensure a ready compliance with all
your demands—John Vernon has never mani-
fested a narrow, or illiberal spirit, his great
wealth, is not the result of long continued eco-
nomy, or petty savings ; but of large specula-
tions, in which he has been singularly success-
ful. I have always believed, that Vernon pos.
sessed a degree of mind, if you can find the way
to it, he has never received credit for." Edith,
as I have before said, received, and cherished
strong prejudices ; it would have been impossi-
ble to persuade her, that Vernon was anything
more than a good-natured old gentleman, for
whose mind and manners, 6he entertained the
most sovereign contempt—to regard him with
respect, to marry him was impossible. She ex.
pressed these feelings, with strong earnestness,
to her father, who at once said :

" I have already told you, Edith, the alterna-
tive ; you must step down from your high pedes-
tal of rank and fashion; consigning, by your
own act, your mother and myself to beggary.
I am sure of the aid I absolutely require, from
John Vernon. You have cherished a dream in
your inmost heart, my daughter, of a suiter
wealthy enough, and worthy to be loved; such
you may never meet with: be wise, my noble
daughter! wear the triple crown that is laid at
your feet, you will be unlike all others, should
it not conceal a thorn."

By judicious flattery, earnest persuasion, and

incessant watchfulness, lest she should repent
and draw back, Evylen, at length succeeded in
obtaining a promise from Edith, to think favor-
ably of Vernon's suit. With Vernon, his task
was not so difficult; bewildered by the beauty
of the maiden, the first hint of Evylen, moved
bis heart with an emotion it had hitherto been
a stranger to ; nor did it ever strike him, that
fcdith could not love him. To Vernon's heart,
the feeling came in its first freshness ; ney^r be-
toro had he felt for any woman, the tenderness
tnat springs from Jove; hid utter ignorance of
society was Evylen's security in venturing to
hint, as he did, his desire for a marriage between
them. °

The kindly and warm heart of Vernon, beat
with a rapture, which would have astonished
the fair lady had she known it, when he receiv-
ed her very cold, and quiet acceptance of his
offered hand ; if he felt disappointment, it was
silenced in the belief that "maiden bashfulness"
prevented an expression of her feelings. Evy-
len anticipating this state of things had, adroit-
ly enough, prepared bis mind to receive that im-
pression. And now pass we over another month
until the day of their nuptials.

They were splendid, so Evylen had willed it.
There had been much comment on the wooing
and managed privacy, and he btrove by this die-
play, to still all voices but those of admiration
or envy. How glorious was Edith *n her regal
beauty, as she stood at the "highjaltar!" Cost-
ly robes were around her, rich gems were wrea.
thed in her glossy hair—and the bridal flower,
the pale orange blossom, ju9t touched the snowy
and lofty forehead; very pale was the cbeek of
that fair bride ! and once, or twice, you might
see the firm lips quivering with a thought too
Btrong for the heart's agony to sustain. It was
a fearful moment for one so young, so gifted, so
full of warm, generous, but unguided feelings:
and he who had rendered it unto her so peculiar,
and severe a trial, the father, how did he feel,
as the solemn words went forth, that bound her
through all time to another—there was in his
heart, a fear, strong and exciting, of exposure.
He dreaded lest the fortitude of his child should
give way ; but he need not—she was calm, calm
to the last; she smiled without a tear, or a flush
upon her pale cheek on the cro.wding and con-
granulating friends around her; and if in the
sanctuary of her own department, she suffered
the pent tears, and choking sobs to have w a y -
blame her not; even if her own act, in a great
measure, yet blame her not. The fault lay with
its darkest shade upon him, who had guided her
with a strong hand to such a sacrifice.

[REMAINDER IN NEXT NUMBER.]

Off with his Nose.—An English newspaper
sayf that the new Russian Minister of the Uni-
ted States is called Somonosoff (saw my nose-
off.) An Attache of the same legation in Wash-
ington, Blowmanozoff (blow rny nose off.) Be-
sides which we have Col. Kutmannosoff, of the
imperirl guard, (cut my nose off, ) Gen. Noze-
begun, (nose begone,) and many others.—Au.
gusta Free Press.

The law passed last year graduating widow's
pensions, will occasion an expenditure this year
of rising a million of dollars.

From the Detroit Advertiser.
THE INVALID'S FAKE WELL TO AVON

SPRINGS.
Farewell to thee, Avon—I no longer may quaff
The life giving balm that flows in thy bottom,
Thut makes the pulocQcelt of ihj invalid lau<,'()
With the huea which are seen in Health s cheering

blossom.

Long, long shall I cherish the pleasures I knew, \ /
As I traversM thy glades and soft swelling inuuVitains,
To read the bright may* thou linst spread to view,
Or list the sweet voice of thy murmuring fouriumia.

Through the journey o( time shall I hallow the hour
That brought me in pain to thy lovely retreat—
Where lite glows anew, and sympathy's power
Steals on thy soul like a charm that is sweet.

Fare-thee-well, Avon—for the mind fondly clin«s
To thine arbors of shade, and health gushing waters;
To thy gardens and groves, and the kindness tiiat

springs
In the hearts of thy sons—the.smiles of thy daughters.

Again, fare-thee-well—for I met thee in sorrow.
With a form that was wasted by illness and gloom ;
But O, I uhail leave thee, dear Avon, to-morrow,"
With a heart that is light, and a brow that has bloom

A. H'.

* The uplands in the vicinity of Avon Springs present
a landscape of surprising beauty, eii •dicing ua extensive
view of the Geneaue Valley.
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From the Boston Common School Journal.
LESSON ON THE ATMOSPHERE.

' Teacher. What have you been studying ?
Scholar. About the atmosphere.
Teacher. Of how many ingredients, or parts,

is the atmosphere composed ?
Scholar. Principally of two. There is a

very minute portion of a third.
Teacher. What are they ; and in what pro.

portions do they exist ?
Scholar. About twenty parts in every hun-

dred are oxygen; about seventy nine parts are
azote or nitrogen ; and about one part carbonic
acid gas.

Teacher. Do these different parts equally
support life ?

Scholar. No. The oxygen only supports
life. The azote or nitrogen neither sustains
life nor injures it. The carbonic acid gas-is a
poison ; and were we to breathe that alone,
there is perhaps no poison, except prussic acid,
which would kill us quicker.

Teacher. Is the air, when thrown out from
our lungs ia respiration, in the same state as
when we draw it into them ?-

Scholar. No. When the air is thrown from
the lungs, it has, in different persons, from four
to seven or.eight parts in a hundred less of oxy-
gen then when inhaled ; and it has as much
more of the carbonic acid, or poisonous gas, as
it has less of oxygen.

Teacher. What then would be the conse-
quence of breathing the same air over and over-
again?

Scholar. Were we to breathe the same air
only four or five times over, life would be de-
stroyed just as quick as though we were im-
mersed in water.

Teacher. Suppose the air we breathe in the
school room, instead of passing off, mixes wilh
air which we have not breathed, and is thus, in
part, breathed again ?

Scholar. Then we should approach death,
through stupidity, faintness, and vertigo, just
in proportion «o ihe quantity of bad air in the
room, and the length of time we breathe it.—
Is not this the reason we often feel so dull and
lifeless over our books, and t o lively and frolick-
some out of doors at play ? Folks scold us, and
tell us we like play better than our books ; but
I believe it is often because they give us, not the
breath of life, but the breath of disease and
death, in the school room.

Teacher. How is it known that the air,
which is invisible, and which we cannot grasp
in our hands to examine, is composed of differ-
ent parts ?

Scholar. Chemists are able to separate1 the
different parts, and put one part in one bottle,
and anolher into another bottle, as easily as I
can separate cents from quarters of dollars.

Teacher. How is it known ihat the part call-
ed carbonic acid gas is poison ?

Scholar. The experiment has ofte n been tried
on animal life. There is a grotto in Naples
where this gas issues from the ground, and, as
it is heavier than the common air, it runs along
on the ground in a stream, aild some cruel per-
eons, who act as guides to the travellers who go
there to see the curiosity, carry dogs with them,
and they thrust the noses of the dogs down into
the gas ;—the dogs are immediately seized with
convulsions, and would die in two minutes, if
not released. When the dogs see their masters
going towards the grotto with a stranger, they
guoss what is coining, and try to scamper away
But their masters drâ r them along with a rope,
in order to try the inhuman experiment upon
them. And ii doge try to run away from the
grotto, where they are compelled to breathe
poi9on, why should not chihlien try to run away
from those schools whtre they are compelled to
breathe poison ? If they do not, they have not
su much wit as dogs. A dog would not go to
such a place after the best food, and why should
a child go to such a place after the pleasantest
learning 1

Teacher. You are very right. A sufficiency
of air is necessary, not only to life, but to health,
to vigor and cheerfulnesa of mind. And what ]
wish you to understand fu.ther, is, how immense
a quantity of it has been, created for us, bv the
goodness of God. There is a n ocean of it al
most fifty miles deep all round the earth • it ii
two times higher than the top of the highes
mountain, and more than ten times higher than
any eagle ever fl-w. No man can go «.> hiirli
t v d * ilie sky as to get above it, nor BO deep

nlothe earth that it will not surround him. It
is not only given, but delivered to us. It costs
nolhing either for making or for transportation.
It coels ns in summer—it sustains our fires in
winter. It carries ships across the ocean. It -
is called the free air, because it is free, without
money and without price, to every body ; and
nothing but folly and unlhankfnlness can de-
prive us of so great a blessing. Please ask your
father if he does not think it best to huvc 6ome
ventilator in the school room,

BENJAMIN RATHBUN.
A Prison Scene.—As one of our citizens was

recently journeying homeward from the com-
mercial metropolis, he slopped, for an hour or
two, at Auburn. Impelled by motives of curi-
osity, he jepaired to the State Prison, and went
the usual rounds, with the view of contemplat-
ing in his "low estate, ONE whom he had known
and moved with in palmy days of proud and gol-
den prosperity, but who was now within those
gloomy walls, a convict felon, condemned to
years of silent toil, side-by side with villains of
every hue and crime. In a secluded part of the
immense building, he found the object of his
search,-atlired in the course particolored con-
vict dress, soiled and dirty, his hair cropped
closely to his head, and his small, yet dignified
form, bent painfully over his task. His coun-
lenance was deadly pale, save where, upon each
cheek, a small deep hectic spotted the troubled
workings of his unquiet mind, while his unshav-
en chin, with a beard of a week's growth, con.
trasted strangely with his high marble-like fore-
head and altered features, imparting a wildness
to his appearanse, which befitted the gloomy
scene around. It was BEMJAMIN RATHBUN, the
forger. He was occupied in shaping the beech-
en blocks of which joiner's planes are made,
and steadily wrought at his new employment,
his delicate hands, unused to manual labor, ply-
ing busily and dexterously the tools of his work-
bench. As the visitor gazed upon the sad spec-
•acle, through the narrow openings of the dark
passage from which the convicts are watched by
the guards of the prison, unseen by the prison-
ers, another visitor stood by, similarly occupied,
who Tiad been emnloyed by the man they were
contemplating, as one of the superintendents of
his TWO THOUSAND laborers, when engaged in
carrying on his gigantic operations. The lat-
ter stood silently intent on the scene, until he
burst into tears, and turned away. The irre-
pressible sympathies which arise in the human
besem, often in defiance of the stern decisions
of justice, and often lavished upon unworthy ob-
jects whom some redeeming traits have endeared
to us, overpoAverrd his feelings, and he left the
prisoner to the "peopled solitude" of that popu-
lous dungeon.

Nor is it to be wondered at, that the humilia-
lion of this sometime "Girard of the West,''
should produce in the public mind, a feeling of
regret, mingled with the conviction that the
wholesome though harsh correctives of justice,
must be visited as well upon the loftiest as upon
the lowliest heads, that are alike sheltered under
the canopying aagis of our laws. The convic-
tion which had settled upon almost every mind,
that, through the influence of friends, the inge-
nuity of able counsel, and the quibbling teclini.
calities of law, he would, at the close of his pro.
traded trials, ultimately escape conviction, had
prepared the community to expect Riich a result
—and when the verdict which has linked his
name with infamy was finally recorded, the pub-
lic, as well as prisoner and friends, were taken
by surprise, and scarcely believed it real. It
was a staggering blow at the high hopes he had
evidently cherished from the close of the for-
mer trial, in this city, which had resulted in his
acquittal upon the indictments on which it was
founded. Placed again at liberty, after his long
incarceration for want of bail, he was once
more actively ranging the BCenes of his former
enterprise, and planning busily for the future.
The ambitious schemes which once more swel-

- led hie restless bosom, and gilded the hitherto
darkened prospects of existence—none but him.
self and confidential friends know. But these
budiling hopes and bright anticipations were sud-
denly blasted and sterner visions thronged con-
fusedly before him. His ignominious doom,
with its abject toil, its lonely houis of pain and
lonlier of remorseful thought, its cnreleas ach-
ing shame—lay with a siokening deadly weight
upon his heart.

Noxt came the prison scons, where, amid the
c'ank of fullers, and tho rattlo of chains, and

the harsh grating of dungeon doors; he com-
menced the routine of his monotonous task.—
And what maddening reflections have been his,
in the few weeks which have since Bucceeded !
What bitter, unavailing regrets -have dwelt,
with a constant and mournful presence, in hia
agitated broasl! What lonely yearnings for the
forfeited delights of social life once more, the
forfeited esteem and confidence of the wronged
community in which he had striven to build up
his fame ! and conscience, like a reproving an-
grl pointing with moveless finger to the past, has
through hia waking hours, been a silent yet
haunting monitor, whose mental scourging*)
have been more terrible than the physical jTJt
which have borne npon his frame.

It is a sad lesson—the fate of-
RATHBUN !—Buff. Com. Adv.

THE PALACE OF HEROD.
The palace stands on a table of land, on the

summit of the hill overlooking every part of the
surrounding country; and such was the ex.
eeding softness and beauty of the scene, even

under the wildness and waste of Arab cultiva-
tion, that the city seemed smiling in the midst
of her desolation. All around was a beautiful
valley, watered by running streams, and cover-
ed with a rich carpet of grass, sprinkled like an
open book before me, a boundary of fruitful
mountains, the vine and the olives rising in ter-
races to their very summits; there, day after
day, the haughty Herod had sat in hie royal pal-
ace ; and, looking out upon all these beauties,
his heart had become hardened with prosperity ;
here, among those still towering columns, the
proud monarch had made a supper for his "lordd
and high captains, and chief estates of Gallilee}'
here the daughter of Herodias, Herod's brother's
wife "danced before him, and the proud king
promised, with a,n oath, to give her whatsoever
she asked, even to the half of his kingdon."—
And while the feast' and dance went on, "the
head of John the Baptist was brought in a char-
ger and given to the damsel." And Herod has
gone, and Herodias Herod's brother's wife, has
gone, and "the lords and high captains, ^nd the
chief estates of Gallilee", are gone ; but the
ruins of the palaces in which they feasted are
still here ; the mountains and valley's which be-
held their revels are here ; and, oh! what a
comment on the vanity of worldly greatness, a
Fellah was turning his plough around one of
the columns ! I was sitting on a broken capitol
under a fig tree by its side, and I asked him
what were the ruins that we saw: and while his
oxen were quietly cropping the grass that grew
among the fragments of the marble floor, he
told me that they were the ruins of the palace
of a king, he believed, of the Christians ; and
while pilgrims from every quarter of the world
turn aside from their path to do homage to the
prison of his beheaded victim, tho Arab who
was driving his plough among the columns of
his palace, knew not the name of the haughty
Herod. Even at this distance of time, I look
back with a feeling ot uncommon inteiest upon
my ramble among those ruins, talking with the
Arab ploughman of the king who built it,
leaning against a column which, perhaps, had
often supported the haughty Herod, and looking
out from this scene of desolation and ruin upou

the most beautiful country in the Holy land.
Incidents oj Travels, <J-c, by G. Stevens.

The learned Blacksmith.—Wo published in our
paper a few days ago, some account of a learn-
ed Blacksmith, who was acquainted with more
than Jifty languages, ancient, modern and ori-
ental, By an article in the Obhorver of Satur-
day, we learn that this Blacksmith is Mr. ELI-
HUE BuaiuTT. He is a native of New Britain,
in the town of Berlin in thin State, where he
learned his trade. He has resided a year or two
past, at Worcester, Mass., principally on ac-
count of the excellent library at that place, of
the American Antiquary Association. He now
doea regularly every day a journeyman's day*«
work, at the locksmith business. Connecticut,
and the village of New Britain in partioular.has
reason to be proud of such a son ; and we trust
the Young Men's Institute of Hartford will be
so successful in the establishment of their libra,
ry, that they will offer sufficient inducement for
Mr. BurrjUt to return to bis native Btate and take
up his residence among us. They certainly can-
not desire a nobler incentive for effort Hart.
ford Courant.
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Frtm the Dublin University Magazine
T H E GHOST AND T H E BONE-SETTER.

Well, Terry Neil, for that was my father's
name, began to feel his heart growin' light and
his purse heavy, an* he took a bit iv a farm in
Squire Phalim's ground, just under the ould cas-
tle, an' a pleasant little Bpot it was ; an' day and
mornin' poor crathurs not able to put a fcot to the
ground, with broken arms and legs, id be comin'
ramblin1 in from all quarters to have their bones
Bpliced up. Well, yer Honor, all this was as
well as well could be; but it was customary
when Sir Fhalim id go any where out iv the
country for some of the tenants to sit up to
watch in the ould castle, just for a kind of com.
pliment to the ould family—an* a mighty un-
pleasant compliment it was for the tenants, for
there wasn't a man of them but knew there was
something quare about the ould castle. The
neighbors had it, that the- Squire's ould grand'
father, as good a gintleman, Good be with him.
as I heer'd, as ever stood in shoe leather, used
to keep walkin' about in the middle iv the night,
ever sinst he bursted a blood vessel pullin' out a
cork out iv a bottle, as you or I might be doin',
and will too, plase God : but that dosen't signi-
fy. So, as I was sayin', the ould Squire used to
come down out of the frame, where his picthur
was hanging up, and brake the bottles and glas-
ses, God be merciful to us all, an' dhrank all he
could come at—and small blame to him for that
same ; and then if any of the family id be com-
in* in he id be up again in his place, looking as
quiet an' innocent as if he didn't know any

t hing about it—the mischievous ould chap.
Well, yer honor, as I was sayin', one time the

family up at the castle was slayin' in Dublin for
a week or two ; and, so, as usual, some of the
tenants had to sit up in the castle,' and the third
night it kern to my father's turn. •• Oh, tare
an ouns," says he unto himself,." an' must I sit
up all night, and that old vagabond of a speril,
glory be to God," says he, " serenading through
the house, an' doin' all sorts iv mischief."—
However, there was no geltin' off, an' so he put
a bould face on it, an'.he went up at nightfall,
with a bottle of potteen, and another of holy
wather.

•• Oh, blur an' agres," sayB my father, isn't
this a hard case," says he, "" that ould villain,
lettin' on to be my friend, and go asleep this
way, an' us both in the very room with a sperit,"
says he. " The crass o' Christ about us," says
lie, and with that he was goin* to shake Law-
rencc to waken him, but he just remembered if
he roused-him that he'd surely go off to his bed,
an' lave him coooplately alone, an' that id be by
far worse. ..

But there was one quare thing I forgot to tell
you. He couldn't help, in spite av himself,
lookin' now an' thin at the picthur, an> he im.
mediately obsarved that the eyes av it was fol-
lowin'him about, an' starin' at him, an'winkin'
at him, wherever he wint. All of a euddmt the
storm stopt, as silent an' as quiet as if it was a
July evenin'. Well, yer honor, it wasn't stopt
blowin' for three minutes before he thought he
hard a sort iv a noise over the chimney-piece ;
and with that my father just opened his eyes the
emallest taste in life, an' sure enough he seen
the ould squire, gittin' out iv the picthur for a I
the world as if he was throwin' off his ridin'
coat, until he stept clane and complate out av
the chimly-piece, an* thrun himself down an ihe
floor Well, the slieveen ould chap—and my
father thought it was the dirtiest turn iv al -
before he beginned to do any thing out iv the
w « he stopped for a while, to 1 slen wor they
S asleep"; and as soon as he thought a 11 was
qu e\ he pu out his hand, an' tuck hould iv the
whUkey bottle, and dhrank at taste a pint iv it.
WellI ver honor, when he tuck his turn out iv
I t S t W il back mighty cute ̂ tire.y in the

close, God
*

iful to

fit ivr oouebii.' thai it »l.a. bun out

. b 0 U f tio . . .p. k an' tun,,,,' rou,,d f W m,
father, " is it you t h a t fl 1U lL ? A a

SorSiarvice," says my father ,as
the fright id let him, for he was more

alive), •' an' ift proud I am to see yer

MInostien-at ino8t

—Bays he : " an1 'though I was at different peri-
ods a most extemporary Christian, and most
charitable and inhuman to the poor," says he ;
" for all that I'm not as aay where I am now,"
says he, " as I had a right to expect," says he.

" An' more's the pity," says my father ;—
11 may be yer honor id wish to have a word with
Father Murphy ?"

" Hould yer tongue, ye misherable bliggard,"
says the squire ; " it's not iv my sowl I'm think,
in', an' I wondher you'd have the impidince to
talk to a gintleman consarnin* his sowl; and
whin I want that fixed," says he, slappin' his
thigh, "I'll go to thim that knows what be-
longs to the likes," says he. " It's not my
sowl," says he, sittin' down opposite my father ;
" it's not my sowl that's annoyin' me most—I'm
unasy on my right leg," says he, "that Ibruck
at Glenvarloch cove/ the day I killed black Bar-
ney."

My father found out afther, it was a favorite
horse that fell under him, afther leaping the big
fince that runs along by the glen.

" I hope," says my father, •' yer honor's not
unasy about killin' iv him ?"

" Hold yer tongue, ye fool," said the squire,
" an' I'll tell you why I'm unasy on ray leg,"
says he. " In the place where I spind most iv
my time," says he, "except the little leisure I
have for looking about me here," says he, " I
have to walk a great dale more than I was ever
used to," says he, " and by far more than is
good for me either," says he, " for, I must tell
you," says he, " the people where I am is un-
commonly fond iv could wather, for there is no-
thing betiher to be had ; an', moreover, the wa-
ther is hotter than is altogether plisint," says
he ; " an' I'm appinted," eays he, "to assist in
carryin' the wather, an' gets a mighty poor ehare
iv it myself," says he' "an* a mighty trouble-
some, warin' job it is, I can tell ye," says he;
"for they're all iv thim surprisingly dhry, and
dhrinks it as fast ai my legs cau carry it," says
he ; l l but what kills me intirely," says he, " is
the wakeness of my leg," says he, " an' want
you to give a pull or two, to bring id to shape,"
says he, " an' that's the long an' short iv it,"
says he.

" Oh, plase yer honor," says my father, (for
he didn't like to handel the sperit at all,) " I
wouldn't have the impilince to do the likes to
yer honor," says he ; " it's only to poor crathurs
like myself I'd do it to " says he.

14 None iv yer blarney," says the 'squire,
" here's my leg," says he, cockin' it up to him,
" pull it for the bare life," says he, " an' iv ye
don't, by the immortal powers, I'll not lave a
bone in your carkisk, I'll not powdher," says
he.

When my father hecrd that, he seen there was
no use in pretinding, so he tuck hould iv the
leg, an1 he kep pnllin' an' pullin', till the sweat,
God bless us, begin to pour down his face.

" Pull, ye divil," says the 'squire.
"At yer sarvice, yer honor," says my father.
•• Pull harder," says the Squire.
Mv father pulled like the divil.
" I'll take a little sup," says the Squire, rach.

ing over his hand to the bottle, " to keep up my
currage," Bays he, lettin' on to bo very wake in
himself inlireiy. But, as cute as he was, he
was out here, for he tuck the wrong one.—
" Here's to yer good health.Terrcnce," says he ;
" an'now pull like the very divil," and with
that he lifted the bottle of holy wather; but id
was hardly to his mouth, when he let a screech
out iv him, you'd think the room id fairly split
with it, an' made one chuck that sent the leg
clane aff his body, in my father's hands ; down
wint the 'squire over the table, an' bang wint
my father half way acrass the room on his back
upon the flure. Whin he kirn to himself, tho
cheerful mornin' sun was shiniu* through the
windoo shutlhcrs, an' hs was lyin' flat on his
back, with the leg iv one iv the great ould chairs
pulled clane out iv the socket an' tight in his
hand, pintin' up to the ceilin\ an'ould Larry
fast asleep, an' snorin* as loud as lver. My la-
ther wint that mornin' to Father Murphy, an'
from that day to the day of his death, he niver
inglecled contusion nor mass, an* what he tould
was betlhur believed when he spake iv it bat sel-
dom. An', as for the 'squire, that is, the spent,
whether it was that he did not like the liquor, or
by rason iv the loss iv his leg, he was niver
known to walk again.

Throw sand on the pavement when glazed
with ice. A lady at Boston slipped down the
other day from llns cautc and bro,ke her arm.

Sad Mistake.—The parish of Wilow,msl in
England, was thrown recently into a terrible
consternation, by the circulation of a report in
the North Cheshire Reformer, that their pastor,
the Rev. Mr. Morris, had been advocating in
Slockport, and urging the inhabitants to petition
for a taxation on wives! The whole village was
in an uproar. The females held a consultation,
at which the wives said, that if such a tax was
levied it would create family quarrels, and the
maids justly argued that the chances of marriage
would be fearfully increased against them. Af-
ter which they came to a resolution to proceed
to Mr. Morris' house. Mr. Morris was appriz-
ed by one of his friends of the predicament in
which he had placed himself, and when he saw
the maids and matrons approaching his house,
his fears were exGited, and securing himself by
locks and bolts against the injured fair, he went
up stairs and endeavored to appease their wrath
by a speech from the chamber window, in which
he laid the blame on the printer for his care-
lessness in making a misprint. The ladies, not
knowing any thing about a misprint, separated,
assuring him of what they would do when they
caught him again on his way to Stockport. The
misprint was icivesfor wines.

John Smith vs. William Smith.—A. most lu-
dicrous incident took place when these two re-
doubtable names were called. No less than
twenty-five litigants all cried "Here," eimulta-
neousley. The crier was absolutely puzzled,
but, whishing for the best, he ventured again :
" John Smith and William Smith." " Here !"
roard a podgy.looking baker, who had just en-
tered the Court. Matters got still more compli-
cated. " VicJx U tho BTH-STTHIF wot howes nine,
trcrr DOD for bread?" said the crier. No body
answered. " Vich is the Bill Smilff as howes
the beer score ?" " I does," said about one-half
of the Smith, present, and it was a considerrble
time before the nuraerous family of the "Smiths"
were classed in any thing like order.—None
would own the " half penney worth of bread,
but nobody denied the " sack."—London paper

"Vel, here is I, a settin on a pipe—I vish I
vas in Holland—they has the pipes smokin hot,
in Holland, and these is cold as the breakfast
vat the beggar gi' me yesterday—my eyes ! vot's
that man runnin for? I vondcr if he's stole
pumthin'—von,f he be prime if he gits oft'? I'se
mighty cold—I'se a mind to go and thrash that
feller vot call'i me a loafer, on the levee, just
for exercise—pshaw—me talk about exercise—
vosn't I valking all night, a tryin' to find lodg-
ins, and didn't I chase a rat two squares, vat
had a piece of meat a runnin' off with it.—
Crickee, i'ts a yonder I vasn't pisoncJ lasi sum.
incr by sassenges—how the dogs did fight for
them nice presents ! I vish I vas a packet
ship—vouldta'tl be full o' vine and crackers,
and good things—I'd never let 'pin insure me—
vat! abandon me to the underwriters, ven 1 gat
wrecked ? no—never ?" So saying, our loafer
walked off with a theatrical air.

Three Irishmen pretty well primed with
whiskey, were reeling home along the banks of
the' Liffcy, last week, when one of them, who
was discarding on the virtues of his favourite
liquor, which he declared to be meat and drink
to man, fell off the quay into the river. "Ocgh,"
exclaimed one of his companions, "sure you're
now provided for, for you had mate and drink,
and now you've good washing and lodging."—
London paper.

"Here's such a good 'un1' from the N. O
Pic. A loafer, who had got his Christmas load
on, " fetched up" against the side of a house
which had been newly painted. Shoving, him.
self clear by a vigorous effort, he took one
glimpse al his shoulder, another at the house, a
third at his hands, and exclaimed, '• Well, that's
a darn'd careless trick in whoever painted that
house, to leave it standing out all night lor peo.
pie to run against 1"—Bout. Trans.

LOVE LETTERS once caused a lady to exclaim
41 When the devil's very desirous of ruining a
man or a woman, he always pokes a pen in their
paw!"

The number of new brick houses erected a
Baltimore during the past year ia stated to be
365. ^ _ _

O" It is rumored that Queen Victoria is to
marry the eldest son of Louis Philippe.
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SATURDAY, JANUARY 26, 1839.

Munificent Donation.—We have never record-
ed an act of liberality, with more heartfelt sat-
isfaction than the following :—

John Gfreig, Esq., of Canandaigua, JhaiSrpre-
sented the Society for the relief of orphans and
destitute children, which was incorporated las
winter, by the title of the "ROCHESTER OR-
PHAN ASYLUM," a lot containing about an acre
and a half of land, most eligibly situated for
buildings for the institution, on the elevated
ground, a few rods South of Caledonia Square,
the estimated value of which is from two to
three thousand dollars. It is the most desirable
location, all things considered, for the purpoci
for which it is intended, of any unoccupied lo
in the city.

We have heard it stated that Mr. Greig, on
learning the fact, that the Ladies of Rochester
under whose care the Orphan Asylum has so
greatly prospered, were desirous of procuring
grounds 6n which lo erect suitable buildings to
accommodate the children which they are sup
porting, directed his agent to select such a lo
upon his tract, as would be desirable, and when
the selection was made, executed a deed and
preseTrtetl~rtr-with-a ^flattering compliment to
the kind hearted managers of the Societŷ — "This
generous act should stimulate our citizens to
an effort to erect on the spot an edifice, which,
while it affords a home to the houseless and
friendless orphan, will be a monument to the
philanthropy and benevolence of the liberal do-
ner.

Common School Journal.—We have received
the first number of a neat little pamphlet under
the above name, published at Boston. An ex-
tract from it will be found in another column,
which contains some valuable hints on the ne-
cessity of breathing pure air, and may be con-
sidered a fair specimen of its familiar and
pleasing mode of communicating instruction
to juvenile readers.

Correspondents.—One of the poetical articles
from S—— we publish. The other is respect-
fully declined, as its publication would be un.
just to the author ; for it was evidently written
under the circumstances which she mentions,
She will excuse us for 6aying that nothing
should be written "without any attention."

Written for the Gem.

HENRY BROUGHAM.
NUMBER II.

As was observed in our last number, Brough-
am was one of the original projectors of that
bold and independent novelty, in the republic of
letters—the Edinburgh Review. It was an un.
dertaking worthy of his original and fertile
mind ; of his broad and comprehensive views.
It took the literary world by surprise. Profes.
sedly devoted to criticism, it contained short,
nervous and condensed treatises upon the vari.
oua subjects, which it reviewed, which in most
instances excelled those works upon which it
placed its stamp of approbation or condemna-
tion. All the skill and vigor of Brougham, Jef-
frey and Homer, were brought into requisition.
It courted neither favor nor applause ; it was as
fearless in censure, as it was liberal of praise.
Entering at once into the arena of politics, its
opinions became the oracles of the liberal school
of the day; and rigid in its adherence to truth,
it proclaimed those truths, boldly and fearlessly.
The pen of Brougham may be traced in many a
glowiug and manly essay—in defending many

a known but then unpalatable maxim of politi-
cal science. No subject was too light* nor yet
too learned, or scientific or abstruse for its ob-
servation. Its power was felt in its inception,
and like the infant Hercules, it strangled many
a serpent of political, moral and literary mon-
strosity, in its very cradle. For one reason,
and it was for the time sufficient, the Edinburgh
Review was not popular with the American
public. Although an organ of reform and lib-
eral sentiment, it yet had imbibed all the preju-
dices, for which Scotchmen, more than their
Southron brethren, have been conspicuous, a-
gainst our republican institutions, and this ex-
tended to every thing which had its origin in
our country. It was the Edinburgh Reviewt

which asked through the pen of Jeffrey, that
sneering and illiberal question : "Who reads an
American book ?" In this feeling Brougham
doubtless participated at the time. But does
this ultimately detract from our admiration of
that mighty mind which casts its light over the
old world 1 No ! That same review,, under the
auspices of Brougham, has changed its tone,
and it is creditable to him that he should be as
ready now to bestow praise, zs ho was formerly
free to censure. Ameiican literatare now finds
in that periodical, a zealous advocate, and the
mind of Brougham has received new light and
vigor from the freshness and fervor of the new
world's intellect.

It is not alone from the pages of this Review,
that Brougham has thrown upon the world the
effort of his masculine genius. He is at once
a member and an ornament of England's migh-
tiest pillar of science, tbe Royal Society. His
communicalions for that institution, and for
Nicholson's Journal, have placed him amongst
the first, and most inquiring men of science of
the age. Nothing seems fo escape him. The
laws of nature, and the laws of England have
alike engaged his attention, and he shines pre-
eminent in both his greatworks, on the "Colon-
ial Policy of Europe," and in the latest vigorous
production of his versatile pen, on "Natural
Theology."

But it is as the champion of Public Education
that Brougham claims the admiration and ap-
plause of England and America; In his be-
nevolent exertions, he includes both peer and
peasant. In 1825 he was elected Lord Rector
of Glasgow University, over an opponent no
less distinguished than himself; Sir Walter
Scott. It was obtained too, by the casting vote
of the eminent and philosophical Mackintosh.
He was foremst among the founders of the Lon-
don University.and it was owing to his persever-
ance, zeal and indefatigable exertions, more
than those of any other man, that the Universi-
ty was opened in 1828, in less than a year and a
half after the corner stone was laid. Here a
hereditary noble of .Britain would have paused,
and acting upon the maxim, "take care of the
rich, and the rich will take care of the poor,"
would have confined his enterprise, and his exer-
tions, to the proud old dome, which should serve
as collegiate halls. Not so with Brougham.—
He is truly the friend of the people, and he has
proved that he is theirs not in lip-service only,
but in deeds. He is no demagogue, nor like the
•'big beggar man" of Ireland, the pensioned of
the poor. He cast his eyes over the "fast an-
chored isle," and saw a mighty mass of mind,
inert, uneducated, unenlightened, and debased.
He felt, that the foundations of a government
are strongest based, in the intelligence and dis-
cemment of a people ; that with such, vulgar
appeals to the pass-ions, have no force, and trea-
son no larking place. He felt, that it was not

the high arbhed halls of a university, which
could or would teach the working classes and
the poor. He had proclaimed that the school
master was abroad," and he was determined that
both noble and commoner should be the subjects
of his "primer." It was a proud stand and a
proud pledge, and well and nobly has he fulfill-
ed it.

In 1827 the "Society for the diffusion of use-
ful knowledge" was formed, of which Brough-
am was elected chairman, and has ever since
acted in that capacity. Of its vast benefits, the
praise is loud on both sides of the Atlantic.—
By means of that well known publication, the
"Penny Magazine," useful and entertaining
knowledge has been brought to the doors of
many a poor man, and his heart gladdened with
an insight into the truths and wonders of the
world of natural science, of art, of literature,
of morals, of history, and of philosophy. It is
a kqown favorite in America, as in England—
Our readers must have perused its amusing and
instructive contents with delight, and we can-
not forbear in ile peiusal, expressing a wonder
that a chancellor of Great Britain should de-
scend from his proud place in. Westminster Hall
to become an instructor in the humble cottage.
He is so in truth, for it is known, that he is an
extensive and valuable contributor to the pages

I of this humble periodical, and that the voice
whose majestic tones ring in the House of Eng-
land's peers, is heard in its silvery notes in the
abodes of the lowly. The stlyleand manner of
Brougham's writing is like his oratory, concise,
pointed and glowing as from nature's hands,
and is every where adapted lo his subject. If
lie treats of national polity, it is stern and lofty,
of natural theology, it is clear and brief in its
illustrations; of science and literature, it is
nervous, yet smooth and liquid. In one word,
mind shines through all its efforts, and you sec
no parrot imitation of great models. Himself
is his model.

Amidst his varied and incessant avocations,
he is a newspaper contributor, and, the charac-
ter of the man is portrayed in every paragraph.
If public virtue be his theme, he has the thun-
ders of a Demosthenes; if wrong be exposed,
or reform be advocated, he has all the powers of
Cicero arraying a Cataline. A ministry has
quailed beneath the sarcastic, and cutting arti-
cles, which he has thrown off in a moment of
relaxation; and the biting satire is most felt,
when it is concealed in the disguise of eulogy,
and of calm but pungent irony. He ia a giant
even in a newspaper paragraph.

My next number will treat of the parliamen-
tary career of this great man, when it will be
seen that amongst modern reformers and mod-
ern statesmen, none occupies a loftier station ;
or has achieved more for the benefit of his coun-
try, and of posterity than i

HENRY BROUGHAM.

Errata.—Most of the patrons of the GEM,
have already received this No.; but having dis-
covered a gross error in the arrangement of the
story on Tempet, we are induced to publish our
edition over again. Our readers, therefore, will
understand the cause of receiving a surplus
copy.

A Powerful Remedy.—A cotemporary, in
recommending a cough mixture, says it was
given to two high pressure steam boats, and
stopped them in ten minutes.
* .

A young lady was lately so carried away by
the eloquence of Prof. Bascom, that she ex.
claimed to a friend "He 's a perfect cataract of
flower*."
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" Discoveries of the North Men."—We have
received by the politeness of the Rev. Mr. Da-
vis a cepy of his published Lecture upon this in-
teresting subject. From the few moments we
have had to look it over our impression is that
it will well repay an attentive perusal. His re-
marks upon the magnificent ruins of the City
of PALENQUB in central America are calculated
to awaken a lively interest to know more of a
race of men that once inhabited this vast con*
tinent.

A descendant of the great navigator, AMERIGO
VESPUCCI, after whom America received her
name, has arrived in this country. Her name is
AMERICA VESPUCCI, daughter of the illustrious

house of Vespucci, of Florence, in Tuscany.—
Since the time the renowned discoverer was rais-
ed to such distinction, the children have borne
the name of AMERICA uninterruptedly.

North Carolina Silver.—The editor of the Ra-
leigh Register mentions, that Mr Boswell King
of. Davidson, Co., had in his posession, a few
days since an ingot of Silver worth about $40,
obtained from his mine recently discovered, the
richness of which is said to be almost unparallel-
ed. Some of the ore is said to yield 98 per cent
of pure silver.

Knickerbocker.—This periodical for January
is unusually good. The last moments of Jack
Garnet are beautifully written. It is the best
periodical in the country, and this is saying a
great deal.

O * C. MORSE, bookseller, Exchange-street,
Rochester, is Agent for the Knickerbocker.

Mr. Tho«na9, the veteran editor of the Cin-
cinnati Pest, says the first edition of the Bible
ever printed in America, was at Cambridge, the
9econd at Trenton, and the third at Worces.
ter, of which latter the aforesaid editor read the
proof sheets.

The distance from Boston to Chicago, is 1340
miles, over which there is an uninterrupted line
of communication by steam and canal. Soon
inland navigation will be extended to St. Louis,
1670 miles. _

(£J* The British Minister at Washington,
Mr.Fox, rises at noon and dines at sunset, sups
in the night and goes to bed in the mornings
He is called the English owl, in allusion to his
habits. ^ _ _ _

Upwards of fifty thonsand copies of Mrs,
Childo' Frugal Housewife have been sold in

England. They are not so much needed here—
perhaps.

Job says there is rothin* new under the sun.
I don't mean to tell Job he lies, but I guess he
never seed my new jack-knife,1 eaid Ichabod
Towhead as he stood whittling a cider lap.

Tolerably Pood.—An urchin of a boy some
ten year! of age, was asked by a trustee of a
school district No. in Benton, whether he
was old enough to draw public money ; said he
•• didn't know but would ask his mother." So
home he went and told his parents he wanted a
box put on his sled, for Mr. wanted him
to draw public money for him.—Penn Van Dem.

The Respirator.—-This is the name of an in-
strument invented by Mr. Combe, to protect the
lungs of invalids from sudden atmospheric
changes, as for instance going out of a hot room
into a temperature below zero. It consists of
three or four layers of wire gauze, which con-
atitute a covering for the mouth. This absorbs
the warm air of the breath as it leaves the lungs,
and gives it out to the fresh air which enters.

Severe Retort.—" Does- your anxious mother
know you're out, my dear ?" inquires .an impu-
dent fellow of a modest little damsel whom he
met in the street. " To boaure she knows I am
out," was the ready reply, " for she sent me to
buy some pork— are you for sailV'-rPhil. Cour

Young girls, like kittens, are prety playthings;
but as they grow up, look out for their claws.

EF The Bedouin Arabs are at Charleston,
where they find a climate as pleasant as their
own "Araby."

Feeling.—He who feels deeply, will express
himself strongly. The language of slight sen-
sations is naturally feeble and superficial.

There are eleven papers published in Detroit
city. Three daily, one tri-weekly, and aeven
weekly. The Advertiser states the aggregate
circulation at about 7,000 copies.

A Young Husband,—A lovely young damsel,
with health blooming on her cheek, and hope
sparkling in her eye, stepped into a book-sell-
ing establisement, a day or two since, and ad-
dressing a handsome, clerk behind the counter,
said, " I will thank you fora 'Young Hus-
band,' Sir,"—meaning of course, Dr. Alcott's
late work. The clerk gazed for a moment on
the vision of loveliness which appeared before
him—then laying his hand on his heart—mak-
ing a low bow—he gallantly replied, " If yoa
wish for a young husband, I am at your service,
Miss."

The poor girl's blushes betrayed her confu-
sion, at this unexpected reply—but she damped
the ardor and hopes of the youthful aspirant to
her hand by stammering out—" I—I—I want
one for my—my—my brother, Sir."—Bos. Jour.

Tea and Coffee.—The following extracts are
from a work recently published by Dr. Furni-
val, of Hartford, on the successful treatment of
consumptive diserders:—"Tea is a powerful
promoter of digestion, and gentle stimulant to
the 6tomach ; we must avoid drinking it too hot
as well as dinking-too much at o time, which
would weaken by over distending the stomach ;
the infusion must not be made too strong.—Ve-
ry hot tea is a very fertile source of indigestion.
Tea is well adapted for persons of plethoric
habits, for those who are indolent and will not
take exercise, for those who eat a great deal,
and who live on a highly animalized diet. In
China it has been remarked that the inveterate
tea-drinkers are emaciated, feeble, of leaden
complexion, and are subject to diabetes. Cof-
fee (the student's drink) is more stimulant than
tea ; and for six or eight hours after its inges-
tion, it seems to exert an antisoporific influ-
ence. It is best fitted for persons of lymphatic
temperament, for the indolent mind or the in-
active body, and it may assist digestion in the
debilatated stomach. It is counter-indicated
when the temperament is sanguine and bilious,
when the mental faculties are exalted, or mind
excitable, and during the presence of any dis-
eases of irritation or inflammation."

Motal Cawardice.—Why is it, in fact, that the
tone of morality in the high places of society,
is so lax and so complaisant, but for want of the
independent and indignant rebuke of society?
There is reproach enough poured upon the
drunkenness, debauchery, and dishonesty of the
poor man. The good people who go to him can
speak plainly, aye. very plainly, of his evil
ways. Why is it, then, that fashionable vice is
able to hold up its head, and sometimes to occu-
py the front ranks of society ? It is because re-
spectable persons, of hesitating and uncompro-
mising virtue, keep it in countenance ! It is be.
cause timid woman stretches out her hand to a
man whom she known to be the deadliest enemy
of morality and of her sex, while she turns a
cold eye upon the victims he has ruined. It is
because there is nobody to speak plainly in mat-
ters like these. And do you thit.k that society
is ever to be regenerated or purified under the
influences of these unjust and pusillanimous
compromises? I tell you never. So long as
vice is suffered to be fashionable and respecta.
ble, BO long as men are bold to condemn it only
when it is clothed in rags, there will never bo
any radical improvement. You may multiply
temperance societies—you may pile up statute
books oi iaw against gambling and dishonesty
—but so long as the timid homages of the fair
and honored are paid to splendid ipiquity, it will
be all in vain : so long will it be felt, that the
voice of the world is not against the sinners, but
against the sinner's garb: so long, every weapon
pf association, and every baton of office will be
but a missile feather against the leviathan that
is wallowing in the low marshes and stagnant
pools of Bociety.—Dewey'$ Moral Views.

From the Boston Post.
MUSINGS.

Thoughts of to-day The more we knew
Are gone to-morrow ; The less our joy,

And childhood's play, Hope's brightest glow
Doth end in sorrow. Doth but annoy,

But some thoughts live, As strikes the sun
Some sorrows end; His strongest ray,

What life doth give, His light we shun,
That let it send. Though bright and gay.

Life's but a school. Live, love and Bleep,
And all must learn Enjoy the hour;

Each simple rule Forget to wtfep,
Thai comes in turn. Nor yearn for power. ]

Things hardest *ot Content is bliss,
We highest prize; And love is sweet;

Man's hardest lot Know then but this—
Is to be wise. That life's a cheat.

11 SELF CULTURE : an Address Introductory to
the Franklin Lectures, delivered at Boston, Sep.
teuiber, 1838; by William E.Channing." Dut-
ton & Wentworth, Boston, have printed an ele-
gant edition of this Address for the Executive

ommiltee of the Association before which it
was delivered. The name of William E.
Channing is sufficient endorsement for its
sound, philanthropic principles, and pure philos-
ophy.

" One of the very interesting features of' our
times is the multiplication of books, and their
distribution through all conditions of society.—
At a small expense, a man can now possess him.
self of the most precious treasures of English lit-
erature. Books, once confined to a few by their
costliness, are now accessible to the multitude ;
and in this way a change of habits is going on
in society, highly favorable to the culture of the
people. Instead of depending on the casual ru-
mor and loose conversation for most of their
knowledge and objects of thought; instead of
forming their judgments in crowds, and receiv-
ing thnir ohicr excitement from the voice of
neighbors, men are now learning to study and
reflect alone, to follow out subjects continuous,
ly, to determine for themselves what (shall en.
gage the minds and reasonings of men of all
countries and ages ; and the result must be, a
deliberatenesa and independence of judgment,
and a thoroughness and extent of information,
unknown in former times. The diffusion of
these silent teachers, books, through the whole
community, is to work greater effects than ar-
tillery, machinery and legislation. Its peaceful
agency is to supercede stormy, revolutions. The
culture which it is to spread, whilst an unspeak-
able good to the individuals, is also to become
the stability of nations.

* * * * *
" Labor is a school of benevolenco as well as

justice. A man to support himself must serve
others. He must do or produce something for
their comfort and giatificalion. This is one of
the beautiful ordinations of Providence, that to
get a living, a man must be useful. Now this
usefulness ought to Be an end in his labor as
truly as even his living. He ought to think of
the benefit of those he works for, as well as of
his own ; and in so doing, in desiring amidst
his sweat and toil to serve others as well as him-
self, he is exercising and growing in benevo.
lence, as truly as if ho were distributing bounty
with a large hand to the poor. Such a motive
hallows and dignifies the commonest pursuit.—
It is strange that laboring men do not think
more of the vast usefulness of their toils, and
take a benevolent pleasure in them on this ac-
count. This beautiful city, with its houses, fur.
niture, markets, public walks, and numberless
accommodations, has grown up under the hands
of artisans, and other laborers, and ought they
not to take a disinterested joy in their work ?—
One would think lhat a carpenter or mason, on
passing a house which he had reared, would say
to himself, " this work of mine is giving com.
fort and enjoyment every day and every hour' to
a family,-and will continue to be a kindly shel-
ter, a domestic gathering-place, and abode of
affection, for a century or more after I sleep in
the dust;" and ought not a general satisfaction
to spring up at the thought ? It is by thus in-
terweaving goodness with common labors, that
wo give it strength and make it a habit of the
soul."

Anecdote.—A captain of a vessel, loading
coal, went into his merchant's counting room,
and requested the loan of a rake. The mer-
chant looking towards his clerks, replied, " I
have a number of them, but none, I believe, who
wish to be hauled over the coals."

Madame Caradori Allen IB giving concerts in
Columbus.
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Written for the Gem.

"«IC TRANSIT GLORIA MUNDI.'r

I saw an oak, the mighty forest's pride;
I heard the wind wild howling by ;

It fell beneath the blast, in ruin wide,

" Sic transit gloria mundi "

I saw a lofty palace, crowned with tower and dome ;
Time in his course did swiftly fly,

The castle's strength became the owlet's home;

" Sic transit gloria mundi."

I saw a city's massive walls and flocking crowd -,
War in his raging car passed by ;

Wreck, flame, and carnage, join in tumult loud,
" Sic transit gloria mundi."

I saw a nation, boasting, much renowned;
Oppression raised her front on high ;

They fell—for God, in righteous anger, frowned
" Sic transit gloria mundi."

I saw the youth, the man, the hoary head ;
I saw again with bursting eye,

The solemn hearse, the shroud which wound the dead,

" Sic transit gloria mundi."

I saw bright fashion's pomp, the festive hall,
I heard the sound of revelry :

Soon died away, the mirth, the Bound of all—

" Sic transit gloria mundi.1'

I stood, amid the Grecian statues, halls,
The pride of men who humble lie ;

The mouldering column from its basis falls,—
" Sic transit gloria ninndi."

I stood, among Egyptian tombs and dead,
O'er ruins wreck I cast my eye:

A hollow voice arose proclaiming dread,
"̂ SHo-tranpi* •gloria mundi."

I had a flitting dream—in
I saw volcanoes belching high -.

The earth in final flames—extinguished light,
" Sic transit gloria mundi."

Kenyon College, Ohio. H.

Writt en for the Gem.
RHYMES,

To one who reads the Gem.
Now life is young, and hope is bright,
And fancy's scenes are gay and light,
And all is fair as beauty's smile
Reflected from a Sea-girt isle.

Then who would check the rising joy,
Who mingle in the dark a!Ioy
Of care, and apprehension dread.
And mantle gloom around thy head 7
But yet, reflect; Time's ceaseless pace
Still onward speeds the silent race ;
And ajje will blight away thy bloom,
As years fly onward to the tomb.
Then list to wisdom's pleading voice,
And make the high and holy choice,
That brings the fruit, in coming years,
Of joy,-instead of burning tears.
Be gleeful, sprightly, light and gay,
As sunbeam in "the silver spray ;
Check not the stream of nature's flow,
Nor cast one shade upon her glow.

Yet, Fairest, in thy gentle mirth,
Forget not thou art one of Earth ;
Be thoughtful still; remember this,
That only God can give thee bliss. A.

Writer* fo r t he Gem.
STANZAS.

If all that we wish for we could possess.
Much happier should we be 7

Go ask the monarch who sits on his throne,
If his heart is content with what is his own ;

(Which scarcely has boundary:)
His actions will tell you he's wishing for more ;

There's something yet wanting to make up the store

Of his earthly happiness.

If all that we wish for we could possess,
Much happier should we be 7

Contentment, alone, is a fountain of bliss ;
And nothing is wanting—if we possess this

We are living in luxury ;
And the foola who are toiling to add to their store
Of riches and honour will toil on for more ,•

Nor happy with any less.
If all that we wish for we could possess,

Much happier should we bo?
No—not unless wishes should rise up to Heaven •
For blessings of Earth are so poor when they're ciVes

That they seem as vanity; * h '
Compared with the bliss; with the glory above
Where all iB perfection, and beauty, and love '

And endless happiness! ' g

C We publish the fallowing Poem at the request of
the author.

Written for the Gem.

LINES SUGGESTED BY THE DEATH OF
MRS. MARIA H. ROOT.

The Morn arose in brightness, and the Sun
Had tinged with golden rays the verdant plain,
And o'er the still, calm bosom of the deep,
Serenely cast its beams, until it seem'd
As one vast polished mirror to reflect
With undiminisbed glory from above,
The canopy of Heaven, and the bright
Cerulean sky, the great grand work
Of that Almighty architect, whose hand
Sways all—while o'er its waters danced,
In seeming pride, the vessel which contain'd
Those light of heart, who knew no care,
Norwoe, nor dream11 that aught could mar
The heartfelt happiness which reign'd aronnd.
All nature wore a smile, and was bedeck'il
In loveliest garb, and all was one entire,
Unbroken scene of joy—

It was the bridal morn—that solemn hour,
When they the sacred vow, should each record
In Heaven's register ; and Heaven seem'd to smile
In its performance,—for they two, were one ;
United, undivisihle, by ties
Tho' earthly, yet by heavenly influence form'd :
She was his all, and he had known her long;
With anxious eye he eagerly had watih'd
Her steps, from the gay buoyancy of youth
To womanhood, and now he saw
Her as his own, and with impatient soul,
He b'.ess'd the moment, which by mutual love
Endeared, should haply crown their Earthly bliss.
That moment came—they now in silence stand,
Before the holy altar, at whose shrine
Their mutual vows exchang'd ; each to the other gave
A-pn>mio«_of eternal constancy and love ;
She to obey, he to protect and cherish,
Till death should tear tliem from the fond embrace.
High Henven was eall'dto witness, and the voice
Of earnest prayer, now clos'd the solemn scene ;
A heartfelt blessing hung upon the lips
Of all who saw—to see them was to bless.
Now all was gladness, mirth reign'd o'er the scene ;
Each eye now shone with joy, the index sure
Of a mo'e joyous heat, as each one greets
The happy pair; lon« life, and health, and peace,
In frequent salutations are received
The time flies on, and she must quickly leave
Perhaps for ever, her once happy home ;
Her friends, her kindred, yet to her 'tis nought:
Her all is with ber, and she could desert
The world for him, and tho' fond memory oft
Recalling former scenes, and hours of bliss,
Elicits the bright tears, yet soon
Tis wiped away, and in its Dlace a smile—

The day fast wanes—
Now they are gone—and the deserted hall
O'er which in sylph-like beauty oft she trips,
Seems lone, and cheerless ; and her room
Once so enlightcn'd by her presence, now
Is tenantless; and now the garden walks
Reecho not her step; while the bright flowers
Hang their meek heads and in her absence droop.
The prattling girl, who once was her delight,
Asks—Where's Maria ?—will she ne'er return 7
Ma, has she left us 7 will she ne'er come back 7
She will my child ; is mother's fond reply,
She will, she will,—but the response brings forth
A tear in either eya—for the may not!

Ah! what is that!
Hark! heard you not that cry with anguish fraught,
That seem'd to rend in twain, the soul of him
Who gave it birth!—what agony is this ?
Whence this despair 7—this bitter, bitter woe !
It was the house of Death—I saw him stand
In anguish by the side of her, who but a short, -•
Short, time ago, he call'd his BRIDE.
But she had found another bridegroom—DEATH !
Fond wretched man: he gazes on the face
Of his departed one, madness is in his eye,
And horror—now he kneels—see !—see!
He kisses her cold cheek,—he clasps her h .̂nd,
Her clay-cold hand in his—AND IS SHE DEAD 7
He asks, Maria art thou dead '
My bride, my hope, my darling.speak! oh speak !
One word, one breath, oh, do not leave me thu$.'
My dear one !—but his utterance is cho'k'd,
He claspy his hands upon his feverish brow
And yields himself a prey to bitter agony.
Oh pity I thou kind angel from above
Descend, and with thee , bring from Heaven relief
To heal the wounded spirit, to assuage
The mourner's grief!-the prayer is heard, and b«
Unhappy lie. at length bucomes resign'd

And bows submissive to the stern decree—
And is it thus 7 are hopes thus bright cut down,
Do prospects deem'd unfading, fade
So soon 7—Is he, who but a few short weeks ago.
Was happier than the happiest of men,
Now lone, and wounded as the stricken Deer 7
Is she, whom, once we saw in cheerful mood,
Whose very presence was a blessing, now
A pale and livid corpse, stiffen'd in death ;
Those eyes once beaming with effulgent joy,
Now dull and rayless ; and those lips
From which her words in rapturous accents fell
Clos'd in the silence of the tomb; that form
So beautiful, now motioBless and still:
So soon inhabiting the cold, dark, grave.
Yes even so!—Yet why should we repine 7
She was too pure for Earth, and Heav'n had claim'd
Her for its own, to mingle with the throng
Of those angelic spirits, who surround
The throne of the Eternal; and to the God
Or God3, the King of Kings, and Lord
Of Lords, unceasing, ever, sing
Their loud hosannas to their maker's praise.
'Mid the celestial mansions of the blest.
She's found a home, an ever during home;
There on her golden lyre, she chaunts the strain
Of Heavenly symphony, and untiring sings
Sweet songs of glory to the Prince of peace.
She's gone, to claim among the realms above,
A seat at his right hand—-to change
Her temporal blessings, for eternal joy ;
Her bliss on Earth, for higher bliss in Heav'n ;
A glorious and a lasting IMMORTALITY !

Rochester, Jan. 9, 1839. J. C. C.

OTTere is something inexpressibly tender.—It is ad-
dressed by a wife to a desponding husband.

WEDDED LOVE.
Co;re, rouse thee, dearest!—'tis not well

To let the spirit brood
Thus darkly o'er the cares that swell

Life's current to a flood, , '
As brooks, anil torrents, rivers', all,

" Increase the gulf in which they faH ,
Such thoughts, by gathering up the ri lie
Of lesser griefs, spread real ills; ~
And with their gloomy shades conceal
The landmarks hope would else reveal.

Come, rouse thee now .—I bnow thy mind,
And would its strength awaken ;

Proud, gifted, noble, ardent, kind--
Strange thoushouldst ho thus shaken i

But rouse afresh each energy,
And he what heaven intended thee;
Throw from thy thoughts this wearying weight.
And prove thy spirit firmly i;reat,
I would not see thee bend below
The abgry storms of earthly wo.

Full well I know the jrenerous soul
Which warms thee info life.

Each spring which .can its powers control.
F amiliar to thy wife-,

For deem'st thou she could stoop to bind
Her fate unto a common mind?
Theeasle like ambition, nursed
From childhood in her heart, had first
Consunr ed with its Prouielhcah flame
The shrine, than sank her so to shame.

Then rouse thee, dearest! from the dream
That fetters now thy powers -, .

Shake offihis gloom— Hope sheds a beam
To gild ench cloud which lowers ;

And though at present seems so far
The wished for goal, a guiding star.
With peaceful ray would ight thee on.
Until its utmost bounds be won :
That quenchless ray thnu'lt ever prove,
Is fond, undying, wedded love!

MARRIED,
On the 17th instant, by the Rev. E. Tucker Mr

Richard Gilbert, to Miss Sarah Ann Babcock, all of
this city. '
- In Williamson, on the 16th instant, by E. L. Phelns
Esq Mr. C. B. .Wade, to Miss Esther Allen, both of
that town.

In Eas,tBloomfield, on the 10th instant, by the Rev.
Robert HiM, Capt. Asa P. Edgcoml-, of the firm of
Green & Edgcomb, Mount Morris, to Miss Amelia
daughter of Mr. Thomas H. Kellogg, of the former
place.

In Stafford, on Tuesday oveninslnst, by thn Reverend
J. Jillett, Mr. D. R. Prindle, of Eust Bethany, to Miss
Harriet C. Riimsey^ of the former place.

On the 16ih instant, by A. P. HascalLEsq. Mr. War-
ren W. Warner, of LeRoy, to Mrs. Sarah Staiks, of

At Fairport, on the 17th instant, by the Rev Mose«
Butts, Mr. Samuel WrUrht, to Miu Eliza, e W d a u J h -
terof Dr. Storms, all of Fairport 8

In thto city, on the 16th instant, by the Rev Mr

i } ! ^ S M S t t ' « < «
In Scottsville, on the I3th instnnt, by C. Allen Esn

InPerinton, on the 17th ins». by

OFFICE OF THE GEM
CORNER OF BUFFALO AND STATE 6T8, KOCBUTftft,
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TEMPER-A TAIJB.
CONCLUDED FROM PAGE 1 5 .

One true and faithful friend, was ever at the
side of Edith, and her soft voice was inexpres-
sible soothing lo the jarred mind of the wea>
ried girl.

'* Oh Emily ! my own .dear Emily ! how I
love you for so fatihfnlly sustaining me through
this great trial—for your sake, for the sake of
the faithful friendship with which your mother
has honored me, I will strive to act my part a-
right, in this new and trying situation. I know
and feel you disapprove of tins match. I could
read it so plainly in Mrs. Riverton's countenance.
Oh ! that you had been here ; my best friend, in
all matters of moment I have ever found you !
but do not desert me dearest ! surely a faithful
discharge of duty will reconcile even your mo-
ther to my conduct, She will, I trust, as she
has hitherto done, aid and sustain me with her
advice."

" She will indeed, my dear Edith : you have
no truer, belter friend than mamma ; allow for
her first feelings of disappointment, and you
will find her as kind as ever, hereafter. But do
you know, I think it would not be BO very diffi-
cult a matter" to love Mr. Vernon ; his peculiar-
ities are against him, but he possesses sterling
qualities. As a wife, my dear Edith, keep
them ever before you, they will cast into the
shade unimportant singularities."

*• Ah]!" said Edith, mourn fully, " it \a so easy
to reason quietly, what I ought to do, in the
security of ray own room;—you do nut feel as
I do, the shame and contempt, that is strug-
gling in my heart; only conceive—his arguing
the point of my beanty, as he did last night, ap-
pealing to every one, gentlemen, and ladies
too ! if I was not decidedly, the handsomest wo-
man in the room. Oh Emily," said Edith,
bursting into tears, "my splendor is bought at
a bitter price."

" But you have bought ," said Emily almost
bitterly through her tears, " it is too late to
count the cost ! Turn away from the contem-
plation of whatever is aimoying in Vernon—
strive, dearest, to look upon his kindly nature,
with complacency ; he loves you, Edith—you
dare not wreck his happiness with your own."

After a long pause, Edith said : "With you
Emily, I have used-no disguise ; I will not now.
Yo i shall know the worst feeling in my heart
to Vernon—it is a recoiling, almost loa'hing of
his attentions—of his tcndcrne.'-s. I liave no
power to describe the state of huuijIitiiKSs. and
irritation they produce in iny mind. I dread thi9
ftseli i£ so, my Emily ; it proceeds from an un.
regulated and violent temper. I see by y-ur
countenance, you think the consciousness of my
error, is the best hnpj of an amendment ; I can-
not control it, dearest; my temper has been the
bane nf my- life— " grown with my growth."—
There is little hope now, that I shall be able to
conqu.rit; but 1 will think of these thing*, and
perhaps the day may come, my own Emily.
when you will not be ashamed of your friend."
Fondly did Emily embrace her, ,and Sanguine
hope sprung up in her young and guileless
heart, that all would yet end happily for EJilli.

They were interrupted by a summons from
Mr. Evvlen ; as E'Ulh rose to obey, she hissed
the fair "forehead of her friend, and whispered :

" I feel comforted already, dearest, O ! I
will strive to cherish better feelings, if they are
the cause of so much inward happiness."

It was but a few hours'after this wise resolve
that, surrounded by an admiring crowd, her epi.
rits broke forth with a joyousness that astonish,
ed herself. Never before had Edith looked so
beautiful; the splendid graces of her person

were aided and adorned by the costliest robes ;
for the first time-in her life she wore diamonds,
of a splendor and value, that few besides Vernon
could have bestowed. She was not unconscious
of this great object of attraction, in the eyes of
so many of her sex ; and she had seldom felt a
prouder triumph in her charms, a more exult-
ing sense of the homage so universally render-
ed to her. Near the close of the evening, Edith
was standing in animated conversation, by an
open dopr, leading out into a balcony, running
the whole length of the house. Vernon's alien
lion was at this moment attracted towards her
Emily had contrived in various ways, to detain
him, believing it would be a relief to Edith ; but
he now rose abrnbtly from his seat, walking de-
liberately across the spacious apartment.—
When he obtained a full view of Edith, he stop-
ped short in admiration and delight; to which
he gave expression in a kind of sotto voice, dis.
tinct'.v audible to her "dear friends."

"Never saw a handsomer woman in my life !
though I say it. Looka like a ship in full sail,
freighted with a rich cargo too !" and he chuck-
led audibly. "Magnificent! not a woman in
the room to compare to her—unless indeed, that
sweet little Emily could hold up her head, and
take her place along side—rbut that's the very
thiig, now I think of it—never did ses a wo-
man carry her head like Edith Vernon, thank
God :" and utterly unconscious of the sneers
and laughter he had caused, he stepped close lo
his wife, threw his arm around her waist, and
kissed her.

The face of Edith was whiter than her robe
as fihe sprang from his arm, passing rapidly out
of the door, she hurried lo the far end of the bal-
cony literally gasping, with mortification and
rage. She struggled with her bitter, and humil-
iating feeling, until the hot tears forced their
way, and seemed a sort of blessed relief. A step
sounded in the distance ; she threw a startled
glance forward : it was her father, whose vexed,
and angry countenance, showed the sincerity
with which he uttered, " There never was puch
a fool as Vernon ! the idiot! not to know better
in such a crowd of people ; be comforted my
poor Edith ; the warmth of his. love will soon a-
bate", and you must teach him to make it less
annoying." He took her hand, but she with-
drc-v it, almost with haughtiness, as ahe said,
" Mock me not with the vain shadow of conso.
laUon, it is too late, father, teach me, rathor, to
bear my lot with patience, and strive wilh the
guilt there is in sOch feelings as mine. But Oh !
'tis terrible to bo held up to the scorn, contempt
and scorching irony of these people ;" and
t.ars again streamed, fast and warm over her
pak> check.

Evvlen laid his hand upon her arm, and said.:
. " ,SJ.union up your courage, EJith, anil go
back with me, it will disappoint them of half
their majice—you have only to play the "coy
maiden," and there will be enough to declare
you regarded the whole scene as a piece of mer-
riment." He had touched the right cord—EJith
wan herself.at once—they walked the length of
the balcony, and her step was quiet and assured
her manner, (elf possessed and graceful. As
she entered the drawing room, ndieus were giv-
en for the night, and Edith hoped " lo see
much of her dear friends' after their return,
from a somewhat extended tour, they were about
to make." They all responded most cordially
to her wishes, and left her in some tioubt as to
the real state of her feelings. It was well for
Edith, the last visitor had departed, ere her bus-
band could escape from the anxious efforts of
Emily to detain him, for he exclaimed, "Why
Edith, some of tliese Jackanapes tried to make
»,.e believe I had offended you ! a pretty story
when a man gets too genteel to kiss his wife .
Knew ytfu were not BO silly, iny sweet one, aa

to take a husband's kiss as an offence" Edilh
shrank from his touch almost with a shudder.—
Emily gently laid her hand upon her arm, and
said "come wilh nse Emily, this has been a try-
ing day for you."

' * * # * * * » •
It was a bright clear morning in December^

the sun sent his raya more cheerily than is his
wont in that "mrrry Christmas Urn?," into
a room, furnished with the costly elegance
wealth may at all limes command. Softened
and subdued, the early sun broke through the
lofly and curtained window*pouching the cheek
of Edilh Vernon with the %hl , tliat made her
beauly BO glorious !—the broad intellectual brow
was curved, apparently in anger, for the lip was _
scornful and stern ; she is addressing her hus-
band :

" I have occasion for the money, Mr. Vernon,
and I must have it."

" But what can you want wilh it, Edith ?
why, you have expended thousands already ! no
fortune in America could stand such extrava-

, gance—I could not, if I were even to try, spend
such a sum."

" Very ptobably," was the cold""reply; " have
the goodness, however, to look over the9c bills.
I have discharged them all, my entertainments
of every description are of the most expensive
kind, I have no money left, and need a fresh
supply." As Vernon glanced over the bille,
rapid exclamations escaped him, at the enor-
mous prices, paid for articles ho believed to bo
utterly useless—but he stood loo uiuch in awe of
Mrs. Vernon to attempt expostulation, or pe-
rcmtorily he would be silenced ; a heavy shade
of anxiety gathered over his face—and once or.
twice he passed his hand slowly and painfully
over his eves. Edith watched curiously his
countenance, and something very like remorso
camo over her, when she marked the change a
few months had wrought in Vernon J care, and
sorrow, and time, seemed to have pressed upon
his brow, wilh the weight of long years. Edith,
true to her first prejudice, believed there was
nothing in Vernon's character worthy of esteem ;
supposing thn habits of her extravagance (be
cau-n of his sufferings, she said:

" Ij-it UH understand each other, Mr- Vernon ;
give mo an allowance, I shnll insist upon a very
liberal one—to the extent of your fortune—and
I will engage, in no instance to overrun it. I
love money too well for thu pleasures it procures
us, to squander it away, and brin '̂ ruin upon
myself. Think it over, and eo arrange it ; in
that case I shall give you no further trouble
about these matters-; and you will find mo true
to my word." She rose as slie ppoko; enveloped
her stately and majestic form, in the folds of a
cashmcru ; tied on her bonnfil, and with a cold,
formal bow, went out for her usual walk.—
Slowly, as the door closed upon her retiring
form, rose John Vernon from his Beat ; he
wiped his forehead, damp wilh perspiratio i, ol.
most inarticulate words broke forth from his
shaking lips—" Oh Edith! fool, fool, that I
have be.;n, to believe the love of thy young
heart could be given lo such a one as I—Fool !
to love ns 1 have loved, as I slill love thee !—
to wear the chains, yet feel them dragging me
down to degradation and shame—to be thy
slave— to hear, and to obey. Oh ! that I could
shake this humiliating sense of my unworlhi-
ness, that fastens on me like an incubus when
in her presence.. Oh ! Edith, Edith, would to
God we had never met"—and the big tear fell
upon his cheek, and rolled unheeded to the
ground. Liltle indeed, did Edith dream of the
deep devotedness of her husband's love ; there
was a mastery in the high and haughty Bpirit of
Edith Vernon, that made itself felt in every
nerve of the timid yet kindly hearted man ; h«
never conversed with her, it was not desired, b«
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was chilled into silence most unnatural to him.
Unconacious of the underground of good sense
and information he actually possessed, Edith
conceived his ignorance of all the rules that go.
verned herself, and •• dear friends," his want of
polish, and " gentle breeding" to arise from ig-
norance on all subjects, unconnected with his
own immediate business. But Vernon was ta-
king mighty steps in knowledge, in the new
world to which his marriage had introduced him,
and nothing but the timidity of his disposition
prevented itt becoming apparent to his wife.—
Unfortunately, Vernon yielded to every wish of
Edith's and contempt was fast springing up in
her heart, at the shrinking, and silent acquies-
cence he gave, to what she felt were commands
on her part. Let us do justice to Edith ; she
strove against the feeling, but it was not for her
to say to the unregulated passions of the hu-
man heart, " thus far shalt thou go, and no far-
tlier." Mrs Riverton spent her winter in town.
Emily was much admired, and enab(e*d to enter
into society, by her mother's improved state of
health ; there was no sorrowing regrets for the
past, clouding the present happiness of the gen.
tie, and beauiiful girl ; tier's was a mind self
disciplined, arid grief did not mingle in her re-
membrance of Herbert. Meeting Edith in all
places of amusement, the " gayest of the gay,"
she did not cease to ask if all was right within.
She had noticed, with pain, a shrinking on the
part of Edith, from all confidential communica-
tion. Alas ! the conscience of EJith smote her
bitterly, when she remembered her promises to
Emily; how had she fulfilled them ? and ever,
as she thus thought, came the recollection of
Emily's words, " Vernon loves you—wreck not
his happiness with your o\v>." It was E lith's
misfortune to believe him incapable of loving
her. Months rolled on and produced no change
in their domestic life. Vernon had become ta-
citurn- and reserved ; no j jyous bursts of the
heart's outpouring happiness ever escaped him ;
his cheek grew pale, his steps 1 ">vier—more
and more he shrank from all conflict with his
wife, and went to his business without energy or
inclination. From this state he was awakened
by the birth of a son. Edith was amazed at the
excess of his emotion, as he folded the little in-
tant to his bosom, shedding tears—the warm
tears of reviving happiness over its soft cheek ;
but she caught hissmothered exclamation, 'Oh,
it will be sweet, my boy ! to labor for thee ! and
she thought " it is because he has an heir to his
wealth." Had she known, that for months,
John Vernon had sought business as a resource
against the sorrows of his domestic life, she
would have appreciated in a right spirit, his ex.
ciamation, as. he embraced his first born ; but
believing money to be the ruling passion of his
heart, she also believed it to be the absorbing
one. During the long hours of solitude and
sickness, the heart of EJith softened much to-
ward her husband ; she felt how lone and deso-
late her lot was ! When first a mother's love
f prang up in her bosom—that love so change-
less through all—so unselfish and so true—her
heart yearned toward the father of her child !
But Vernon believing her coldness to him al.
most amounted to dislike, avoided her presence ;
and shrank from all conversation, unaware of
any relenting in his favour. The stumbling
block in Edith's path, her pride, prevented her
making more than slight advances, and to a
spirit so subdued as Vernon's it required much
more to induce a renewal of that tenderness
which had been so scornfully rejected, and with
so contemptuous a disregard to his feelings. E-
dith became irritated, and suffered it to escape
in various -ways annoying to Vernon ; but he
bore it patiently, there was now a motive ; for
the sake of his darling boy 1 what would he not
bear from the mother. The time of Edith's se-
clusion drew to its close, and with the zest, that
long privation gives, she entered again into the
pleasures of the gay world.

We pass over an interval of a year. In the
same apartment we have before alluded to, sat
Mrs. Riverton. Emily and Mrs. Vernon ; traces
of tears were upon the cheeks of the latter,
wJiich rested upon her hand ; Mrs. Riverton
was addressing her, » It is your duty to culti.
vate assidiously, these friendly feelings towards
your husband which may yet ripen into that love
without which there can be no happiness in the
married state; and believe me, Edith, Vernon ia
far more worthy of your love than you deem him,
he has suffered much. Whatever maybe hi
feelings now, there is no doubt he once fondl'
loved you ; if you can rightly estimate the-love
he once bore you—think of the suffering tha

mu9thave preceded his present state of indiffer.
ence." Sorrowful Edith replied. She had suf-
fered herself to entertain the ridiculous preju-
dice that Vernon was incapable of intense love :
the love he now lavished on his child convinced
her, how wrongfully she had judged him.—

O ! the world's path is a thorny one, though its
votaries call it the way to happiness. What
long, long hours of weariness, of satiety, I en.
dure ! Oh that I had some one to love me ! e
ven a husband's love might yet be mine, if I
could but conquer my temper, and keep down
the pride that prevents mry making a full ack-
nowledgement of my feelings to Vernon."

I Surely, Edith," said Emily, tenderly, "your
temper is in some degree under your own con.
trol; if you struggle earnestly, and from a good
motive, you will succeed. If you fail once, a
second time you may conquer ; it needs but per-
severance ; think me not presuming, EJith,"
said Emily, suddenly and fondly, " when I 6ay
you must ask for aid from the Great Source of
all our strength, to break the habit that long .
years has formed."

4 I cannot," said Edith, " Oh! I cannot, my
good resolves are scattered to the wind, by
every gust of passion," and she wept bitterly—
hopelebsly.

" That woman is wise," said Mrs, Riverton
mournfully, •' who remembers, that the studv of
her husband's happiness will constitute her's ;"
and she rose from her seat as she spoke, telling
Emily it was time to be going. They left the
house, and we will give the conversation be-
tween them on their walk home.

" I do not like," said Mrs. Riverton, " the
constant excuse of Edith, want of self-corn,
mand ; she" deplores the evil, without making
exertion to overcome it. The more I see of
her conduct, Euiily, the more I despair of her
reformation. She has acted most censurably,
in this business of her child's nurse ; knowing
Vernon's aversion to the woman, the constant
anxiety he suffers on account of his child, she
should have yielded to his wishes, and not per.
sist in detaining a woman, to whom her hus-
band has so many objections. That child is
Vcrnon's sole comfort in a world he has found
dreary enough, and it is cruel, unkind, most
unkind in Edith, to give him unnecessary pain,
believing his child is not properly taken care
of."

"Oh, Mamma," said Emily, "speak not so
hardly of Rdith, how much more has shebeen
' sinned against, than sinning,1 through the
long, neglected years o f her early youth. If
you knew how she loves her baby, you would
know how much she suffers from Ven f n's want
of confidence in her want of love for the boy.
The weakness of Vernon, in shrinking away
from all conflict, yielding, like a slave, to her
wishes, has destroyed all respect for him in the
mind of Edith. In his presence, no manifes-
tation of maternal affection ever escapes her ;
the coldness of her feeling towards her husband
throws its Bhadow upon the child. A h ! he
should not doubt her love, most tenderly she
loveo that darling boy! The constant com.
plaints of Vernon, his petty interferences are
excessively annoying to Edith, he cannot con-
ceal his suspicion of her want of attachment to
their child."

II Bear in mind, m y E m i l y , " said Mrs . R iver ,
ton , " that she brought such susp ic ion upon
herself, by refusing t6 nurse her ch i ld—there at
least, Bhe gave the world the preference ."

11 I do not believe," Emily replied, " she
would have refused, if her mother had not so de-
cidedly influenced her ; and we ought to con.
sider, Mamma, how wearily the hours drag on
wh.n she is much confined to the domestic cir.
cle : she dreads being alone with Vernon. She
told me with tears, that wicked as it was, she
almost wished she had no conscience ! the
hours of solitude, are to Edith, fraught with
pain. Bu', mamma, what is your opinion of the
new nurse, do you really think her unfit for her
duties 7" '--

" Owing to Vernon's anxiety upon the sub-
ject, I have taken some pains to inquire," said
Mrs. Rivcrlon. •' I fear she is-not to be relied
upon ; ahe was repiesente<tto me as artful, and
tond of visiting. I wish to hear farther, before
mentioning it to Mrs. Vernon ; indeed it is a
matter of delicacy to speak of it all ; having
become so irritating a subject to Edith. You
are sad, Emily, and not without reason, for the
future prospects of your friend are overhung
with the dark clouds of despen 'en^v and fear.
Terrible, indeed, was the responeibili y of Mr.
Evylen, in causing his daughter to marry a

man, to whom she bore neither love nor te
pect."

And now turn we again to the house of Mr.
Vernon ; the dressing room of Edith, which her
husband had just entered, to make another at-
tempt to dismiss the nurse. Vernon was speak,
ing.

" I know Edith, I expose myself to your con- •
tempt, by my constant anxiety about my child ;
but, I beg most earnestly, and for the last time,
that you will dismiss the woman. I will en-
gage to procure another, and one that will Mlit
you ; there is no use ia my suffering so unne-
cessarily." Had he stopped there he might
have succeeded, but he added, " It is but a small
matter to you—it will be the death of me if
harm come to the boy."
^Disguising the anger that raged in her bosom,

she said scornfully :
" Is there any other favour Mr. Vernon would

ask at my hands ; ordering my dresses, or di-
recting my chambermaid ; duties quite aa appro,
priate as those he has chosen to assume. I t
has ever, I believe, Sir, been the mother's pecu-
liar province, to take charge of the nursery ; is
it your will I resign the charge to you ?"

" Do me justice, Edith," burst from Vernon
in a voice of agony ; " do me justice, I never in-
terfered during the whole time the first nurse
you procured had charge of the child ; I was
happy—happy beyond expression, in the health
and blooming beauty of the boy. Where are
your eyes, Edith, that you do not see the
change ? there is an expression or heaviness in
hid countenance, and often of suffering, that
fills me with alarm. Do not let me plead in
vain ; discharge this woman, and relieve me
from this state of anxiety and dread."

" It is utter foil;," was Edith's stern reply,
" to argue the matter further. It is the sea.
son of teething with the child ; that, and that
only occasions the change you speak of. I
have already said all lhat is necessary to say
on the subject. I will not discharge a deser-
ving woman from an office, whose duties she
has faithfully performed, until I see sufficient
cause for BO doing "

" Yo-i refuse then to dismiss this woman,"
cried Vernon, his face flushing to scarlet. "You
have had my answer already," said Edith,
haughtily : " I d o . Sir."

Love for his child, was stronger in the heart
of Vernon, than awe for Edith ; excited beyond
all bounds, he literally shouted as he said I

" Woman ! are you deficient in the natural
feelings that belong to your sex ? You will
not dismiss her ! Then I solemly swear I will;"
and he sprang from the room,in the direction of
the nursery. For a single instant Edith Ver.
non stood almost paralysed, with the passion
that wan mounting to her brain ; Bhe had no
power to reflect; reason lay crushed and help-
less and helpless at the feet of the gigantic de-
mon, Temper. Throwing open the door, she
hurried after Vernon. As she advanced, she
heard hia voice and that of the nurse, in high
and angry altercatiofr; more and more incensed,
she laid a strong hand upon the door lock, and
dashed it open to its utmost width. Vernon
had turned instantly, and he stood horror struck
at the appearance of his wife. The lips quiver,
ing and apart; the eye glaring with fury ; the
blue veins swollen across the brow, and rigid
with excitement ; the lofty form erect, yet
trembling with the stragglings of undisguised
passion. If there was iron in the nerves of
John Vernon, it failed him, in that hour : he
covered his faee with his hands, groaning with
shame for himself, and fear for his child ; in.
voluntary he shrank from the_ words of EJith,
which broke forth in the raisea tone of uncon.
trolled anger :

" Begone, Sir ! from this apartment; yon are
intruding with a craven spirit into a woman's
province ! / , the tpother of this ch Id will care
for its well doing. I am neither an idiot, in.
capable of the trust, or a fiend that I should nee.
lect it. Go, Sir ! and if evil befall the child, the
consequeuces be upon my head :" and passing
away from the threshold of ths door on which
she stood, she pointed silently with her hand in
that direction. Vernon obeyed the intimation,
but as ho did so, he raised a face, that COB-
trasted fearfully from its excessive whiteness,
toilh her own flushed and haughty countenance,
a id bending upon her a glance she had never
mat before, he said :

" Beware ! Edith Vernon, lest you go too
far ; beyond the pale of woman you have gone
already—if you have degraded me, you have
dngraced yourself; between you and me there
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must be a reckoning. For the sake of peace,
which I have not found, for the good Of my
child, which I have not attained, I have borne
to be trampled upon like a slave—awed into
submission like a oringing vassal, I have borne
too much already—God knows how much ! but
I will deal more kindly with you, Edith, than
you have ever done with me. I will take time
to reflect; the result you shall know to-mor-
row ;" and he left her. Amid all the shame
that then visited Edith, the mortification she
felt at such exposure, in presence of the nurse,
the stingings of conscience, that would be
heard through every fold of self-love by which
her heart was guarded, there gleamed one soli-
tary ray of pleasure, that Vernon, though late,
had shown some portion of the dignity that
ought to belong to to the character of man.—
As the day wore on, her reflections became less
painful; yet her conclusion was, " it will not
.last, there is nothing in Vernon to command
respect; and now, he cannot love me—yet he
is mine through time." Slowly as she murmur,
cd, she undid the clasped hands, and rose from
the sofa, that she might bury in preparations
for an evening ball, memory of the past, and
dark anticipations for the future.

While she is performing the duties of the toi-
lette, turn we for a moment to the nursery.

" Baby is ill, I am sure," said the tidy little
nurse maid, whose office it was to attend nu.'se
Hazlem : " don't you think so, nurse ? only feel
his little hands, how hot they are ! and his head
burns so. O h ! nurse, Mrs. Vernon ought to
know how ill baby is." " B e quiet when I bid
you," said the nurse in the quick sharp tone of
angry reproof, " there has been fuss enough
already, for one day, Nothing ails the child
but his teeth, he will be well enough in a day or
two. Mrs. Vernon promised to let you go
home to night, it is time you were off, if you
mean to reach there before bed-time.

" But I would rather not go, if I can be of
any use," said the girl timidly ; " indeed nurse,
baby looks ill."

" If you do not go to-night, you shall not go
for a month ; so lose the chance if you dare—
not for a month, if I can help it, shall you visit
your mother again : if there was any truth in
what you say, I would be the first to tell Mrs.
Vernon," said the artful woman, " but children
are often feverish teething, and 'tis a shame to
trouble her about it—when' she iB going to such
a grand ball too. So be a good girl, Nancy, and
take the chance, while you have it, of a fine
frolic. These inducements were more than the
girl could stand, and she went. The hours
wore on, and Edith was dressed. Before lea
ving the house, she went, as was her habit, to
the nursery. She did not notice the heavy
breathing of the child—but remarking the deep
colour that played on its cheek, which the sha-
ded lamp in a far part of the room did not ena-
ble her to see distinctly, she said :

" Is the baby quite well, nurse ?"
•' Oh yes, madam, a little fretful, or so, be-

times with his teeth; the dear little fellow ! he
has quite a color again ; you will soon see him
as sprightly as ever."

" Lift him up very gently," said Edith, •• so
as not to disturb him, I feel more than usual
anxiety about him to-night. Mr. Vernon's fears
of his health, have infected me I believe."

" Oh !'aure, madam ! you would not awake
him out of that sweet sleep ; you have no need
to borrow fear from any body ; yon love baby so
dearly, you would be the first to see if any thing
was wrong : do not have him waked for such a
foolish notion, it is cruel to disturb him, when
he has suffered so much to-day from his gums."
Edith suffered herself to be persuaded. With
an injunction to the nurse " to be very watch,
ful of her charge," she left the house. Nurse
Hazlem watched the carriage drive from the
door. Slipping down into the kitchen, she in.
quired| of a man servant " where Mr. Vernon
was ?" The man did not know ; he had gone
from home, leaving|word he would be back at a
very early hour next morning. Back to the
nursery went the dame, with a quick, exulting
step. That night a cousin of her's was to be
married—it had been arranged on the same
night of Mrs. Vernon's absence at the ball, for
her accommodation—and go she was determin-
ed. We are willing to hope the woman did not
believe the child really ill ; although a burning
fever was raging in its veins. From a basket
of her own she took a vial of laudanum, delibe.
ately dropping, what was evidently a very large

dose, she gave it to the child, too eager to be

gone, to notice its situation. As soon as th
dose began so take effect, she put on its night
clothes, and laid it in the bed, and without one
compunctous feeling, (for many times she had
done the same thing, always escaping undetec-
ted,) did she desert the lone babe, through that
long nightof solitary and unaided suffering.

The dim light of early morning was breaking
in the East, as Edith Vernon returned hoqne.—
Throwing aside her evening dress, she resolved
ere she returned to rest to visit her child. " I
can sleep better," she mentally said, "if I know
him to be quite well." By the time she was
ready to visit the nursery, it was clear morn-
ing> ^gathering the folds of her white dressing
gown about her, as she passed from the door,
for the air felt chill to her exhausted frame, she
entered the long passage that led to the nursery,
which stood about half way between her cham-
ber and a pair of stairs, leading up from, the
servant's department. At the head of these
Btairs, there was a window, which gave but a
dim light to the long entry. As Edith stood in
the shadow, she tho't she heard a quick step on
the stair-way ; a thrill of alarm came over her,
and she had not gazed an instant longer before
nurse Hazlem came insight, hastening onward.
The agonized Edilh took in at a glance, the
white dress and pink ribbons, escaping from her
cloak—fearful evidence of the night's misdoing.
In that moment of horror the blood chilled and
seemed to stand still in the veins of Edith, but
only for a moment. With the bound of a ti.
gress she sprang upon the terrified wretch :

11 Where is my child ? answer m& woman !
did you dare desert my child through the long
and terrible night 7" She grasped her by the
shoulder, shaking, her till the nurse shrieked
with pain. Her cries seemed to recall Edith to

y her senses.
•• Out of my sight!" she exclaimed, 1C hence

woman, forever !". and flinging her almost to
ihe floor, in the violence of her excited feelings,
she rushed to the nursery. As Edith laid her
hand upon the door, her spirits calmed sudden-
ly-a sense of her own guilt stole over her heart,
bringing with it self-abasement, shame, and re-
morse. With a faultering step she entered ;
raising her clasped hands upward, she murmur,
ed faintly :

•• Mercy—God ! I am justly punished." The
first glance at the empty cradle, and disarranged
bed, nearly drove her wild. With a desperate
hand she threw down the bed-clothes which
entirely covered the form of her boy—then, and
there, the hand of retribution fell upon the head
of that guilty and erring woman.

" M y child! I have murdered my child!
Give me back my child!—He is dead ! I have
murdered my child 1" Clear, through the still
morning air, rang the cries of that despairing
mother ; awakening every slumbering inmate
to a sense of terror and alarm. Upon one strain-
ed and listening ear, the cry fell with a startling
and terribie effect—the unhappy father ! Guid-
ed by the cries, and his own horrible forebo-
dings, Vernon hurried to the chamber, the first
glance at the dead body of his chiid turned his
heart to stone.

•• Murderess !" he exclaimed, as he flung off
her frenzied grasp, " is this your work"—lift-
ing up the child in his arms, he bore it
straight to his own room, closing and locking
the door in the faces of the terror stricken do-
mestics—and anon there came gasping sounds,
and choking sobs; theBtrong was stricken like
the feeble infant—forgetting in the first hour of
agony and despair, that the hand of Almighty
God had moved, though by a fearful, instrumen-
tality.

The physicians who aftcwarcls examined the
body, believed the child to have expired in con.
vulsions. Nurse Hazlem absconded, nor were
any traces found of her place of concealment ;
and we would hope the remorse that must liavc
attended her through life, proved salutary. A-
lone, and unaided, in the silence of everlasting
night the spirit had been rendered to its God !
and let us believe, with no ungentle hand, that
fair, and suffering boy was led through the dark
valley ! '• He who tempers the wind to the shorn
lamb,!' had called him to a home, wherb there
was neither suffering nor wrong ; and where
the •• hand of a Father ! shall wipe away all
tears." .

When Edith recovered from the swoon into
which she had fallen, as Vernon bore away the
child, she found Mrs. Riverton and Emily bend-
ing over her. ,

•• My kind friends, are you here ? I do not

deserve it. Oh, Emily ! go to Vernon, comfort
and console him, it will kill him Emily—and / ,
just God ! I deserve it all, upon my head is the
guilt; do not comfort me, wretch that I have
been. O Vernon, Vernon !" and the unhappy
woman wrung her hands in the wildest anguish.
Exhasted, at last, she sank upon the pillow,
where she lay qjuite silent for a time : suddenly
opening her eyes and looking it Mrs. Riverton,
she said :

'• Pray for me, all undeserving and guilty as
I am, there is hope, when a Saviour has died—
pray for me, Emily, that I may have strength to
bear humbly what I have brought upon myself;"
and she, who had herself known the sustaining
power of prayer, in the dark hour of mortal af-
fliction, lifted up her voice to the Most High.
Through the whole of that fearful day the tried
friends of Edith's youth, deserted not the couch
of the mourner - and well did Mrs. Riverton
know Jiow to administer comfort to a sore, and
wounded heart ; yet strong in a good purpose,
there was warning for the future, mingled in
her gentle and endearing sympathy. As the
day wore on, every effort to gain admission to
the room of Mr. Vernon failed. Nearly frantic
with alarm, Edith entreated Mrs. Riverton to
use authority if he would not admit her. Mrs.
Riverton, anxious and alarmed, went once more
to his door ; no answer was returned to her re-
peated knockings, to her earnest entreaties that
he would suffer her, to come in. Raising her
voice suddenly, she said in a clear stern tone—
•• Open the door, Mr. Vernon, or I will have it
opened." Vernon moved in the room, but did
not answer : again she raised her voice, '"Open
the door, sir, I insist—it is for your own Bake ;
open at once," and the lock turned as she ceased,
and the door opened. Mrs. Riverton shrunk
involuntarily, from the change a few hours had
wrought in Vernon ; there was no tear upon his
cheek, no moisture to relieve the marble hard-
ness of his strained and blood-shot eye ; the
lines of his face had grown rigid; years, count-
less years, seemed to have passed over his
head in that strong struggle with the heart's
agony. He took Mrs. Riverton's hand, led her
to the bed-side and pointed-to his child.

••See ! he waa once, all life and love! now a
clod of helpless clay, unconscious of my des-
pair and her guilt." His manner changed at the
thought, a dark, fierce look came over him ;
bending down, he uttered distinctly in her ear
as though he were afraid to hear the sound of
his own voice—"Tell her not to go forth when
they bear him to his grave ; let her not pollute
his last resting place with her unhojy ptesence.
Say it is my command, and if she dare rebel, I
will enforce i t . Leave me now, it iu my wish.
Do not disturb me again, when I am needed
for the last office—I am ready :" and lifting his
child, he placed it in Mrs. Riverton's arms, who
bore it, without a word, from the apartment.—
It was long before Mrs. Riverton was sufficient-
ly composed to rejoin Mrs. Vernon. Edith,
saw at a glance her recent agitation. "How is
he ? how is Vernon ? do not fear to tell me, I de-
serve it all ! Oh my husband, you are bitterly
avenged !" Gently as she could, Mrs. Riverton
imparted the command of Vernon. Edith bow-
ed her head and answered, •• I will obey him in
all things, would to God I had done it Booner."

Nothing of moment occurred until the day of
the funeral; the child was buried in the morn-
ing. Emily, strove to comfort the unhappy
mother, and she seemed, in some measure to
have succeeded. The first violence of her
grief abated, a calm came over her perturbed
spirits—she laid her hand upon Emily's arm
and Baid so My :

" Do you know, my tried friend, I have a
hope, not rash or presuming, but an humble
hope, that God will pardon my many sins. I
feel within a short time, "Though my Bins be
as scarlet, they shall be while as snow." They
have borne my baby to the silent grave—but in
the spirit land, he is pleading fo •* his guilty and
repenting mother. Oil! it is sweet to believe,
that my own blessed boy, is lifting his angel
voice for me, before the throne of a merciful
Redeemer !" and she wept long, though less bit-
terly than before.

On the afternoon of that day, as Edith lay
upon the sofa, propped with pillars, and suffer-
ing from exhaustion, tenderly watched by Mra.
Riverton, and Emily, a heavy step was heard
without; the door quietly opened, and Vernon
entered. A faint cry broke from Edith, who
rose hastily to meet him. She staggered from
excessive weakness, and would have fallen in
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Vernon had nol caught her. Lifting her as he
would have done a child, he placed her upon
the sofa, took the handkerchief from her trem-
bling hand, and wiped her forehead, moist with
perspiration—but there passed no softening
shade over the rigid, and hard lines of his
gloomy and resolved countenance; moved by
the slight attention, Edith was completely
overcome : bursting into tears, she clasped his
hand, and raised it to her lips ; he withdrew it
and said sternly :

"Command yourself, Edith Vornon; and lis-
ten ! between you and me, there will never be
communion more: the days of my married life
have fallen upon me with, the weight of long
yearn of sorrow ; they have not left me as they
found me, a light hearted, and happy man:
through the world my path is solitary, with a
broken and subdued epirit. I do not reproach
you, Edith; if you are a woman you must feel
for the boy ! Sec the ruin your frightful indul-
gence of temper has wrought—and beware
hereafter! It is my wish and my command,
that you leave this house wilhin the week. I
will allow you a moderate maintenance—but
as God is my Judge !" ho said with a sudden
burst of uncontrollable and fierce wrath, •
will not suffer you to share the wealth, that has
been your temptation, to marry a man you
scorned ! that proved your ruin, and my shame!"

" Forgive me, Vernon ! forgive me—only this
once ! forgire me in mercy ! I have been guil-
ty, guilty indeed. Pardon me, Oh ! my hus-
band ! it shall be my life's study lo become wor-
thy of your love."

14 Of my love ! ha ! ha ! ha !" and Vernon
laughed terribly in the bitterness of his scorn.
—My love !—My wealth I tell you—aye, for
that you would sacrifice soul and body."

" Hear mo, Vernon!" cried his unhappy
wife, " i f ydu will not for my sake, for the
sake of my unborn babe. O!)! I have wicked,
ly concealed it from you," wringing her hands
at the change in Vernon's countenance, from
excessive paleness, to the deep, burning flush
of indignation—" Off woman ! and forever !"
he exclaimed, shaking her from him in the vio-
lence of his excited ieelings, and rushed from
the room.

"There is no hope for me now, save in the
pardon of Almighty God !" said Edith, as she
rose from her scat, with the desperate calm-
ness of despair. Between Vernon and me
there is a gulf, broad as the one that rolled be-
tween Lazarus and Dives.—Strength ! give me
strength to bear. Oh ! my Creator, more mer-
ciful than thy creature ! '

Every arrangement was made by Vernon for
their final separation. Before the close of the
next day, Edith was at Mrs. Riverton's country
seat. Faithful friends had Rhe found in this,
the dark hour of her trial; but hers was a grief
beyond the power of friendship lo alleviate.
She had written to her husband, but the letter
was returned with the seal broken, in an envel-
ope. All overtures for reconciliation he reject-
ed with scorn ; and E iilh was only sustained,
and supported in the hope that Vernon's heart
would relent, when he again became a father.

About throe weeks after hnr removal with
Mrs. Riverton, Frederick II rbert arrived at

1 city, intending to visit Edith. Me had
risen high in his profession, and although, even,
the memory of his early passion ha I grown
diiii, he cherished a warm feeling of gratitude
to the whole Evylon family, for their kirrrinees
during his early and unfriended years. From
Vernon he received the news of their separa-
tion, wi'hout any allusion to the cause. In
grief ho took his way to Mrs. Riverton's, and
thence be Irarnod from thj lips of Edith, tlie
whole truth.

It soothed the heart of E iith Vernon in that
hour of humiliation, to bo able to do justice lo
the noble conduct of Emily; her Iriod and
warm friend-hip—through all her guilt, and its
terrible punishment. It needed not her voice
to awaken II iberl's attention to the matured
beaufy and winning softness of manner, so eon
spicuous in Enily Rivcrtti.i. We would gladly
linger upon the love that springs up in the
hearts of two so fitted for each other's happi-
ness, but our story is becoming loo long fur
our limits. In three nvmihs, Frederick Her-
bert bore away his young bride, lo gladden the
home of hi3 after years—to sooth and sustain
him in the hour of sorrow, or reverse. Happy
in her life was Emily Herbert! Upon her warm
and gentle heart, the sunshine of a husband's
love, shone unchangeably and forever. They

were strangers to that coldness and estrange-
ment, that so often makes a home, cheered by
the blessed light of woman's love, an abiding
place for the dark fiend of discord.

Haifa year had nearly elapsed, since Edith's
separation from her husband. The love in her
heart had grown stronger with every obstacle
thrown in the way of reconciliation, by his un.
abated coldness. She looked forward to the
birth of hoc child, as a sure and certain bond of
union between them. Well was it for Edith,
that her deep remorse and good resolves, were
aided and encouraged by so true a friend as
Mrs. RiVerton : the iron bond of habit, had
confirmed her in the indulgence of a high ex-
acting temper, that could not, it once be sub-
dued or controlled. The continued coldness of
her husband, the advice of Mrs. Riverton, and
best of all, the aid she sought from on High,
wir.li an humbie and repentant spirit, had
wrought a total change in Edith's character.
The softness, and gentleness of expression,
which late events had given to the noble order
of her beauty, now constituted its greatest
charm. """"

We pass over the few intervening weeks that
made Edith a mother—the mother of a boy!
She named him "John Vernon ;" murmuring
through her tuars, " Surely he will not plead to
a father's heaTt in vain." After her recovery,
she wrote to Vernon.

" Will you allow me to aay, my dear husband,
for dear you are to me—inexpressibly dear. Oh !
Vernon, I am a mother-—once again, take me
lo your heart, and I will be faithful to the sol-
emn trust. Du not deny me, Vernon ! I have
lived upon the hope, through the whole of our
fearful separation. It has sustained me, when
the hand of my husband was afar off—and not
as in time past, near to support in the hour of
anguish, and trial. Pity me, Vernon ! do not
utterly condemn me ! Have not I suffered ?
is not my remorse heavy to bear? will it not
plead as some extenuation of my guilt—-that
my fiery temper, in the plastic season of youth,
was neither checked nor controlled 1 Once
more, and I a?k it for the sake of your child,
forgive your wife ! You will not destroy the '
hope that has so long sustained me,? you will
not deny me, Vernon ? Our babe is sleeping
by my side; how soft, how innocent he looks!
he is pleading, Vernon, that father and mother
may unite, and " (rain him up in the way he
should go," curbing his passions with a strong
hand, lest they should bring guilt upon his own
head, and misery upon others. Grant ray pray,
er, my husband, the prayer of the sorrowing
and repentant EDITH."

It was in the afternoon of the next day, an
answer came to the letter; the first glance, told
the agitated Edith, it was Vernon'a hand wri
ting. "Thank God!" she said, bursting into
tears, " mine is not relumed." She had scarce,
ly glanced over the letter, till her whole face"
was lighted up with enthusiasm and joy, while
she exclaimed—"Now, he will believe, it is for
his own sake, and not for paltry gold : read it
dear Mrs. Riverlon—see, I may go back, and
he will love me yet, will he not? Oh yes!
there is much happiness in store for us both"—
and she covered her fac«, weeping from excess
of sudd,:n joy. Mrs. Riverton read the letter

" Come if you will, I am a beggar ! shorn of
the wealth that has been the God of your idola
try.—Come if you now chouse it—I have nonirht
to offer but a husband's love.

mi u i n VERNON."
I lie shades of evening were stealing over the

thronged city as Mr. R.verton's carriage stop,
ped at John Vcrnon's door. Edith pale and
livmblins alighted with her babe. In the hall
she mot the old houRo-kceper, who started as if
she had seen a ghost, at the Bight of Mrs
Vcrnon.

" Where is Mr. Vornon?" Edith ea crly de
mandi:d. ' J

T " i,n !'.le d r a w i n g room, and quite alone ; shall1 call him ?"
"No—lake the child to vour own room. I will

o to him myxelf" *
Edith was compelled to rest herself many

moments, ere she could gain courage to eo in
The memory of her last interview" hun | over
her spirits like an omen of ill. She shook off
by a strong effort, the growing weakness : with
a gentle step she reached the door, and softly
opened it. Vernon had not heard her ; he had
tunk back in his arm chair absorbed in gloomy
•efljction. As Edith gazed, she shuddered at
he change wrought by suffering. Tho pale,

wan face, bore no trace of the Vernon who had
made her his wife. He drew his hand slowly
over his brow and sighed heavily, and then a>
if to check the sad thoughts thar. were stealing
over him, tie rose abruptly. A single cry, thai
came from the depths of a heart w rung by re-
morse, escaped Edith—and she was in his arms !
" Can you forgive me, Oh my husband! who
have caused you such fearful suffering," and
she clung to his bosom as though she feared
he would cast her off.'

'• I can—I do—EJith—my own blessed Edith!
have you indeed come back, with a trne heart
to your husband? Forgive me, Edith if I
doubted the reality of your love, the sincerity
of your repentance. My sore heart needed
some test of your truth ; I have brought you to
no beggar's home, my own, my noble Edith !"
and fondly John Vernon clasped her to his bos-
om—and took her lo his heart—then and. fur-
ever !

A PASSAGE IN THE LTFE OF A LIT-
ERARY LADY.

BT MISS CATHARINE E. BEECHER.

The days are over when literary ladies are
held up for show, and set apart from the com-
mon rank, to be stared at as prodigies. In this
democratic land, even the aristocracy of talent
is running into the diffusive mould, sothat now
almost every circle shows its literary belle, as
readily as its blooming beauty. And the times
are past, too, when the terms learned lady and
genius are supposed necessarily to involve a
lacking of that common sense, which enables a
woman properly lo discharge all the domestic
and relative duties of life.

Now, our cookery books are supplied by (he
blues, and our model housekeepers are found
among the lady authoresses of the land. A
Leslie and a Chjlde instruct us how to make
puddings and pieB, and a Sedgwickand a Mi not
teach us how to "garauld clothes, to look
amaist as weel as new " A Sigourney is as ex-
pert at knitting and sweeping as she is at rhy-
mes, and divers other of the leading stars in our
galaxy of feminine genius, shine even more
brightly in the domestic sphere than in the pub.
lie gaze.

It vras my good fortune to number among my
friends, a lady of some literary reputation ; and
during a visit in her neighborhood, I had an op-
portunity, one day, of witnessing the combined
exercise of her literary and domestic genius, in
a style which, to me, was quite amusing.

"Come, Anna," said I, as I found her tend-
ing one baby and watching another loo young
to walk, " that piece for the Souvenir, which I
promised the Editor I would get from you and
send on next weelc; you have only this one day
left to finish ii—and have it I must, and have
it I will."

•' And how will you get ii, friend of mine ?'
said Anna, "you will at least have to wait till
I get house-cleaaing over, and baby's tecih
through." *

"As to house-cleaning, you can defer it one
day longer; and as to baby's teeth, there is to
be no end to them as I can see. No, no, to-day
that sfory must be ended. There Frederick has
been sitting by Ellen, and saying all those preU
ty things for more than a month, and she has
been turning and blushing till 1 am sure it is
time to come lo her relief. Come—it would not
take you three hours, at the rate you can write
to finish the courtship, marriage, catastrophe,
eclaircissemcnt and all; and this three hours'
labor of your brains will earn enough to pay for
all the sewing you could do for a year to come.
1 wo dollars a page, my dear, and you can write
a page in fifteen minutes! Come, my lady
housekeeper—economy is a cardinal virtue : con.
bidcr the economy of this thing."

" But, my dear, here is a baby in my arms
and here is a little puss by my sid'e, and there ia
a great baking down in the kitchen, and there
is a new girl' for help.' besides preparations
to be made ior house-clean Jig. next week It
i really out of the question, you see."

"[ see no such thing. ' I do not see what een
lusiai g.venfor.if it is not to help a woman
out of a scrape. Come, set your wits to work,
and. let me have my way. and you shall have
all the work done, and finish the story too
Give mo the boy and little Mary, and I will do
all the baby.tending for the day."

"Well, but kitchen affairs?"
"We can manage them too. You know you

can write any where and any how. Just take
your seat in the kitchen with y6ur writing
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wotpons, and while you superintend, fill up
Ihepdd snttches of time with the labors of your
pon ; meantime, aa Mrs. Gilman would say, I
will 'shew the baby to s leep/ and then come
down and help."

I carried my point. In ten minutes I saw
her seated in the kitchen ; a table with flour,
rolling pin, ginger and lard on one side—a
dresser, with eggs, pork and beans, and various
oooking utensils on the other—near her an
oven heating, beside her a dark skinned nymph
waiting for orders.

"Hero, Anna" said I, "you can write on this
Atlas in your lap ; no matter how the writing
looks, I will copy it."

"Well, well," said she, with a resigned sort
of amused look, " Minna you may do what I
told you, while I write for a few minutes, till it
is lime to mould up the bread-—Where is the
inkstand ?"

"Here it is, close by, on the top of the tea ket.
tie," said I.

Here blachey gigled, and we both laughed
to 6ee her merriment at our literary proceed,
ings.

I began to overhaul her portfolio to find the
right sheet.

" Here it is," said J. " Here is Frederick,
sitting by- Ellen, glancing at her brilliant face,
and saying something about ^guardian angel,"
and all that—you remember ?"

II Yes, yes," said she, falling into a muse as
ehe attempted to recover the thread of her story.

" Ma'am, shall I put the pork on the top of
the beans,"said Minna.

14 Powers of romance defend us !" thought I,
as I saw Anna turning from Frederic and Ellen,
to pork and beans.

" Never mind, Anna," said I, " take care of
these lovers, and I will manage the beans.

She resumed her pen fo?.a few minutes,when
we heard the music of the nursery above.

" Keep quiet," said I, " they shall be taken
eare of." So I sallied up stairs, when I found
both the younkers screaming at the top of their
voices.

"Come , you sweet little pledges, put yoar
heads down and go to sleep—for sleep you
must, and sleep you shall."

So I took one in my arms, and seating my-
self in the rocking chair, by proper calculation
I contrived, as 1 rocked back and forwards to
give a well directed blow with my foot at the
cradle with each forward movement, meantime
carolling forth the roundelays of old Mother
Goose.

First I struck up with " shew lol and bye
baby bunting," but my music only seemed to
inspire the young songster with new vocal pow-
ers. I gradually practised, Crescendo, till 1
gained what my music teacher used to call a
Forte passage. But the louder I sang, the more
emulous they appeared.

[ then changed to an entirely new mode, ta
king the well known air of "High diddle did-
die, the cat's in the fiddle," in the most brilliant
style, Bbarp key. This seeming to produce lit-
tie effect, I suddenly changed to the plaintive
minor of "Old Mother Hubbard went to the
cupboard ;" but all in vain. So changing my
modus operandi, I put little miss on the floor,
and bethinking myself that children are always
quieted by what they ought not to have, espc
eially if it is dirty, I pulled some old shoes- ou
of theclosct and throw one of them at her.

In a trice the toe of the Bhoe was gin hur mouth
proving at least a temporary quietus.

I then took my little man in hand, and after
tor promenading the room for half an noiy,
singing with might and naain.v/hen I occasion
threw another old shoe at my litlle lady, au she
novelty of each one Hiiled. I at last succeeded
in shewing one batty to aitey and in slue-iag llio
other into quietness. , , i

As aoon as the little frllow had nestled down
into a quiet slumber, I restored him to his era.
die bed, and taking up the other,, glided down
stairs. »

I opened the door and there stood my lady au-
ihorees, beating eggf*.

MMis^recoidie," said* I, "what has become of
those luckless lovers ?"

••Come, cornc," said Anna, laughing, "you
sec how it is—Minna is a new hand, and can.
not do any thing wiibput me to direct her. We
must give up the wedding for to-day."

••No no, let us have another trial. You can
dictate as easily as you can write, fume, I
can set little.rniss in this clothes basket here,
and give her iome mischief or other to Leap hi r

quiet—you shall dictate and I will write. Come,
this is the place where you left off—you were
describing the scene between Ellen and her
brother—the last sentence was "borne down by
the tide of agony, she leaned her head on her
hands—the tears streamed through her fingers,
and her whole frame shook with convulsive
sobs." What shall I write next?"

'•Minna, pour a little milk into this pearlash,"
said Anna.

"Come," said I, "the tears streamed thro'her
fingers, and her whole frame shook with con-
vulsive sobs.' "What next?"

Anna paused, and looked musingly out of the
window, as she turned her mind toward her sto.
ry, " you may write now," said she, and she
dictated as follows :

" Her brother wept with her, nor dared he
again to touch the point so sacredly guarded.—
.Minna/roll that crust a little thinner. He spoke
in soothing tones-—Minna, poke the coals in the
oven."

"Come." said I, "let me direct Minna about
these matters, and write awhile yourself"

Anna took the pen, and patiently set herself
to the work. For a while my culinary knowl-
edge and skill were proof to all Minna's inves-
tigating inquiries, and they did not fail till I
saw two full pages completed.

" You have done bravely," said I, as I read
over the manuscript—" now you must direct
Minna a while, meantime dictate, and I will
wrfte."

Never was there a more docil literary lady
than my friend. Without a word of objection
she followed my request.

" I am ready to write," said I, " the last sen-
tence was—'What is this life, to one who has
suffered as I have ?' "What next V

'• Shall I put in the brown or whife bread
first?" Baid Minna.

" The brown first," said Anna.
What is this life, to one who has suffered as

I have?" said I.
" Put in the ginger-bread the last," said Anna.
"What is this life, to one who has suffered as

I have 7" said I.
Anna brushed .the flour off her apron, and eat

down for a moment in a muse.
••You may write now," said she and she d i e

tated as follows :
•'Under the breaking of my heart, I have

borne up—I have borne np under all that can
try a woman—but this thought—Oh Henry !"

"Ma'arn, shall I put ginger into this pump-
kin ?" said Minna. .

" No, you may let that alone just now," saia
Anna. She then proceded :

'« I know my duty to my children—I see the
hour must come. You must lake them, Henry,
they are my last earthly comfort."

" Ma'rna, what shall I do with these egg
shells, and all this truck here ?" said Minna.

•> Put them in the pail, by you," said Anna.
«• They are my last earthly comfort," eaid I ;

" what next ?"
She.continued to dictate—
"You must take them away—it may b e -

perhaps it must be that I shall soon follow—but
the breaking heart of a wife still pleads—a little
longer—a little longer."

"How much Linger must the .gingerbread
stay in ?" said Minna. ,

" Five minutes," *aid Anno.
« A little l onger -a little longer," said I in a

dolorous tone, and we burst into a laugh.
1 Thus WJ went on, cooking, writing, nursing
' and laujfhir.fr, till I finally accomplished my ob.
ject. The piece was finished, oopyed and t..e
,u xt day s e t off to the editor. I the public
cvet ivad those pages, it might add something
to the interest to know in what turmoils they
were concocted.

Col. Stave versus 2V.ftacco.-The lecture.on
the uses and abuaes of Tobacco, delivered by
Cnl. Stone before the Young Men'«As.socialion
in this city, and listened to with Bo mu. . c
light, was, on Thursday evening reputed by
request, before iho Schei.ectady Young Men a
Association; and on the mxt " " " " " f Jn 'h§°
chapel of Union Collcgi-, before all the students
WVsuggest to tobacco dealers the propjtetvo
bribing the worthy author to Bilence—A/6. Adv

0

Five Facts.—A. firm faith is ihe beat divinity
a good l.le is the best philosophy; a clear e»i.
science is the best law ; honemy the best poliu
and temperance the best mediciut;-

From the Saturday Courier.
PETER, THE STORE IS TOO LONG.
Peter Brigham paid his last penny to the toll-

gatherer at Charles River, as he made his en-
trance into Boston. He walked about uiost of
the forenoon, and finally asked a gentleman
near one of the insurance offices, if he wanted to
"hire?" Struck with the appearance of the
lad, he said "Yes," and Peter was provided a
comfortable home, as a sort of " do all, in a
gentleman's family. To make a long story
short Peter was no common youth, and he grad-
ually rose in the employ of Mr. Parker, till for
years and years he was his head clerk, and final-
ly at the age cf 22 he was admitted into the
house as a partner, at one third the profits. The
well known houfte of " Parker & Co." contin.
ued for a goodly number of years, and became
one of the largest establishments of the day.
The senior partner finally retired, leaving the
whole concern in the hands of the junior* and
for thirty years the house continued to grow
with the growth of the city, under the prudent
management of Mr. Brigbam. He was esteemed
a merchant of the utmost integrity, and main-
tained a most enviable reputation during his
Jong mercantile career.

One day, the old gentleman said to Pejer, Jr.,
lis oldest son, who had. been brought up in the
stare— .

"Do you think you could manage business
alone 7 I leave you the store, a large stock of
goods, and perhaps the best set of customers of
any dealer in Boston: but remember, Peter, I
paid my last penny to the toll matn when I en-
tered Boston-"

The elder Brigham retired to Watertown, in
a neat country abode-. Peter went on in the
business. The spirit of improvement got abroad,
and Peter thought he must tear down the old
store, and erect an elegant one, with a granijje
front, and of great depth, to accommodate his
business. When he got comfortably into it,
with elegant fixtures to match, the elder looked
in upon Peter, Jr.

"How do you like the store, father ?"
" Peter, the store is too long !"
Peter Jr. continued to extend his operations,

and finally became the importer of the teas and
coffee he sold at wholesale. He was considered
a desirable match for most any young lady, and
in the following year espoused Julia Wentworth,
an heire.. oflhirty thousand He purchased
an elegant mansion opposite the Hall, and of
course? fitted it up in great splendor becoming
the hio-h circle in which his beautiful bqde would
move. The father of Peter claimed the privi-

Ie of presenting the Mirrors from the dining
hall. They arrived from Liverpool on the pre-

"Father, I've not seen the mirrors you gave

U8""Thev are suspended in this ball, my son."
All eves we turned upont hem—when, on a

ilore^and although be had l ° a u 8 h W l t h l l '6

res of the company, still ho fell there was mean-
i i n i ,and ho nevct went into the dm.ng hall

s eves would involuntarily revert to the
l with—"Peter, the Blore is too long."

r Peter won't 'ahead in business Ho

5?SS
re as good » bank ndo ^

A , n,,H was there any earthly reason
in , T '.houH n o " He » e n t i n l o the faney
r y X l a t e l y The cotton speculation loo
]Z l\lZ A £ and he went into the adventure,

n o t m i o r «o by porch.,
he West! Mr. Coblcr had made
by l h . sale of his lots where the

rears its a>p ring head—m
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ty West. It was whispered on 'Change that he
had made more than half a million in Stocks,
and his western lots, and that he wan to make
four hundred thousand on his " Eastern Town-
ships ;" he was written down as a mlllionarie :
and at the next election, Peter Brigham, junr.
was made president of the Bank of Exchange.

But there must have been a race of Peter
Brigharae, jr. in the days of Shakespeare—

" There is a tide in the affairs of men,11

and Peter found his on the ebb in the midst of
'the money pressure. Stocks down—cotton dit-
to—Western lots ho sale—Eastern townships
ditto. As a last resort Peter was obliged to
visit the countiy Beat of his father at Water-
town, to solicit funds to help him through the
pressure, or he must fall. The prudent old
merchant sat down and took a cool 6urvey of
Peter's affairs. He then called the servant to
bring him some bank checks, one of which he
filled ont thus :—

" Psy to Peter Brighara jr. one penny, the
amount possessed by his.father when he arrived
at Charles River Bridge, and the best inheri-
tance a father can give his son to begin the
world with.

PETER BRIGHAM."

The next day the failure of the house of Peter
Brigham, jr. was announced on 'Change for
nearly a million of dollars. And when the
stock in the new" store with a granite front was
sold, beneath the red flag, wild and headstrong
speculators had read to them an Important les-
son of prudence and sagacity, in the little em.
emblem of—

" PETER THE STORE IS TOO LONG."

EDUCATION OF THE HAND.
A highly accomplished lady, from England,

^remarked a few evenings since, that she was
greatly astonished to find how little young
ladies in America were taught to use their
hands. * Nearly every one, after a moment's
reflection upon the varied and almost magic
powers and uses of the hand, will probably feel
a degree of surprise and regret that it should
be lost sight of, at least in a great measure,
in the education of both girls and boys.

The hand is not merely the index and agent
of the mind, but more or less its director. At
least a sympathy, of a most intimate kind,
must almost constantly exist between these
two great resources of human energy, the hand
and the head—taking with them, of course,
the'heart.

The'importance and the neglect, or rather
perversion or abuse, of this curious and won-
derful instrument, furnished ua by our Creator,
may, perhaps, render a few hints on the subject
of some use to teachers, and certainly not lees
to parents. I will here mention a few instru.
ments and exercises, found by experience to aid
in the education of the hand, commencing
with early childhood.

Children's Bricks—The most interesting and
instructive instruments, within my knowledge,
for children, from one and a half to four and
five years of age, is a set of bricks, or blocks
of wood, twice as long as wide, and twice as
wide as thick. Three inches by one and a half,
and three quarters are probably the best dimen-
sions.

Other toys, frequently expensive, may come
and go, almost with the rapidity of days, but a
few simple blocks, though used" for months, or
even years, are still new ; they at least afford
new employment, amusement, and instruction.

After the child .has piled them in ten thou-
sand different forms, representing houses, doors,
windows, stairs, walls, rail-roads, canals, &c,
&c, there are as many more, still urging him
to new discoveries, and new displays of inge-
nuity. They receive additional interest and
instruction by prints of animals, implements,
&c. such as the horse, dog, knife, and hatchet,
pasted upon them. The names of these objects
annexed will give the young self-instructed pu-
pil some knowledge of written language, con.
stituting his first lessons in reading.

Slate and Pencil.—Every child over three
yearn, and probably under that age, will provide
much employment for his hand by a slate and
pencil, aided by a sheet or a few cards, of ge-
ometrical figures. The skill and accuracy of
band and eye, acquired by children four and
five years of age, in forming triangles, squares,
hexagona, And various other figures, are truly
surprising.

From the geometrical figures they soon pass,

if permitted, to natural representations of ob-
jects—the drawing of birds, fishes, horses, fun.
nels, saws, houses, &c. &c.; not like most pu-
pils under drawing masters, merely making one
picture like another picture, but taking their
pictures from the objects they represent. It is
fully proved that every child would make some
useful proficiency in linear drawing, simply by
the encouragement of his desires and attempts
in the- five first years of his life.

After linear drawing, not before, a child can
be profitably encouraged in forming the manu-
script letters, but almost entirely in connection
with objects previously drawn by him. For ex-
ample, under the picture of a dog, drawn by
the chiJd, let him write the word dog. The
same with other drawings.

Scissors and Knives.—In connection with
the elate and pencil for drawing geometrical
figures, children frequently use the scissors and
knife for cutting the same figures upon paper.
By the use of these instruments, " geometrical
albums,1' in such repute among children, have
been formed in great numbers, and frequently
with great beauty, exercising, of course not
only their judgment in connection with their
hand and eye, but their taste. A great portion
of the most important principles of geometry
have in this way, been both illustrated and
proved ; and that too, by a practical applica.
tion of them at the time, and not merely by ab-
stractions, to which the study of geometry is un.
fortunately', as it seems to me, generally COD-
fined.

Family and School Cabinets.—Every child
ought to be aided to a knowledge of the names
and many of the properties of all the useful
and some of the curious minerals, with a great
portion of the plants in his neighborhood, em.
bracing the different kinds of wood, with some
shells, animals, &c, and a portion of fabrics
and various manufactured articles, or articles of
commerce, before any instruction is attempted
for him from books. Nothing affords a more
delightful employment for the hands, eyes, in.
tellects, and, of course, the feelings of children,
than collecting, classifying, arranging, labelling
and in various ways studying the works of na-
ture and art. Such exercises give to their
homes and school-rooms charms which will
draw them from bad company in the streets.—
They in fact, not unfrequently create good
company from that which was before bad, by
giving vicious boys a preference for good rath,
er than evil. I know of no one thing which,
as it seems to me, would do more to elevate the
schools and the morals of our republic, than a
small "Cabinetof Nature and Art," in each of
the two millions of families, and of the seven,
ty thousand schools in our country. Certainly,
no one thing can be more easily accomplished';
as permission to children will lead them to do
almost tbe whole "free, gratis—for nothing,"
and with a thousand thanks to their parents and
teachers into the bargain.

For myself, I can see no danger on the part
of parents and teachers, in closing an engage-
ment with their children aud pupils at once.—
Certainly, if they do not prefer for them tip-
pling shops, theatres, cock-fighting, various
kinds of petty gambling, with a fair prospect of
petty thefts, and the whole of the long train of
accomplishments possessed by loafers and black-
guards.

Household Furniture.—Except for the danger
of incurring the displeasure, perhaps the repro-
bation of some kind mothers, I should strongly
recommend for their daughters, the daily or fre-
quent use, commencing at an early age, of the
cambric and darning needle, the bread-tray, the
dish-cloth, and a long list of nameless impli-
ments admirably fitted for useful and interesting
employment for girls, before the transforming,
more properly, perhaps, the deforming, hand
of education has been upon them. But as the
vulgar not̂ mfl of eating pood bread, and wear,
ing whole coats and stockings, produced by
wives, daughters, or sisters, are inconsistent
with the modern refinements in a ''finished td.
ucation," and as I have already extended to the
full limits of your convenience, I will omit do-
mestic economy, and a hundred other subjeots,
which may furnish profitable and interesting ex.
ercises for the education of the hand, only ad-
ding the kindest regards of your friend. *

J. HOLBROOK.

v The Missouri Legislature are about to inlro
duce the New York System of Common Schools
nto that State. It is high time.

SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 9, 1839.

Snow Arches.—Oar folks, that is, we, the in-
habitants of Rochester, are determined not to be
buried in snow without having some amusement
from the game. After the walks were cleared
the banks were from 6 to 10 feet high. In or-
der to improve the appearance of these marble*
like walls, some of our merchants-made passa-
ges from their doors to their opposite neighbors.
These presented the appearance of white arch,
es.

We were considerably amused two or three
mornings since, to see one of nature's timids go
through one of them. It evidently struck him
as a curiosity at first; for he scrutinized it for
a long time with many a curious turn of the
head, once in a while venturing to poke himself
partly under. At last, with a most comical fear,
and inimitable shrug, he ventured through, and
manifested his satisfaction by the most triumph-
ant look we ever saw.

Journal of Education.—We have seen seve-
ral numbers of this paper, and have been much
gratified in the perusal. It is edited with a
masterly ability, and with a tact anddiscrimina-
tion which render it worthy of the support of
the friends of education.

Would it not be well for those who are mov-
ing in the common school cause to order a num-
ber of copies for distribution in the city 7 It i s

published at Detroit, Mich., at 75 cents a year
in advance—JOHN D. PRICE, Editor.

A Fact.—There is a man Jiving about fifty
miles north of the city of Cincinnati, who has
had twenty.four children by one wife, eighteen
of whom are full grown, hearty males, capable
of bearing arms. No wonder Cincinnati in.
creases so fast in population, if they have many
such chaps as this among them.

It is said that young ladies should never mar-
ty until they have relinquished tight lacing, be-
cause the marriage slate ought to be free from
bondage.

Outrageous.—A Southern editor asks, in talk-
ing of Poetry and Matrimony-^-" who would in-
dite sonnets to a woman whom he saw every
morning in her night cap, and every day at
dinner swallowing meat and mustard ?"

Society is something like a barrel of pork -
The meat that's at the top is sometimes not so
good as that that's a little grain lower down
the upper and lower ends are plaguy apt to:
have a little taint in them.

. *
Tin is said to have been discovered in Ken.

tucky. This metal had been thought not to ex.
ist in this country.

From the New Yot k American.
^. Ourold friend KnickerbocJcer'comes this month
in improved guise, and is ushered in with a
bran new Buit of clothes. The Gentleman ha
ving reached his thirteenth birthday, his guar-
dians have thought fit to celebrate the event by
a complete change of costume. A capital cn-
srraving ,pf Durand's painting, » The Wrath of
Peter Stuyvesant," embelislies this number
which contains its usual quantity of matter The
memoir of John W, Gould.a contributor to its Da-
ges^ under the name of,"' Jack Garnet," will be
re«! witlnnuch interest by all who have "been
familiar with the productions of his pen. He
died some months ago on his voyage home from
boutn America. Among the papers found after
his decease,was a very spirited sketch, "said to
be as effective as he ever wrote. It is i fra«r
ment. "'

C. C. MORSE, of this city, is agent for tht
Knickerbocker.
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Writ en for the Qtm.

I N T R E P I D I T Y OF A DOG.
It is now more than 36 years ago, for it was

in the summer of 1802, I think in June—but I
must begin ray story a little further back, and
detail it to you particularly.

The venerable JOHN COATS, Esq., of Geneseo,

who removed from Yorkshire, England, brought
two terrier dogs with him ; a male and a female.
The dog was rather large for the breed, and
perfectly white, which he called Silver: but
Meggy, our heroine, was a little black curly
haired, fierce, chunky slut, and being aged and
in a family way, Mr. Coats wishing to oblige
his friends in the vicinity of Geneva with some
of the breed, gave her to William Reed, who
took her to the town of Seneca, and left her
with two young men, Thomas and John Charl-
ton, lately from England, who had bought a
farm on Flint-creek, and were keeping bachel-
or's hall. Meggy was well taken care of,
and in due time brought forth a fine litter
of pups, eight of them, which she had nursed
until they were old enough to be dispersed,
when early one morning, an old bear came to
neighbor Carson's to make a dicker for his hog ;
but not finding any one a stir, without speak-
ing a word immediately took possession. But
not so with the hog; it screamed " a hor-
rid murder shout in dre adful desperation." And
well it did, for it aroused Mr. Charlton and little
Meggy, who ran to the rescue, and by the time
that bruin had got his prize down by the Creek,
and was about beginning his breakfast, Meggy
laid fast hold of his haunch. The bear flew
round and round to see what the matter was,
and shake it off, but finding no relief, took to
a tree and clambered up to the limbs, (this is a
rich beach and maple country, and the trees are
from 30 to 50 feet to the limbs) taking Meggy
along for ballast, who not thinking proper
to relax her grips in such a harbor, they
had to return again to terra firm a. By the
time they had got there, however, Mr. Charlton
had arrived—a stout young man—armed with a
club, who, not knowing what kind of an enemy
he had to deal with, nothing daunted, went to
loundering away over poor bruin's shoulders,
and he, finding himself so sadly Beset by belige-
rents fore and aft, instead of giving fight, took
to another tree, and up he went, dog and all,
to the top ; but finding no rest returned again
to the eartl., only to enjoy the sorry comfort of
Charlton's club, which again made him clamber
up the third tree. Could he have had forti-
tude enough to have remained there (as the se-
quel will show) Meggy would soon have fallen
and been dashed to peiceB, and although he had
lost his pork, he would have laved his bacon—
but that was not to be, and they again descen-
ded. When about twenty feet from the ground
Meggy relaxed her hold and fell, but j urnped up,
and caught again before the bear got off the tree.

Mr. Charlton was now ready with his club,
which he laid on so lustily that he felled poor
bruin down, jumped on to him, and cut.his
throat with his jack-knife. Whilst ho was in
the act of doing this, Meggy sprang forward,
and the bear killed her dead on the spot with a
blow of its paw. G.

Roman Etiquette.—Cato, when Censor of
Rome, expelled from the Senate Manilus, whom
the general opinion had marked out for consul,
because he had given his wife a hiss in the day
time in the sight of his daughter. "For his
own part," he said, "his wife never embraced
him but when it thundered dreadfully," adding
by way of joke, " That he teas happy when Ju.
piUt pleated to thunder."

From the New York American.
THE BIBLE IN SCHOOLS.

Suppose that the same amount of lime and
study was devoted to the Bible, in schools, which
is now devoted to the Btudy of Grammar, would
not children, and the community generally, be
more able to speak and write correctly t^an
they now are ? Does any book contain purer
English than the Bible ? Do grammars furnish
as many, or as good, exercises for reading,
speaking, .or writing the English language cor.
rectly, as this sacred volume ?

For myself, I have never been able to under,
stand how it is possible to learn " to write and
speak correctly" by .the study of grammar. But
I can see very clearly, how the study of the
Bible, in its beautiful narrations, in its unpar-
alleled poetry and sublimity, in its history and
biography, and in the important and everlasting
truths it unfolds to moral and-immortal beings,
may acquaint its readers with our language in
its purity.

For exercise in reading, no one book is equal
to. the Bible. How rare it is to hear a person,
even clergymen, read this volume so as to give
to its sublime truths their full force. Would
not a person who could read every portion of
this book well, be able to read any thing well'!

As a book of history and biography, is not the
Bible more important than any other volume to
be used in schools ?

Does Locke, Stuart, Brown, Paley, or all
united, give as full, or as clear, a view of the
human understanding, or of the human heart,
as this volume of God ? Does any other book
contain better specimens of sound logical rea.
soning ? If not, why not use it as the book of
logic ?

As a moulder of the human heart and human
character, however, the Bible is infinitely more
important than any other book, once peculiarly
so, during the moulding period of childhood.—
If the time should ever arrive, when it shall be
the great object of teachers to bring the cenduct
of their pupils to the test of " Christ's Sermon
on the Mount," and to the same principles stri-
kingly>nd beautifully developed in various por-
tions of the sacred volume, may we not expect
to see human beings more worthy of the name
of Christians, and more pure and more consist,
ent Republicans, than any now coming to our
view T

To me it appears singular, entirely unaccount-
able, that a Christian and enlightened nation,
as Amercans are pleased to call themselves,
should almost wholly neglect, in their system of
education, or shut out from the means of instruc-
tion, the two great volumes which are the foun.
tains of all knowledge—the book of Nature, and
the book of Revelation; and place in their stead,
thousands of subterfuges, as senseless as they
are irksome to all young minds, which, above
all others, are constantly eraving for food which
shall at once gratify and strengthen them, and
fit them for the high destiny designed for them
by their Creator.

Ever yours, J. HOLBROOE.

A Cool Argument.—•• Boo-oo-oo-oo—father
don't lick me, will you?" said a little urchin
one day, who had been guilty of some misde.
m«anor<-

*• What's the matter with you, sir ?"
" O, don't lick me, father !"
" Come along here—what have you been a

doing ?"
111 broke that old broken saucer—"
•l Come here to me !"
"I'm 'fraid you'll lick me," said the boy,

trembling and shaking.
" Come here, I tell you."
•• Wont you lick me ?"
"No."
•• Will you swear you wont ?"
•' Yes."
" Then I wont come, father; for parson All-

wood says, he that will swear will lie.'1'

Ltcturesjor Ladies.—Mrs. Gove, from Bos-
ton, will commence a course of lectures on a-
nalomy and physiology, at Clinton Hall, on
Monday, at half past 3, P. M. These lectures
are designed for Ladies only, and we know of
no good reason why ladies, and especially mo-
thers, shonld not derive great advantage from
attending them. Mrs. Gove's discourses have
been listened to repeatedly at Boston and else-
where, by large classes, and the press, doubt,
less on information from the favored hearers,
has borne testimony their merit.—Com. Adv.

From the Albany Evening Journal.
SOUTHWICK'S FAMILY NEWSPAPER.

MH. WEED—My attention has recently been
called to Mr. Southwick's paper, which I had
hitherto but occasionally seen. Like hundreds
of others in the city, I had overlooked the claim
of my family to supply'them with a paper suit-
ed to their wants. The "Newspaper" has just
commenced its second volume, and the present
is the best time to commence taking it, as its
form and contents render it valuable for pres-
ervation and binding. To the friends of reli-
gion and morality, of civil and religious liberty,
of the arts and sciences, of education, of tem.
perance, &c. &c , it furnishes a weekly report,
in addition to the news of the day in a condens-
ed form, and divested of that mass of floating
matter which the politician and the newsmon-
gers are so eager to obtain. In truth, it is pre-
cisely what it purports to be—a "Family News-
paper.11 Those who know SOLOMON SOUTHWICK,
the editor, need not be told of his capacity to
publish an interesting sheet, and none surpass
him in experience. Pre-eminently friendly to.
our young men and mechanics, his exertions in
their behalf, it is hoped, will not be unheeded ;
and to the heads of families generally, I would
cordially recommend the support of this jour,
nal. I have no personal interest in thiB ; and
my communication is written without the re.
quest or knowledge of Mr. Southwick; but I
do hope that in Albany, at least, a reading,
if not a grateful community, will not let toe
"Newspaper," the only "Family" paper in the
interior of our State, be- found wanting in the
support which it richly merits. To the readers
of this, let me say—get the "Family Newspa-
per," lay it before your families, subscribe for
it, pay for it, and you will never regret that you
have taken my advice. It need not interfere
with any arrangement for the office, the count-
ing room, or the work-shop, and it will carry a
stream of intelligence into the family circle
which should be ardently desired by every one.

" Oh Bobby, my dear boy, dont blow your
no.se on my pocket handkerchief; I paid eighty
dollars for it in Broadway !" " Why'.la, moth,
er, if it aint to blow my nose on, what's it for ?"
" Why it's to carry in my hand for show, Bob-
by." " For show, mother ? pay eighty dollars
for a pocket handkerchief for show. Well, now,
that'jB queer, and when you went out to buy it,
mother, you would not givb sixpence to the poor
woman and her child, what had nothing to eat.
—Star

Natural Criticism.— I always listen with
much pleasure to the remarks made by country
people on the habits of animals. A country,
man was shown Gainborough's celebrated pic-
ture of the pigs : "To be sure." said he, "they
be deadly like pigs; but there is one fault—no-
body ever saw three pigs feeding together, but
what one on 'em had a foot in the trough."—
Jesse's Nat. Hist.

MARRIED.
In this city, on the 28th instant, by the Rev. Dr. J.

Henry Whitehouse, Heman A. Mooie, Esq. pf Colum-
bus, Ohio, to Misg Mary A. daughter of Dr. S. Hunt,
of Rochester.

At Charlestown, Mass., on the 5th ult., by the Rev.
Dr. Fay, Nathaniel Norton, of the city of New York,
to Miss Caroline Greenlenf, daughter of Jonathan Call,
Esq. of the former place.

In Geneseo, on the 22d instant, by Elder Hail Whit-
ing, Mr. James B. Blod jet, of Avon, to Miss Mary Low,
of the same place.

At China. Genesee county, by Heman Wilson, Esq.
Mr. Alexander Roy, formerly merchant of thie city,
Rochester, to Miss Celesta Dennis, of the former place.

In Mount Morris, on the 24th ult., by the Rev. S. C.
Church, Mr. Andrew Johnson, to Miss Elizabeth
Wliitcnack, both of the former i>lace.

In Sparta, the same day, by the same, Mr. Palmer
Atherton, to Miss Betsey Voorhees.

In Geneseo, on the 23d ult., by the Rev. Mr. Lewiet,
Mr- Horatio N. Holmes, to Mies Maria Benjamin, of
he former place.

At Extcr. N. H., on the 15th instaut, by the Rev. Mr.
Hurd, Proffessor William N. Nortoa, of the city of
New York, 10 Miss Elizabeth E., daughter of the late
Samuel B. Stevens, of Exter.

In LeRoy, on the 23d instant, by the Rev. E . Latti-
mer, Mr. Win. H. Olmsted, to Miss Maria Morehoime.

In Stafford, on the 10th instant, by the Rev. Samuel
Griswold. of Bergen, Rev. Geo. W . Lane, of Chapin-
ville, to Miss Harriet Franklin, of Stafford.

On the 18th instant, by It. Hollister, Esq. Mr. Martin
Fox, to Miss Caroline Johnson, both of Stafford.

In the Baptist Church, at Lockville, on Sunday InBi;
by Elder Noah Barrel, Mr. Alfred Hedges, to Miss Es-
ter Barrel, all of Loikvllle.

In Lyons, on the 17th Instant, by the Rev. LucasHub-
bol, Mr. J. M.Thornton, of Lafayette, Indiana,toMIBI
Harriet Parker, of Lyons.

On the 17th instant, by the Rev. Mr. Hay, Mr. John,
Baekensiose, Merchant, to Miss Charlotte C a r o ^ d
Mead, all of Geneva.
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Written for the Qem.

NO FICTION.
Thoro'ii beauty in the Btarry night:
There's beauty In tbe moonbeam's light.
That plays o'er nature's soft repose,
Whilst cooling Zephyr gently blows*

There's beauty in the thunder's roll,
As Lightnings flash from pole to pole.
As storms arise and winds assail,
And Earth sends forth her deepest wall.

There's beauty on tbe Ocean's crest,
Whilst billows roll high on her breast,
Or sink in slumbers calm, to rest,
When Sol dips in the wat'ry west.

There's beauty in the whispering breeze,
That gently skims the azure seas,
And ripples, slight, the chrystal waves,
In sunlit eve's unclouded rays.

There's beauty in the twilight gray.
When toil is done—dull care, away ;
When birds are in their leafy bow'ra,
And dews are sprinkling o'er the flow'rs.

There's beauty in the rosy morn,
As stars go out, when comes the dawn ;
When nature breathes, afresh, anew.
Her sweet perfumes 'mid sparkling dew.

There's beauty on the mountain's height,
Where snows eternal, glitter bright;
As well as in the vales, below,
Where roses bloom and lilies grow.

But, there are beauties yet untold.
More lovely far, than gems or gold;
That far excel, tbe blushing rose,
Which lovely buds, and blooms, and grows—

That/ar surpass the sweetest flow'rs,
That ever bloomed in Eden's bow'rs;
Or ever charged the balmy breeze,
With odours sweet, from earth or seas.

But hark! what says that damsel fair,
Whos'e eyes are suns, whos'e beauty, rare?
"What does he mean ? When will he tell,
"What earthly (oautie3 so excell 1"

"O!—I know, I guess ; the girls he means—"
Just so, fair miss, you're right, it seems -.—
You're good to guess on beauty's score,
And so, I think,—i'll say no moro.

For who can tell, describe, or know,
All that is lovely here below 1
We give the pa'm to ladies, sure,
Whos'eeyes are bright, whose hearts are pure.

H. G. M.
Rochester. January 25th, 1330.

Written for the Gem.

Tq S., OF PHILADELPHIA.
Tenor " child of Hope" hast found " on earth,"
Much—much, to give thee joy and bliss ;
Though fading, it has real worth,
While giving transient happiness :

We find, indeed, .our Borrows here
On earth—where ull our joys appear.

'Tis true the innocence of youth
Will often painta " fancied life,"
Anticipating nought but truth
In all things-yet, the matron, wife,

And mother—oft may heave the sigh,
And, froqucntly,—"she knowtlh why."

Earth gives us bliss—not all a'drearu,
Nor " vanity is all we see,"
Though Hope may through the darkness gleam,
And point to an eternity,

Where to imagination's view,
Its brilliant hues seem lasting true.

But why, when earth has much that's fair,—
Mnch that can make a heaven below—
Should we extend d thought, a care,
To worlds of which we nothing know t

Though suffering be the lot of all
The good ENJOY—the sorrow's small.

Rochester, Jan. 21,1830. C.

YOUTH.
Tbe dreams of early youth,

How beautiful they are, how full of J07,
When fancy looks like truth,

An4 life shows not a taint of sin's alloy.

From the January Knickerbocker.
A PSALM OF DEATH.

'Dear, beauteous Death ! the jewel of the just,
Shining no where but in the dark.

What mysteries do lie beyond the dust,
Could we outlook that mark!1

HENRY VACQHAN.

THE REAPER AND THE FLOWERS.
There is a Reaper whose name is Death

And with his sickle keen,
He reaps the bearded grain at a breath,

And the flowers that grow between
' Shall I have nought that is fair,' saith he :

' Have nought but the bearded grain ?
Though the breath of these flowers is sweet to me,

I will give thorn all back again.'
He gazed at the flowers wilh tearful eyes,

lie kissed their drooping leaves;
It w.is for the Lord of Paradise

He bound them in his sheaves.
' My Loid has need of these flowerets gay,'

The Reaper said, and smil'd ;1 Dear tokens of the earth are they,
Where he was once a child.'

'They shall all bloom in fields of light,
Transplanted by my care,

And saints upon their garments white
These sacred blossoms wear.'

And the mother gave, in tears and pain,
The flowers she most did love ;

But she knew she should find them all again,
In the fields of light above.

O, not in cruelty, not in wrath.
The Reaper came that, day ;

' Twas an angel visited the green earth,
And took tlie fljwers away.

From Bentley's Miscellany.
SONG OP THE EARTH TO I HE MOON.

Sweet sister, draw theo near.
Breathe o'er my weary brow thy silver beams ;

My flower cups are all closed,—the night dew's tear
Weighs down their lips,—they crave thy lucid beams ;

Sweet sister, draw thee near.
Midnight has shaded o'er

My mountain tops, anil my deep rivers rush
Inky and cold, moaning with sullen roar *,

And then my grandeur with an awful hush
Midnight hits shudud o'ei.
Come forth and kiss me, sweet.

Roll high, dear sister, in thy empyreal sky;
Laugh dimples on the sea,—my broad lakes greet;

Frost them with sprinkling silver;—lovingly
Come forth and kiss me, sweet!
Thy trembling pearly rays

Quiver wilh music, and the fair es tread
Their lightsome-measures to thu amorous lays

'Midst flower's chalcedony ; in bass they wed
Thy trembling pearly rays.

• Beneath thy magic eye
Grey Ruin sraiJes, as though a second life

Peep'd through the ribs of death ; sterility,
The moss clad pillar, stand with beauty rife,

Beneath thy magic eye.
Upon thy clouds of snow, •

Like a fair conqueror, thou sailest on ;
Whiletlie warm fr.igrant zephyrs gently blow,

In lovely majest, thou coinest down
Upon thy Clouds of snow !
Joy !—sister, thou art near!

My henrt is light, my (ace is joyous now ;
. My flower cup? ope their lip.4, as though in prayer.
List, how my forests sin* !—flood, lawn and bough;

Joy, sister, thou art near!

THE WIDOWEU MOTHER.
BY PROFESSOR WILSON,

Besirlc her babe, who sweetly slept,
A widow'rt mother sat and wept

O'er years of love gone by;
And as tlio aohs thick eiithorin;? enme,
She murmur'd her dead husband's naiuo

Wild that sad lullaby.

Well might that lullaby be mid,
For not one single friend she had

On this cold heartoil earth
The sea will not give back its prey,
And they were. wrapp'J in foreign clay

Who gave the orphan birth.

Steadfastly as a star dnth look
Upon a li itle murmuring brook,

She aazed upon the bosom
And fair brow of her sleeping son :
" Oh ! merciful Huuvetr! when I'm

Thine is this earthly blossom. gone,

While thus she spoke, a sunbeam broke
Into the room :—ih« bahe invoke

And from his cnidle smiled 1
Ah me ! what kindlinsr smiles mnt there !
I knew not*whethei was more fair,

The m other or the child!

With Joy fresh sprung froir short alarms
The siniler stretoh'd hi* rosy arms,

And to her bosom leapt—
All tear* at once were swept nwny,
And said a face as bright as day—

" Forgive me! that I wept!"

Sufferings thnre are fmm nature snrune
Ear hath not heard nor poet's tongue

May venture to declare :
But this, as holy writ is sure
The eriefs she bids us hero ondure

She can hersolf repair.

THE WINTER KING.
BY MISS HANNAH 7. OOOLD.

O! what will become of thee, poor little bird 1
The muttering storm in the distance is heard;
The rough winds are waking, the clouds growing black!

'They'll soon scatter snow flukes all ever thy back!
From what sunny clime hast thou wandered awayt
And what art thou doing this cold winter day?

' I'm pecking the gum from the oljj peach tree,
The storm doesn't trouble me—Pee, dee, dee.'

But what makes thee seem so unconscious of caret
THe brown earth is frozen, the branches ore bare!
And how enn'st thou be BO liiilit hearted and free,
Like Liberty's form with the spirit of glee,
When no place is near for thy evening rest,
No leaf for thy screen, for thy bosom to neslt
• Because thn same hand is a shelter for me,
That took off the summer leaves!—Pee, dee, dee.'

BuOnan fools a burden of want and of grief,
While plucking the clusters and binding the sheaf!
We tnke from the ocean, the earth, and the air;
And their rich gifts do hot silence our cure,
In summer we faint; in the winter we're chilled,
With ever a void that is yet to be filled.

A very small portion sufficient will be,
If sweetened with gratitude!—Pee, dee, dee.'

I thank thee. bright monitor! what thou hast taught
Will oft be the theme of the happiest thought
We look at the clouds, while the bird has an eye
To him who reigns over them chnncelese and high ;
And now, little hero, just tell me thy name,
That I may be sure whence my oracle came.

Because, in all weather T'm happy and free,
They call me the WINTER KING!— Pee, dee, dee.'

But soon there'll be ice weighing down the light bough
Whereon thou arc flitting so merrily now!
And though there's a vesture well fitted and warm.
Protecting the rest nf thy delicate form.
What, then wilt thou do with thy little bare feet,
To save them from pain 'mid the frost and the sleett
• 1 can draw them rirht up in my feathers, you see!
To warm them, and fly away!—Pee, dee. dee.'

Some friend has sent us the following verse
on a dandy, through the Post Office.

A damlyos a thing that would,
Be a young lady if he could;
But as he'ean'f, does all he can
To show the world he's not a man.

Detroit Post.

PROSPECTTS OF VOLUME X I, OF
THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.

A Semi-Monthly Journal of Literature, Science,
Tales, and Miscellany.

WITII PLATES, AT $1, PER ANNOM, IN ADVANCE.

In presenting to the readers of the GEM a Prospectus
for another year, the Publishers avail themselves of the
opportunity to return their grateful acknowledgments
for the evidence tboy icceive that this paper continues
to be a favorite with the reading community in tufa
section of the country. But while it is generally con-
ceded that we give more interesting and valuable matter
than can be obta'ined elsewhere for the price, and in
convenient form for preservation, wo arc aware that
there have been defects, which can, and shall be r«-
medicd.

One v. ord respecting pecuniary matters. Kxperlcncc
has taimht us thai PAYMKNT IN ADVAKUK, in nil
cases, is absolutely necessary. We therefore, give this
early notice, that, aft.-r the 'first of Janu ry, i,0 paper
will be sent out of the city, untijjiayment is received.

We wish all who want the 11th volume on these con-
dition, to forwan! their names as early ns possible, that
we may know how laiKe nu edition will probably le
called for. As small bill.-! are again in general circula-
tion, it will not be difficult for cv.,n individuals to m.;ho
their remittances.

TlilJMS—The Gem will be printed on good pnper
and type; in (fuarto form, suitable for. uin.iir.g; fr.-
quentl> to con loin a choice piece of mudic or other
euibeihUhinent.

The price will be, to city subscribers, whose paper«
are left at thoir doors, ONE DOLLAR & FIFTY CENTS ; to
those who.call at .the offi.-n, ONE DOLLAR & TWENTY-
FIVE CENTS-, to.mail subscribers, ONE DoLLAU-payj,l,k
in all casi s in advance.

Any person who-may obtain five subscribers, and re-
mit UB #5, free of postage, shall receive aix copies

Any person who shall remit u a g I O i l l &tiviin^ ft
of postage, shall receive twelve copies, and one bound
volume at the end of the y e a r . No subscriptions re-
ceived for less than one year.

I n ^ n S i r i S 1 1 CTn e"C 0 withthe«*ondSSatnrday
in January 1639, n n ( | contain 2 6 Nos., 8 pages ea«h,
including title page mid index

D-Printers who copy the above Prospectus,
send us one of their papers, shall be entitled to UM
space m our columns.
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From the Lady's Book.
MOTHERS, AS CHRISTIAN TEACHERS.

BY MRS. L SIGOURNEY.

THOUGH there are many mothers who decline
taking an aclive part in the intellectual culture
of their children,-yet they should not venture
with equal supincness to neglect their religious
instruction. For if "religion is the ritual of a
tender and lowly mind, looking through the
beauty and majesty of nature, to its God," wil-
ling to believe what he has revealed, and docile
to do what he has commanded, there surely
exists, in the simplicity of childhood, a prepa.
ration for its spirit, which the lapse of years
may impair.

Can it be necessary to enforce the precept,
that prayer should be early taught, and render-
ed habitual at Btated seasons, especially at those
of retiring to rest, and waking in the morning.
Begin with the simplest form of words, sol-
emnly and affectionately uttered. As by little
and little, the infant learns to lift up his heart,
tell it that it has permission to bring its hum.
ble wants, thanks, and sorrows, in its own lisp-
ing language, to the ear of its Heavenly Father.
Sooner, than perhaps is expected, may the
guileless spirit be led to communion with the
Hearer of prayer. For there are, between it
and Him, no deep descents into vice, no long
continued clouds of alienation, that darken His
countenance, and crush in dust the heart of the
way-worn pilgrim.

When regular seasons of retirement are ob.
served as a duty, or regarded as a privilege, the
next lesson should be, that the softest sigh, the
voiceless aspiration, is audible to the ear of
Deity. The mother may also lead her young
pupils, Btep by step, to mingle their requests for
divine guidance, their praises for continued
mercy, not only with every unforeseen exigence,
but with the common circumstances of their
daily course. Ejaculatory prayer, the silent
lifting up of the heart, by the fireside, at the ta-
ble, in the midst of companions, studied, or the
occupations of industry, may make the whole
of life, all intercourse with its Giver. This
niode of devotion must have been contemplated
by the Apostle, in his injunction—" I will that
men pray every where."

There is a sweet and simple custom preva-
lent in Iceland, which marks the habitual devo-
tion of its inhabitants. Whenever they leave
home, though for a short journey, they uncover
their heads, and for the space of five minutes,
simply implore the protection and favor of the
Almighty. Dr. Henderson, from whom this
fact is derived, and who observed it in the Ice-
landers who often attended him on MB excur-
sions, also remarked it in the humblest fisher-
men when going forth to procure food for their
families. After having put out upon the sea,
they row their boat into quiet water, at a short
dtstance from the shore, and bowing their un-
covered heads, solicit the blessing of their I1 a-
iher in Heaven. Even at passing a stream,
weich in their country of precipices is often an
operation fraught with danger, they observe the
eame sacred custom. This affecting habit of
devotion has been imputed to the fact* that from
their isolated situation, and modes of life, the
mother is almost the only teacher, and her in-
structioni seem to have become incorporated
with the very elements of being. Let us not
permit our Icelandic sisters, to go beyond us, in
enforcing the duty and practice of devotion.

Next to the exercise of prayer, we should ira.
plant in the minds of our children a rcve/ence
for the Sabbath. An ancient writer has said
impressively, that •• in the history of creation,

we may see that God placed wisdom above pow-
er, and the holy rest higher than both. For it is
not said, but the mass and matter was made in
a moment, though its order and arrangement
cost the labour of six days ; but the seventh
day, in which the great Architect completed his
work, isblessed above all others."

Let us imitate this climax. Whatever may
have been the industry, or success of ihe week,
its improvement or happiness, let us feel that Ks
crown of blessing is the holy rest and contem-
plation of the Sabbath. This solemn and glad
consciousness will assist us to present it to our
children in its true aspect.

We should mak6 them understand that God
claims it as his own, and that if it is wrong to
defraud an earthly friend, it must be a sin of
still deeper dye, to seek to defraud an Almighty
Benefactor. Teach them that all his commands
have reference to their good, but that this h as
an obvious connection with their spiritual im.
provemenl, and ought to be strictly regarded.

One of the simplest rudiments of Sabbath-ob-
servance, is for the mother to sooth her little
ones into a placid state of mind. We cannot ex-
pect from them that delight in duty which is
the reward of more advanced piety. We must
wait with patience, and labour in hope, not
placing our standard of requisition .too high,
lest the young aspirant bow, as under a yoke of
bondage.

Mothers, be careful to teach by your own ex-
ample, that rest from worldly occupation and
discourse, which the consecrated day prescribes,
and by your heightened and serene cheerful-
ness, awaken a desire of imitation. Point out,
in the stillness of the Sabbath morn, in the tent
of the opening flower, or in the snowy drapery
of winter, the untiring wisdom and goodness of
the Creator. By those mercies, which from
their continued presence, we are too prone to
pass unnoticed, lead their hearts to that Giver,
who forgetteth not the ungrateful. Describe
with what delight the gift ol the pure air would
fill the poor prisoner, or the dweller in a nox-
ious clime ; how the power of walking freely
over the fresh green turf would be prized by the
cripple, or the sick, long chained to a couch of
suffering ; with what rapture the sparkling wa-
ter would be hailed by the wandering Arab, the
weary caravan, the panting camel in the sandy
desert. To enkindle one spark of hallowed
gratitude, or pious love, in the little bosoms that
beat so near your own, is a work in unison with
the spirit of the day of God.

Be careful that the books which your children
read, are congenial to this holy season. Selec-
tions made by yourself, from tne historical parts
of the Bible, and pictures, illustrating them, af-
ford a pleasing and profitable mode of instruc-
tion. In the choice of subjects, or in your il-
lustration of them, you can keep in view some
adaptation to individual character, or train ot
thought, and thus, without seeming to do it,
delicately reprove a fault, or oherwh a drooping
virtue. Committing hymns, and sacred precepts
to memory, is also an excellent exorcise.—
Spend as mnch time a» you can in religious con.
versation with them. Do not dismiss them to
the Sunday school, and think no more about
them. Is it not a sacred pleasure to instruct
them on this holy day ? and would you not

Our young puoils ought not to bo initiated in.
to controversial' or metaphysical subtleties.—
Their understandings have not sufficient strength
to grasp the disputes that divide Christendom.
They are perplexed by distinctions of doctrine,
when their feeble comprehensions might have
been euided out of the labyrinth, by that simple
precept," the fear of the Lord, is the beginning
of wisdom." Their religion should be eminent-

ly that of the heart, a love of their Father in
Heaven, a love of all whom he has made, an o-
bedience to his commands, a dfead of his dis-
pleasure, a continual reference to him for aid,
renovation, and forgiveness through the Saviour,
and a consciousness that every deed, howevei
secret, is open to his eye—every word, every
motive, to be brought into judgment. This
foundation will bear a broad superstructure,
when years expand the lineaments of character,
and time's.trials teach self-knowledge, humility,
and reliance on omnipotent strength.

Perhaps some mother exclaims—11 she who
thinks herself fit to communicate such instruc-
tion ought to have much knowledge herself."
Certainly—and one great benefit of the under-
taking is, that she is thus induced to study, and
increase in the knowledge of divine things.

" But how are we to acquire this knowledge <
We have not time to hear all who speak in pub-
lic, or to read half the booka that are written."

The leisure of a faithful mother is indeed
circumscribed. When she is unable to go forth,
as she might desire, and seek for instruction, let
her make trial of the injunction of the Psalmist,
to " commune with her own heart, and in h_rr
chamber, and be still." The retirement of the
mind into itself said a man of wisdom, is tie
state most susceptible of divine impressions.

To study the Scriptures, to solicit the a;d ot
the Holy Spirit, to draw forth from memory
the priceless precepts of a religious education,
and reduce them to practice, are more congenial
to material duty, than the exciting system ot
the ancient Athenians, who according to the
Apostle, •• spent their time in nothing else, but
either to tell or to hear some new thing. —
Transplant thyself into some enclosed ground,
said an ancient writer, lor it is hard for a tree
that standeth by the way-side, to keep its truit
until it is fully ripe."

To overload a field with seed, however good,
vet neglect the process that incorporates it with
the mould, is but to provide food for the fowls
of the air. This must emphatically be tlie cafe,
when the mistresB of a family leave* imperative
duties unperformed at home, and wanders tre-
qucntly abroad, though it seem to be, in search
of wisdom. Her thoughts, if she is conscien-
tious, will eo hover about her forsaken charge,
as to leave a fixedness of attention for the dis-
cussions of the speaker. His voice may indeed
be Ike the lovely song of a very pleasant instru-
ment, but it must fall on a partially deafened
car. In spite of every endeavour, her heart
will be travelling homeward t« the feeble babe,
The uncontrolled children, or the lawless ser-

VaA8mother, in rather humble life, was desirous
of attending an evening meeting. Her husband,
who was obliged to go in another direction, ad-
vised her to remain at home. He urged, that
the weather was cold, and there was no one to
leave with the babe, and two other Jiltle ones,
except a young, indiscreet girl, whom they were
bringing up. and who being apt to fall as eep
with the infant in her arms, he feared it might
fall into the fire upon the hearth, « peri-pf.
the house consumed. But as she hadi gonea
night or two before, and no accident had hap.
penod. she said she thought she would truat
Providence again. So she wont-yet Jcrheart
niigave her fas she opened the door of the lee-
lure room, the speaker rising, pronounced his

^With whom hast thou left those few sheep

T t t r t T f h I B elocution, and the coinci-
dence of the passage wi.h her own rather re-
J oacMul train of ihouuU, so wrought upon her
feeling*, that in a short time she silently left
her seat, and reiuuied home. Atterwards she
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acknowledged that this circumstance had aided
in convincing her how essential a part of reli-
gion it was to watch over the unfleged birdlings
of her own nest.

Though the paths of instruction are prefera-
ble to the haunts of fashion and foJIy, as far as
•4 as light excellelh darkness." yet is it not possi-
ble that there may be such a thing as religious
dissipation? If so, it is peculiarly to be depre-
cated in a mother, one of whose first obliga.
lions is to "show piety at home," and whose
simple presence, even the sound of her protect-
ing voice from a distant apartment, is often far
more essential to the welfare of the little king-
dom which she rules, than she herself imagines.

A lady once asserted, that she had heard nine
sermons, or lectures, during the week—adding
as a proof of her zeal and self-denial, that she
had left some of her family sick, in order to at-
tend them. Now, if these nine discourses, em- '•
bodied the intellectual strength of profound and
educated men, it would be exceedingly difficult
for a matron, burdened with the cares peculiar
to her station, so lo " mark, learn and inward-
ly digest" this mass of knowledge, so as lo re-
ceive proportionate gain. And I could not
help recollecting the noble lady of ancient times,
who had determined to visit all Palestine, and
then take op her abode in Bethlehem, that she
might make Christ's inn her home, and die
where he was born, of whom Fuller, the histo-
rian, quaintly remarks, that, seeing she left
three daughters, and her poor little infant Foxc-
tuis behind her, he was fain lo think, for his
own part, that she had done as acceptable a
deed to God, by staying to rock her child in the
cradle, as to enter Christ's manger.

I would not, were it in my power, say aught
to diminish the ardor of my sex, to keep up
with the spirit of this advancing age, and above
all, to hold in the highest estimation, the know-
ledge of things divine. Rather would I increase
a thousand fold, their reverence for such know,
ledge, and for those who teach it- But let not
the mother of little ones forget, that her para,
mount duty is to impart to them what she has
herself learned, and proved, and held fast, as
" an anchor to the soul." Whatever accession
she makes to her own spiritual wealth, let her
simplify and share it with the flock, over whom
the Chief Sqepherd hath made her overseer.—
Let none or' her manna-gatherings be in the
spirit of idle, aimless curiosity, but with the
earnest intention better to obey the command
of dying lo\e—"Feed my lambs."

Can woman ever do too much to evince her
gratitude to the religion of Christ? Look at
her situation among the most polished heathen.
Trace the depth of her domestic depression
even in the proudest days of Greece and Rome.
What has she been under the Moslem? Hum-
bled by polygamy, entombed in the harem, de
nounced as soulless. Only under the Gorpol
dispensation has she been counted an equal, the
happy and cherished partaker of an immortal
hope.

Even amid the brightness that beamed upon
ancient Zion, her lot was in strong shaduvv.—
Now and then she appears with the timbrel of
the prophetess, or as a beautiful gleaner in the
fields of Boaz, or as a mother giving the son of
her prayers to the tempJe service. But these
are rather exceptions to a general rule, than
proof? that she was an equal participant in the
blessings of the Jewish polity.

How afflicting is her lot among uncivilized
nations, and throughout the realms of paganism.
See the American Indian, binding the burden
upon his weaker companion, and walking on
pitiless, in his unembarassed strength. See
her among the Polynesian islands, the slave of
degraded man, or beneath an African sun,
crouching to receive on her head, the load
which the Camel should bear. See her in liea.
then India, cheered by no gleam of the domes-
tic affections, or household charities.

A gentleman, long a resident in the east,
mentions that among the pilgrims who throng
the temple of Juggernaut, was a Hindoo family,
•who had travelled two thousand miles on foot.
"They had nearly reached the end of their toil-
some j mrney, when the mother was taken sick.
On perceiving that she was unable to travel,
the husbjand abandoned her. Crawling a few
steps at a time, she at length reached with her
babe, a neighb)ring village. There she be-
sought shelter, but in vain. A storm came on,
and she laid herself down, in her deadly sick-
ness under a tree. There she wan found in the
morning, by the benevolent narrator, drenched

with rain, and the infant clinging to her breas t
He removed her, and gave her medicine, but it
was too late. Life's flame was expiring. He
besought many individuals to take pity on the
starving child. The universal reply was—
" No, it is only a girl." He went to the owner,
of the village, a man of wealth, and implored
his aidi The refusal was positive. " Is the
mother dead ? Let the child die too. What
else should it do 7 Have you not said it was a
girt ?"

So the Christian took the miserable infant
under his protection. Having procured some
milk, he mentioned that he should never forget
the look, with which the poor, famished crea-
ture crept to his feet, and gazing up in his face,
as she saw the food approaching. So strongly
were his compassions moved, that he determin-
ed to take her with him to his own land, that'
she might receive the nurture of that religion,
which moves the strong to respect the weak,
and opens the gate of heaven lo every humble
and trusting soul.

Surely, woman is surrounded by an array of
motives, of unspeakable strength, to be an advo-
cate for pure religion, a teacher of its precepts,
an exemplification of its spirit. The slightest
innovation of its principles, she is bound to re-
pel. The faintest smile at its institutions, she
must discountenance. To her, emphatically,
may the words of the Jewish lawgiver be ad-
dressed—" it is not a vain thing, it is your life."

That she may do this great work effectual! ly,
let her " receive the truth in the love of it."—
Let her contemplate with affection the charac-
ter of her Saviour, and earnestly seek more en-
tire conformity to that religion, through which
she receives such innumerable blessings. Let
her say with more firmness than did the ardent
disciple, "though all men forsake thee, yet will
not I." Ever should she assidously cherish the
spirit, so beautifully ascribed to her by the
poet—•

" Not she, with serpent kiss, her Saviour stung—
Not she denied him with a traitor-toneue—
She, tho' all else forsook, would brave the gloom,
Last at the cross, and earliest at the tomb."

Hartford, Conn., October, 1838.

DEATH OF MRS. MACLEAN.

Accounts have been received of the death of
Mrs. Maclean, wife of the Governor of the Afri-
can settlement,' Cape Coast Castle, formerly
Miss Landon, and better known as L. E. L.—
It appears that her death was occasioned by a
large dose of Prussic acid, wl ich she took to
obtain relief from a spasmodic attack. A Cor-
oner's Jury found, that--

" The death of the said Letitia Elizabeth was
caused by her having incautiously taken an o-
ver dose of prussic acid, which, from evidence,
it appeared she had been in the habit of using
as a remedy for spasmodic affections, to which
she was subject."

The following letter from Mrs. Maclean—to
a female friend in England, we presume—da-
ted on the 15th day of October, the day of her
death, was found in her writing desk.

" My dearest Marie—I cannot but write you
a brief account how I enact the part of a femi-
nine Robinson Crusoe. I must say, in itself,
the place is infinite superior to all I ever dream-
ed of. The castle is a fine building—the rooms
excellent. I do not suffer from heat; insects
there are few or none ; and I am in excellent
health. The solitude, except an occasional
dinner, is absolute ; from seven in the morning
till seven when we dine, I never see Mr. Mac.
lean, and rarely any one else. We were wel-
comed by a series of dinners, which I am glad
are now over—for it is very awkward to be the
only lady ; still, the great kindness with which
I have been treated, and the very pleasant man-
ners of many of the gentlemen made me feel it
ae little as possible. Last week we had a visit
from Captain Castle, of thePylades. His sto-
ry is very melancholy. He married six months
before he left England, to one of the beautiful
Miss Hills, Sir John Hill's daughter, and she
died just as he received orders to return home.
We also had a visit from Colonel Bosch, the
Dutch Governor, a most gcntleinanly-like man.
But fancy how awkward the next morning : I
cannot induce Mr. Maclean to rise ; and I have
to make breakfast, and do the honors of adieu

to him and his officers—white plumes, inuflta-,
chios, and all. I think I never felt so embarras-
sed. I have not felt the want of society the
least. I do not wish to form new friends, and
never does a day pass without thinking most af.
feclionately of my old ones. On three sides
we are surrounded by the se a. I like the per-
petual dash on the rocks : one wave comes up
after another, and is forever dashed in p ieces-
like human hopes, that only swell to be disap.
pointed. We advance—up springs the shining
froth of love or hope, ' a moment white and
gone forever.' The land view, with its cocoa
and palm trees, is vurv striking—it is like a
scene in the Arabian Nights. Of a night the
beauty is very remarkable ; ths sea is of a sil-
very purple, and the moon deserves all that has
been said in her favor. I have only once been
out of the fort by.daylight, and then was de-
lighted. The salt lakes were first dyed a deep
crimson by the setting sun ; and as we return,
ed they seemed a faint violet in the twilight,
just broken bv a thousand stars, while before us
was the red beacon-light. The chance of send-
ing this letter is a very sudden one, or I should
have ventured to write to General Fagan, to
whom I beg the very kindest regards. Dearest,
do not forget me. Prav write to me. • Mrs.
George Maclean, Cape Coast Castle, care of
Messrs. Forster & Smith, 5 New City Cham,
bers, Bishopsgate street. Write about yourself ,"
nothing else half GO interests your affectionate

11 L. E. MACLEAN." .

A writer in the Courier says, in reference to
the above—

"On reading the above most affecting letter,
it will at once be conceived that it must have
produced on the minds of the jury an impres-
sion as to the tranquil state of mind of .the wri-
ter, and of her therefore having perished by a
most deplorable want of caution on her own
part. But we here feel it due to truth and jus-
lice to state, that letters previously written by
the same hand, a few hours, a few days, per.
haps a month before, give evidence that that
most affectionate and noble spirit was cot al-
ways so tranquil. It should also be distinctly
stated, that she never was known by her friends
in England, to have resorted to the use of the
deadly medicine in the case of spasmodic at.
lacks."

The evidence also of her husband at the in-
quest is not quite satisfactory.

" George Maclean deposeth and saitli, that
deponent saw nothing particular about Mrs.
Macleafi this morning, except thai she com-
plained of weariness ; and after having given
him some tea and arrow root, at six o'clock,
went to bed again for about one hour and a half.
Deponent attributed her weariness to her atten.
dance upon himself while sick, and want of rest
for three previous nights ; that she was very
subject to spasms aid hysterical affections, and
had been in the habit of using the medicine con-
tained in the small bottle produced, as a reme-
dy or prevention, which she had told had been
prescribed for her by her medical attendant in
London, (Dr. Thomson ;) that on seeing her
use it, deponent had threatened to throw it a-
way, and had at one time told her that he had
actually done so ; when she appeared so much
alarmed, and said it was so necessary for the
preservation of her life, that deponent was pre.
vented from afterwards taking it away ; that he
had been called by Bailey that morning, when
he found Mrs. Maclean on the floor near the
door, quite senseless ; that he immediately sent
for the Doctor, and assisted to carry her to bed;
that the efforts of the Doctor to restore her to
life were in vain, and that deponent cannot at.
sign any cause for her death; that the letter in
the following words, now produced to this de.
ponent, and stated to have been found in Mrs.
Maclean's dusk this morning, is in her owii
hand writing; and that an unkind word had
never passed between Mrs. Maclean and depo
nent." r

To the Editor of the Times;—Sir—As I find
there are some painful surmises in reference to
the melancholy death of Mrs. Maclean, I pre-
sume to request your insertion of the accompa-
nying letter. It is probably one of the two she
wrote the night before her decease ; for though
without a date, it came to me a "ship letter,"
and not by private hand, and I dipnoi receive it
until 1 had read the mournful intelligence in
your paper. It is necessary to direct attention
to its cheerful and healthy tone; to me it is ev.
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jdence that for the first time during a life of la
bor, anxiety and pain, fbf such hers un
doubtedlv was, her hopes of ease and happiness
were strong and well grounded. A mysterious
dispensation of Providence has deprived litera.
ture and society of one of its brightest orna-
ments. She will be lamented by millions, to
whose enjoyments she so largely contributed

i- 1° h e r P r i v a l e f»er.<ls) the loss is one (o
which language can give no abequate expres
ei«n. r

I have the honor to be, Sir, your obliged ser
**"*• ANNA MARIA HALL.

The Rosery, 12, Gloucester-road, Old Bromp
ton. r

it can only be a few hurried lines. I can tell
you my whole voyage in three worda—six weeks
sea-sickness—but 1 am now as well as possible,
and have been ever since I landed. The cas
lie is a very noble building, and all the rooms
large and cool, while some would be pretty ev-
en^ in England ; that where I am writing is
painted a deep blue, with some splendid engrav-
ings f indeed, fine prints seem quite a passion
with gentlemen here. Mr.. Maclean's library is
fitted up with book-cases of African mahogany,
and portraits of distinguished adthors; I, how-
ever, never approach it without due preparation
and humility, so crowded is it with scientific in.
struments, telescopes, chronometers, ,lavame-
ters, gasometers, & c , none of which may be
touched by hands profane. On three sides the
batteries are dashed against by the waves ; on
the fourth is a splendid land view ; the hills are
covered to the top with what we call weed, but
is here called bush. This dense mass of green
is varied by some large handsome while houses,
belonging to different gentlemen, and on two
of the heights are small forts built by Mr. Mac-
lean. The cocoa tree, with their long fan-like
leaves, are very beautiful.

The natives seem both obliging and intelli-
gent and look very picturesque with their fine
dark figures, with pieces of the country cloth
flung round them ; they seem to have an excel-
lent ear for music; the band plays all the old
popular airs, which they have caught from some
chance hearing. The servants are very tolera-
ble, but they have so many to work. The pris-
oners do the scouring, and fancy three men
cleaning a room that an old woman in England
would do in an hour! besides the soldier who
stands by, his bayonet drawn in his hand. All
my troubles have been of a housekeeping kind,
and no one could begin on a more plentiful
slock of ignorance than myself; however, like
Sinbad the sailor in the cavern, I begin to see
daylight. I have numbered and labelled my
keys, their name is Legion, and every morning
I.take my way to the store, give out flour, su-
gar, butter, & c , and am learning to scold if I
see any dust, or miss the customary polish on
the tables; I am actually getting the steward
of the ship, who is my right-hand, to teach me
how to make pastry ; I will report progres in
the next; W | live almost entirely on ducks and
chickens; T r a sheep be killed, it must be eaten
the same day ; the bread is very good, palm
wine being used for yeast, and yarns are an ex-
cellent substitute for potatoes. The fruit gen-
erally is too sweet for my liking, but the oran-
ges and pine apples are delicious.

You cannot think the complete seclusion in
which I live, but I have a great resource in
writing, and I am very well and very happy—
but I think even more than I expected, if lhat
be possible, of my English friends. It was al-
most like seeing something alive when I saw
'The Bucanier' and 'The Outlaw' side by side
in Mr. Maclean's library; I cannot tell you
the pleasure it gave me. Do tell Mr. Hall that
every day I find the Books of Gems greater
treasures, I refer to them perpetually ; I have
been busy with what I hope you will like—es-
says from Sir Walter Scott's works, to illustrate
a set of Heath's portraits ; 1 believe they are
to appear every fortnight next year. Give my
kindest love to Mrs. Fielding and Mr. Hall, and
believe me ever,

"Your truly affectionate,
"L. E. (LANDON") MACLEAN.

"I shall not forget the shells."
[The name had been written "L. E. Landon"

—but the word "Landon" erased, and that of
"Maclean*" substituted.]

•"You see how difficult it ja to leave off an
old custom."

[The untimely death of this lady will be
generally lamented. The loVera of elegant lit.
eralure have long been familiar with her writ-
ings, which displayed tenderness and delicacy
of feeling, with no inconsiderable powers of oh.
servation and poetic genius. In the letters to
her friends given above, her affectionate spirit
breathes forth with its wonted kindness} at the
same lime, there are indications of that suscep-
tibility of temperament which shone forth in
the literary productions, as it affected the daily
existence, of L. E. L.]

It is noticed that an account of the death of
Mrs. Maclean's uncle, Dr. Landon, Dean of
Exeter, was received in London, the day before
that of his niece transpired.

With what an interest will the following
beautiful poem be read! It is from " The New
Monthly,' published on Tuesday :—

THE POLAR STAR.
'''his star sinks below the horizon in certain latitudes.

I watched it sink lower and lower every night, till at
last it disappeared.

*' A star has left the kindling sky—
A lovely northern light—

How many planets are on high!
But that has left the night.

" I miss its bright familiar face,
It was a friend to me,

Associate with my native place,
And those beyond the sea.

"It ro«je upon our English sky.
Shone o'er our English land,

And brought back many a loving eye,
And many a gentle handi

" It seemed to answer to my thought,
It called the past to mind,

And with its welcome presence brought
All I had lelt behind.

" The voyage it lichts no longer, ends
Soon on a foreign shore;!

How can I but recall the friends,
Whom I may see no more 1

" Fresh from the pain it was to part -
How could I bear the pain ?

Yet strong the omen in my heart
That says, W e meet again.

" Meet with a deeper, dearer love,
For absence shows the worth

Of all from which we then remove,
Friends, home, and native earth.

"Thoulovely polar star, mine eyes
Still turned the first on thee,

Till I have relt a sad surprise
That none looked up with me.

" But thou hast sunk below the wave,
Thy radient place unknown;

I seem to stnnd beside a grave,
And stand by it alone.

" FareweU !- ah, would to me were given
A power upon thy light,

What words upon our Knglish heaven
Thy loving rays would writel

" Kind messages of love and hope
Upon thy rays should be ;

Thy shining orbit would have scope
Scarcely enough for me.

" Oh, fancy, vain as it is fond,
And littie needed too,

My Friends, I need not look beyond
My heart to look for you. L. E. L.

What a gallant Judge.-The following beauti-
ful passage is from an oration recently deliver,
ed by Judge Reid, of Florida :

41 On you, fair daughters of my country, will
depend the character and fortunes of the new
state. Your smiles and your beauties, are the
roses that border and bloom • along the path of
human life.' They cliecr and comfort the sol-
dier in the battle field—the sailor on the bound,
ng billow—the sages in the deep recesses of
he closet. When you approve, virtue becomes

more bright, serene and beautiful, when you dis-
approve, vice assumes a darker and more hide-
ous aspect. It is to your eyes the first looks of
childhood are directed in search of affection ;
rom your lips the first lispings of infancy are

caught; boyhood repeals his first lesson at your
knee, and manhood follows where you point the
way. Exert then all your influence : scatter
wide the blessings you have the power to bes.
tow. Speak the words of instruction and en-
couragement, dictated by your own pure hearts:
and the state of Florida—the new slate—will be
made free, prosperous and happy, by the graces
and virtues of her daughters, and the wisdom
and incorruptible integrily of her sons."

Plausible.—A man being found intoxicated
in a ditch, said that the pressure of the times
was HO great, it was impossible for him to keep
lis footing.—N. Y. Whig.

STEALING FOWLS.
At Cambridge, some years ago, two or three

students of the University had one night on foot
an expedition against the President's fowls.—
They proceeded with all imaginable caution to
the roosts, and in the first place seized upon
Chanticleer, whose neck they wrung before he
had time to cry murder. Besides being large
arid fat, they had another reason for making
sure of him; viz: to avenge the oft committed
crime of waking them too early in the morning.
They next seized upon two fine pullets* and
twisted their delicate necks, without any signs
of remorse.

They were proceeding in their rapine, when
the remaining fowls, awakened frbm that Bleep
which had proved eo fatal to their companions,
began to cry, 'ktidaghkut! kudaghkut! kut, kut,
kut, kudaghkut!' ' The noise brought out the
President, who, coming pat upon the fowl as-
sasbins, said, 'Upon iny word, young gentlemen,
this is fine business I've caught you in !' Not
so very fine neither, thought the students ; it
will turn out a bad business before we get thro'
with it. And whereupon they began to apolo-
gize, and to implore the clemency of the Presi-
dent ; but all in vain. 'I must make an exam,
pie of you; but I will say no more at present.
Call upon me to-morrow at one o'clock.'

The students took their leave, and the Presi.
dent took possession of the slaughtered fowls.
All night the culprits could think of'nothing
but their approaching doom. They dreamed of
rustication, suspension and. expulsion—wished
that chanticleer, pullets and all, were to Kam-
schatka, before they had meddled with them.—
They waited on the President according to his
directions, and were received with extraordina.
ry polilenes. Not a word was mentioned of
the night before. He conversed with them for
some time on various topics: and they began to
be impatient for the worst. At last, rising with
dignity,and leading the way, 'young gentlemen,'
eaid he, 'walk into this rosm.' Now, thought
they, we shall have our sentence. The door o.
pened and discovered to th^ir view a table well
set, and on it the very fowls whose necks they
had wrung the night before. They were invited
to take their seats at the board, and were boun-
tifully helped to the nice bits of chanticleer and
the pullets. This, thought they, is too bad !—
confound the fellow's politeness ! But-the Pre-
sident urged them to eat; and finding them ra.
ther backward in doing justice to his viands,
repealed his pressing invitation to lake hold and
spare not.

But the students felt more like a culprit with
a rope round his neck, than like young gentle-
men dining with the President of a college.—
And in fact they were in little less danger of
choking than the nooned culprit; for the dinner,
though exceedingly well cooked, had a strange
tendency to stick in their throats, and they could
not help fancying all the while lhat they heard
the appalling sounds of 'Kut, kut, kudaghkut !
kudaghkul! kut, kut, kut, kudaghkut!' To
make short the story, they were dismissed with,
out any allusion to the last night's adventure,
and thought themselves sufficiently punished
for their folly.

A Texas Tavern.—A tavern has lately been
opened on rather a diminutive scale near Hous-
ton, Texas, contrasting in a most striking man-
ner with the extensive style in wnich most things
are conducted in that Republic. It seems, ac-
cording to the Telegraph, that a gentleman rid-
ing along the road discovered an old soldier by
the way side, sitting very contentedly under a
blanket stretched horizontally across tire tops
of four upright stakes. A candle box was be-
fore him, answering the purpose of a table, on
which were placed a Bmall jug, and the better
half of a brken bottle. Not understanding the
object of all these preparation, he stopped to
enquire of the soldier what he was doing there.
' Keeping tavern, sir," was the ready answer -
• Will you take something to drink ?"

Pursuit of Knowledge under Difficulties.—
During a considerable part of the time in which
Savage was employed upon his tragedy of Sir
Thomas Qverbury, he was without lodging, and
often without meat; nor had he any other COB.
veoionecs for study than the fields or streets al-
lowed him. There he used to walk aod form
his BpeecheB,>and afterwards step, into a shop,
beg for a few'momen'.s the use of pen and ink,
and write down what he had composed, upon
paper which he had picked up bj accident,
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Newspapers in the State of New York.—The
Jeffersonian of Saturday publishes a complete
list of newspapers and periodical publications
in this State—from which it appears that the
whole number is 307. Of these 187 are engag.
ed in political controversy—viz:—Administra-
tion 83, Whig 104. Religious periodicals 31.
Philanthropic 10. Daily papers 26. Tri-Week-
]y2 . Semi-Weekly 16, Weekly 206. Semi-
Monthly works 7. Monthly (including re.
print8 26.

New York Literary Gazette, weekly, at $ 4 —
the organ of a literary club, and edited by JAS.
ALDRIOH. The first, a specimen number we
suppose, the drollest kind of a literary paper,
elegantly executed in quarto form. The selec
tions ; grave and gay, rich and rare. The orig-
inal ; pretty and pleasing, various and vigorous.
The whole forming a medley, wise and witty,
fresh and facetious. A reading public, cannot^
fail to patronize such a paper.—Cleveland Guz.

O* We have received the second number of
the paper so highly commended above, and from
a hasty glance at its contents and the extraor-
dinary neatness of its typographical execution,
we think it merits all that is here said in its fa.

O * A paper has been commenced at Seneca
Falls, by Messrs. Bascom & Davis, entitled the
"Memorial—devoted to a reduction of the costs
attending legal proceedings in the collection of
debts." It is enlisted in a noble cause—we
wish it success.

More effects of Loco Foco Matches.—The store
of HARVEY SMITH, with all its contents, was de-

atroyed by fire at Stanwich, Connecticut, on
the night of the 1st instant; the fire origina-
ting from loco foco matches. Mr. Smith, made
his escape by leaping from an upper story win.
dow. There was no insurance, and the total
loss was $3,500.

KTThe bones of the Maslndon found in Ken-
tucky, have lately been knocked down dog
cheap, under the hammer of a cockney auction,
eer in London. The Slar justly considered
this a disgrace to our learned Societies.

Bust of Webster.—Th,e Cincinnati artist,
Clevinger, has just completed a bust of Mr.
Webster. The Boston Courier speaks of it as a
work of art that has never been excelled by an
American artist, and as a faithful representa-
tion of the remarkable features of Mr. Webster.

Phrenology.—FriendiGiiiMGS continues to lee-
ture on this science (?) at Buffalo, with great
eclat, as appeared from the papers of that city.

O"We suggest to some book wright the pro-
priety of getting up a concordance of Shaks
peare.—Buffalonian.

A New Orleans Ball.—The ladies of New
Orleans are making arrangements for a ball on
a magnificent scale, to be given to the gentle-
men of that city. Bome time in March. There
arc to be eight lady patronesses—four American
and four French; each patroness will choose
four ladies of honor to assist in performing the
appropriate services of the evening. Each lady
who subscribes is to have privilege of inyiting
t\ro gentlemen, and a matter of most strict pro-
priety, the married ones are to invite the bach,
elora, and the single girls the married men.

Specimen of Juvenile Eloquence at Utiea, N.
Y.—"YCB, Mr. Chairman, I do not believe
there is a man, woman, or child in this house,
who has arrived at the age of fifty years and
upwarda, but what has felt this t> ih thunder,
ing through their brain for centuries."

From the N. Y. Evening Past.
AURORA BOREALIS.

Professor Joel in, of this city, has a pa.
per in the last number of Silliman's Journal, in
which he brings forward some new views as to
the connection between the northern lights and
clouds, rain and snow. He maintains that this
meteor, which has so much puzzled natural phi-
losopUcrs, is an electrical phenomenon merely.
He holds that this luminons appearance takes
place in air both intensely cold and saturated
with vapor, and requires a degree of cold acie-
quate to the chrystallization of the moisture ia
the atmosphere. He suggests that the forma,
tion of crystals of snow in- the atmosphere
may evolve the aurorial light. In support of
this he mentions some analogies, among which
is the electrical luminous appearance seen du-
ring the crystallization of water.

Professor Joslin's observations have led him
to the conclusion, that in weather sufficiently
cold, snow almost always follows the appear-
ance of the northern lights, after a sufficient
interval has elapsed to allow the miniate parti-
cles of snow in the upper regions of the atmos-
phere to agglome in flakes and descend to the
earth's surface. In milder weather rain al-
most universally succeeds it. He has also ob-
served that during the appearance of the me.
teor, a northerly breeze prevails at the surface
and a northeasterly one, the precursor of storms,
in the higher region. The storm usually fol-
lows on the next day but one after the appear-
ance of the aurora borealis.

It sometimes, however, happens, that the
storm does not follow the appearance of the
northern lights. In relation to this. Profess r
Joslin gives the following rule, which he ob-
serves has few exceptions:

" If the evening of the day after an aurora
borealis is totally clear, no storm follows on
the second day."

A Brahmin crushed with a stone the micio-
Kcope that first showed him living things a.
mongst the vegetables of his daily food. Men
are still to be found who, if not restrained by
the wise and humane laws of their country, would
crush by brute force, every truth not hatched by
tlie'r own conceits, within the narrow fancies
of their ignorance.—Prof. Sedgwick.

A. Word to Young Men.—How often are we
pained io see young men after the business of
the day is finished, lounging about fashionable
places of resort; when the hours they nightly
devote to the pursuit of pleasure, as it is. wrong,
ly styled, might be so usefully occupied in the
cultivation of their minds. A young man has
each night at least four hours before retiring to
rest which he might occupy in reading and wri-
ting. Now say, he goes into business at the
age of twenty, and remains unmarried for five
years—he will then have for mental applica-
tion, during this time, 7,300 hours. What
stores of knowledge might he acquire in this pe.
riod ! How much useful information might he
obtain ! Even after ho marries, his family du-
ties will not detain him from an opportunity of
instructing himself in literature and science.

A man by the name of John Bolster was
crushed to death on the let inst., by the bank
caving in upon him while at work on the Gene,
see Canal in Messenger Hollow, Alkgany Co.
We are informed that the deceased was a sober
industrious man, and has left a family to mourn
his untimely end—Mt. Mortis Spec.

ILT A couple were recently married in Phila-
delphia, in which the bride was a celebrated
belle. t)n the evening of the marriage the hus-
band first ascertained that his wife's beauty was
of the Tuscan order, as one of her false teeth
dropped out while dancing.

" I've raised a new pair of boots," said A. to
B. putting one forward as a sample, •• a hand-
some fit, eh ? I bought them to wear in genteel
society!" - T h e y will be likely to last you
your life time," rejoined B. "and something to
your heirs." B

Matthias, the Prophet, after an unsuccessful
excurs ion in Texas, had his beard lynched off a t
Little Rock, Arkansas, and than was rode out
of town on a rail.

An up country farmer, being told ho was one
of the bone and sinews of the county, drily
rema r k e d that bones and sinews wete hut very
little lue without braina.

Loafer*' Fashions for January, 1839.—Morn
ing Dress.—Second third hand coat, ventilated
at the elbows, color to suit the fancy or circum.
stances; vest full buttoned in front, especially
in the absence of a 6hirt or false bosom, hat
•shocking bad,' little or no nap with the brim
ramified, and placed slantindieularly. on the
head ; a lock of hair in either eye, tangled sor-
rel-top whiskers, and a crab.orchard beard, pan-
taloons of vnrious colors, rather short, and with
two square lateral patches, partly concealed by
the shirts of the coat; boots without legs, down
at the heel, well poli&hed with mud, and in a
laughing condition ; stockings very little worn ;
a cigar should protrude from the frontal orafice,
and brandy or gin lake the place of can de co-
logne. Care should be taken not to make a too
frequent use of profanity, to prevent being stig-
matized as a gentleman.

Dinner Dress.—As above.
Evening Dress.—Ditto,—N. Y. Whig.

" I hesitate not to say, that of females not 1
in 50,1 fear not in 500, dresses sufficiently loose
to suffer no ill consequences from ligature or
compression." So says Mrs. Gove, and we be-
lieve she is nearly right. Supposing our ladies

•had always been in the habit of dressing per-
fectly loose, what would they say if they were
compelled to lace themselves up after the pre-
sent fashion as a punishment? Why they
would raise the very old nick abeut it.—N. O.
Pic.

• •
Shenstone, the poet, divides the readers of a

newspaper into seven classes. He says :—' 1.
The ill natnrcd look at the list of- bankrupts ; 2.
The poor to the prices of bread ; 3. The stock-
jobbers to the lies of the day; 4. The old
maids to the marriages ; 5. The prodigal to
the deaths; 6. The monopolist to the hopes of
a wet and bad havesl; 7. The boarding school
and all oilier young misses to matters relating
to Gretna Green.'

Joking.—A down east editor asks hisnubscri.
bers to pay up, that he may play a similar joke
upon his crditors. We like to see a good joke
go round.

Precocious.— A chap iu Vermont seventeen
jeara old recently courted a girl of thirteen,
six days and then married her.

M A R R I E D .
Ih Attica, Gencsee county, OQ the lOtli instant, by the

Rev. Mr. Doolitlle, Mr. Thomas Askin, of this city, to
Mibs Esther M. Evans, of the former place.

In Greece, on the 8th instant, by E . Avery, Esq. Mr.
Henry Eldridge, of Rochester, to Misa Huldah Miller,
of the f >rmer place

In Cayuga, on the 3rd inst., by the Rev: Mr. Town-
send, Mr. Leonard Wilfcin, of Covington, Geneseeco.,
to Miss Mury Root, of the former place.

In Seneca, Ontario co., on the 30th ult.. by the Rev.
John P. McLaren, Mr. Daniel McCercher, of York, to
Misa Florence McCandliah, of the former place.

In Grovelaml, on the Oth instant, by Elder Ira Jus-
tin, Mr. Isaac Pray, to Misa Jane Mills.

In this city, on the 10th instant, at the Second Baptist
Church, by Rev. E. Tucker. Air. Gabriel Legget.to Misa
Lucy Maria Tash, all of Brighton.

On the 10th inaiant, by Rev. J. Dodge, Mr. R. W.
Royco, to Miss Nancy Johnson, all of this city.

In Palmyra, on the 3d instant, by F. Smith, Esq. Mr.
George Hicks, to Miss Mary Elizi Carp"efttcr, both of
Furmington.

On the 4th in9tnnt, by the lame, Mr. Samuel AJains,
to Miss Luuinda M'Lotli, both of Pa'iningion.

In Marion, on the 3d instant, Mr. Asa Brigg9, to Miss
Maria Dunlap. >

In Batavia, on the 8lh instant, by the Rev. James A.
Bolles, Rector of St. James Church, Mr. Jerome A.
Clark, to Miss Cnroline llolden, daughter of Hinmaa
Holden, Esq. of Hatnvin.

At Albion, on Thursday morning last, by Rev. Mr
Maxwell, H. L. Achilles, merchant of tltia city, to Mi*a
Caroline 1'hipps, principal of Young Ladies' Seminary,
of the former vlucu.

In .Aulmrn, on the 30th nit. by the Rev. 1.. E . La-
throp. Mr. Alphtuis G. N-ihic, of Kouheater, to Miea
June Eliza, eldest daughter of Col. Levi Lewis, of the
former pace.

In Seneca, on the 9lli inat. by the Rev. Robert Lad-
low, Mr. Amos Ladlow, to Misa Susan McAndlish, all
of Seneca.

A t Trinity Church. Geneva, on Sunday the 10th inat.
by Rev. P. P. Irving.Mr. Frederick G. Norton, to Miss
Fanny Frazee, both of that village.

In Palmyra, on the 13th instant, by the Rev. Mr
fthumway.Mr. Thomas Dickereon, of Fair port, toMisfe
Charlotte Leonard, daughter of Cyrus Leonard, of Hie
former place.

AtWestBloomfleld. on the 7th instant, by the Rev.
Gedrge Oharke, Mr. William E. Parmele, of this city,
to Mlaa Laura C. daughter of Titus Canfield, Esq. of
the former place.

At Pcotuvllle.pn thn 6th inatant, by C.Allen, Eaq.
Mr.03dward Read, to Misa Jane Lawrv

* In Bennington, Vt., on the 9th ult., by Calvin Gilaon,
Esq. Mr. Thomas McDnnielB. of Danby, to Miaa Erir,
Pratt, of thefor-ner piece.

In ConneBUB, on the 3lst, Jan.by BenonlFoadlck, Eaq
Mr. Williem Taylor, of Conesus, to Miaa ftlary Snyd^r,
of Grovel no.
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COMMUNICATION.

THE FIRST BAPTIST CHURCH IN THE
CITY OF ROCHESTER.

The edifice reoently erected for the First
Baptist Society, is one of the neatest churches
in the city. Situated on th% West side of Filz-
hugh atreet, between the large Methodist church
and the Brick (Presbyterian) church, it has the
advantage of a good location in a pleasant street.
Neatness is combined with solidity in the struc-
ture ; and convenience is well consulted in all
the arrangements. The whole are credit-
able alike to the congregation and the Archi-
tect. It gives us pleasure to name the worthy
mechanic, from whose plans and under whose
guidance the work has been accomplished.—
Mr. George W. Beardslee, the builder alluded to,
is ayoung and enterprising citizen, whose abili-
ty may be inferred from the manner in which he
has executed this important work at thê  com.
menccment of his professional career.

It is difficult to glanee at the numerous relig.
ious structures of Rochester, without letting
the mind revert to " things as they were" with-
in a dozen or twenty years. There is not one
of the churches now used which has not sprung
into existence within the latter brief period !—
The First Presbyterian SocietVi organized in
1815, worshipped for some years in the frame
building on Slate-street, (lately occupied by the
First Baptist Society.) At the'organization of
that church, " there was no other congregation
" within a tract of four hundred square miles.
" Sixteen members only formed that congrega-
" lion ; and it may amuse some who now look
" upon the many and massive religious edifices
" of Rochester, to be informed that even those
"sixteen members had then to be collected
" from the Ridge in the town of Gates, and
" from the eastern part of the town of Bright-
" on." The First Episcopal Society, that of
St. Luke's, was formed in 1817—and for some
years met in the frame building now removed to
Buffalo street, opposite the bath-house, where it
is used as a school house. These societies—
the First Presbyterian and St. Luke's Episco-
pal—formed, with the " Friends" Society in
Fifzhugh street, the only three religious socie-
ties in Rochester, when the
First BaptistChurch in Rochester teas founded.

This took place in July, 1818; when the
whole number of members exceededjiot twelve !
The first Pastor was the ReV. Asa Spencer, who
Was settled in Nov. 1818, and resigned in De-
eernber 1819. After passing four years without
any settled Pastor, the Rev. Eleazer Savage was
installed, an?, continued with the church for up-
wards of two years. The Rev. O. C. Com-
elock was his successor, and continued as Pas-
tor till 1835—"when failing health compelled
him to resign a station, in the discharge of the
duties of which his constitution suffered consid-
erably." During this pcriod.the church prosper
ed greatly. Dr. Comstock has since served as
a chaplain to Congress—and his son abandoned
the profession of law, to serve as a missionary
in the Burmese Empire.

The fourth Pastor, the Rev. Pharccllus
Church, was settled in September 1835; and
still continues hie connexion with the Society.
Mr. C. is the author of several works recently
published—one, entitled the ••Philosophy of
Benevolence," and another, the "Cause and
Cure «f Diswjntions among* Christians." For
tin* lukt named work, Mr. C. had a premium
awarded to him—it being the opinion of the
• jeiety by whom the premium was offered, that
it was superior to any other work offered on
that subject.

"Notwithstanding the great additions which
have been made to this church," it is stated that
"its numberj at present are comparatively
small, being about 250; but it must be recol-
lected that another Society has been formed of
members from this, besides the many who have
emigrated to the West and other quarters."—

[The second Baptist Society, here alluded to,
is located on the east side of the Genesee River
in Rochester; and occupy the stone edifice for.
merly owned by the Third Presbyterian Church,
on the corner of Main and Clinton streets.—
This second Baptist Society is in a prosperous
condition ; and is under »the pastoral care of
the Rev. Elisha Tucker, who succeeded the
Rev. Elon Galusha in 1835.]

The dedication of the new Edifice for the
First Baptist Society occurred on the 7th of
February, instant. The Dedicatory Discourse
was preached by the Rev. Mr. Choules, of Buf-
falo. The Rev. Pharcellus Church, the Pastor,
was assisted in the other exercises by the Rev.
Tryon Edwards, of the First Presbyterian
Church ;. by the Rev. Mr. Dodge, of the First
Methodist Church ; by the Rev. George S.
Boardman, of the Bethel Free (Presbyterian)
Church ; by the Rev. George Beecber, of the
Brick (or Second Presbyterian) Church ; and
by the Rev. Elisha Tucker,Pastor of the Second
Baptist Church. The Congregation was very
large—the Edifice being crowded.

The church is 75 feet deep by 58 feet front.
The exterior is finished in the Grecian Doric
order. In the front is a recess of 22 feet by 12
feet, running up 30 feel to the entablature—
which entablature is S feet in depth, and runs
entirely around the building with raking corni-
ces. In the recess which forms the entrance to
the basement and principal floors, stand two
Doric columns of five feet base, supporting the
entablature above. The front angles of the re-
cess, and those of the building, are finished
withantisof 3 feet 8 inches in breadth, which
front is termed " Built in Antis." Above the
apex, and supported by the columns, rises a tow.
erof three sections: the lower section is 16
feet square, rising from the roof 4 feet, finished

•with Doric entablatures, supported by pedestals.
This section forms the bell deck, upon which
the second section stands. The second section
is 12 feet square, and 16 feet in height—the top
finished with an entablature of 5 feet depth,
supported by broad antis at the angles, within
which are blinds and foliage. The third sec.
tion stands upon the second, with base of equal
size—the top being contracted in the Egyptian
style to 8 feet. The height of the 3d section is
14 feet; and it is finished with an entablature
of 4 feet depth, supported with broad pannels
at the angles, within which arc blinds. The
vwhole surmounted with an open balustrade,
with foliage, rails, and pedestals at each angle.

In the Recess are three double doors—the one
upon the inner wall opens immediately into the
basement. The two upon either side open into
vestibules. They arc all finished with antis and
entablatures in the Doric order. Over the cen.
Ire door is a window with circular head and side,
lights, 8 feet wide and 15 feet high, looking out
from the principal room.

The Basement is divided into three apart-
ments. The principal apartment is 43 feet by
54 feet; and the other two are in rear, separated
by folding dnors, and communicating with the
vestry by doors, and with the principal room
above by two flights of stairs. The Basement
is an eleven.foot story, and is entirely above
the ground.

In the vestibules in front are two circular
flights of stairs, 5 feet wide, rising 10 feet to
the principal floor, above which are two flights
ascending to the gallery, which runs across the
front.

The Principal Room, or body of the church,
is 60 by 55 feet; and the space between the
floor and the base of the arch is 25 feet. The
arch is thrown up with an ellipsis to two recess
panels—the inner panel is ornamented on the
margin with foliage in stucco. In the centre
is a centre-piece of eight feet diameter—com-
posed of the honey-suckle and water-lily—also
in stucco—from which is suspended the main
chandelier. The base ef the arch is supported
by an entablature of four feet depth.

There are three aisles and 106 slips. About
700 persons can be seated. The pulpit is oppo-
site the entrance—and haa a baptistry in front.
The baptistry is elevated 2 feet 3 inches from
the floor, is supported by pedestals, and the top
or covering of the baptistry forms a platform of
9 feet square, on which rise pedestals 2 feet
high to the floor of the desk—supporting an en-
tablature in Egyptian style, which forms the
desk.

On either side of the baptistry, steps arise (in
imitation of blocks of marble) to the floor of
the desk, and communicating with the baptistry.
These steps are thrown out diagonally towards
the side aisles, and are supported on the outside
by pedestals 2 feet 6 inches at the base, and 2
feet 3 inches in height—being contracted at the
top in Egyptian style. These pedestals support
heavy scrolls of 2 feet 3 incheB in breadth, run-
ning down from the floor of the desk, and fold-
ing upon the pedestal. In the rear of the desk
rises a double elevation. The .inner elevation
is supported by casings in Egyptian style, sur-
mounted with an entablature—the head being
ornamented with foliage. The Recess formed
by this elevation is hung with drapery of dam.
ask satin. The outer elevation is supported by
two Antis of 3 feet breadth, rising'to the entab-
lature above, which are ornamented with foliage
in. stucco.

The painting of the various parts of .the edi-
fice, some of which is in imitation of oak and
marble, is creditable to Mr. Wm. Myers, a
young mechanic just commencing business.
The masonry and stucco-work were executed
by Mr. Edward Ferguson, in excellent manner.

A balustrade fence will be erected in front of
the edifice, enclosing a space of 15 feet between
the building and the sidewalk.

The Trustees of the First Baptist Society
are Elijah F. Smith, John Jones, Oren Sage,
Charles Smith, and John Watts. R.

Franklin.—It is rather a curious incident that
when the American Congress sent Dr. Frank,
lin, a Printer, as Minister to France, the Court
of Versailles Bent M. Girard, a Bookbinder, as
Minister to the United States. When Dr.
Franklin was told of it, he exclaimed—."Well,
I'll print\he Independencedf America, and M.
Girard will bind it."

We never went to school in our boy.hood,
without making three miles of one; but then,
what pleasure we had in running over every wild
rock, and through every green glade, and resting
on each flower covered hillock. We have not
quite lost those bdyish and most happy feelings
—Buffalonian.

Paradox.— When we reflect that every moth,
er has children of surprising genius, it is a
mailer of serious inquiry where all the ordinary
men come from who cross our path in every
day of life.

The fall that is most likely to injure a person'*
braiD, is—to falf in love.—JV. Y. Whig.
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ROCHESTER CITY LIBRARY.

The Right Spirit.—We are glad to find that
some of our citizens are handsomely sustaining
the efforts making to promote the "moral and
intellectual welfare of society," by the estab-
liehment of a valuable City Library. This In-
stitution bids fair to be an honor to Rochester
and Western New-York, The Library, which
is steadily increasing in volumes, is already val-
uable for reference and circulation.

Among the late donations for increasing the
Library, we noticed on the list one hundred dot-
lars from the venerable Jas. WadsworUi, of
Geneseo ; another hundred from Thos. Kemp-
shall, our late Mayor and newly elected member
of Congress; fifty dollars and many documents
from Judge Childs, our present member of Con-
gress ; about fifty dollars worth of stock from
Aristarchu? Champion ; and many other very
handsome contributions in cash and books. By
the bye, we should not forget one donation made
while we were visiting the Library yesterday.
We allude to the present of a complete set of
NileB1 Weekly Register for the last fourteen
yearB—the cost of which was seventy dollars.
This invaluable work is indispensable in such
Libraries; and we rejoice to see such old citi-
zens as our friend William Brewster (the lib-
eral donor) making such valuable donations to
an Institution, the benefits of which will be long
felt among his fellow citizens. We hope to
have to record many such donations before long.
[There are various other donations well worthy
of being noticed in connexion with the forego-
ing ; but we have thought it only necessary to
quote a few cases as specimens.] We are glad
to find that the Ladies are extensively availing
themselves of the privileges afforded by the City
Library. X. Y. Z.

WILLIAMS' LIGHT INFANTRY—THEIR
TRIP TO BUFFALO.

Through a series of well perfected arrange-
ments, a portion of this spirited corps left town
on Thursday morning to pay their respects to
the military department of their sister city—
Buffalo. They embarked on board of Shaw's
"Lady of the Lake," drawn by eight splendid
bays, and the "Champion," with six beautiful
greys. Their course thitherward was marked
with but trifling interruptions—passing the in.
termediatc towns, unheralded, yet enjoying ev-
ery possible attention of hosts of admirers, un-
til within about five miles of Buffalo, where
they were met by a spirited cavalcade of Buffa.
lonians, comprising in part the fairer portion of
our mother earth. They reached the point of
destination at about 4 o'clock on Friday, where
they were received and welcomed by a "thousand
hands with hearts in them." After a cordial
greeting and an interchange of most agreeable
civilities, they were waited upon by Doct.
Johnson, whose generous hospitality is every
where acknowledged,and in the most expressive
terms urged an acceptance of an invite to his
far-famed mansion in the evening, whither the
whole corps repaired in their uniforms.

The evening was most agreeably spent in
dancing and other such like amusements, as be-
fitted the temperament of each individual mem-
her. To the kind assiduous attention of Doct.
J.'s most accomplished daughter, the company
feel largely and for the most part indebted. She
was the "bright particular star" and the cyno-
sure of all eyes. At an early hour they made
their bow and returned to their quarters at the
American.

On tho following morning they were receiv-
e'd by the •• Buffalo City Guards" and escorted
through the principal streets of Buffalo, we 1

corned by the shouts of the populace; and in
honor of their first visit to the "Queen of the
West," a salute of 13 guns from "their batter-
ing cannon—charged to the mouth" announced
how truly welcome they were to the kind hospi.
talities of the citizens of Buffalo. The "Lady
of the Lake" and the "Champion" were out, fill,
ed by the "beauty and fashion,"imparting a
healthfnl influence to this splendid array of
martial grandeur.

The denouement of this grand affair was suc-
ceded by a sumptuous dinner, prepared at the
American, in which a goodly number of chival-
roua spirits took part^

The "song" the "joke" and the "repartu,"
reigned triumphant at the convivial feast, for
twas ,,full o f reason and flow of soul."

The evening too, had its charms, for the
gallantry of the company was too sensibly
aroused to pass unheeded the flatering smiles
our fair country-women were pleased to bestow,
in common with the greetings of the other sex-

We annonced the arrival of the "Lady of the
Lake" and the "Champion," in our yerfterday.s
paper ; and from what we heard, we are sorry
to confess this is but a poor account of what,
under other circumstances, we might have been
enabled to give. M.

Correspondents.—F. who—sent us. an article
upon the death of Mrs. S—*s child.will perceive
upon second thought, that his production is not
appropriate to the Gem, it being entirely of lo-
cal interest. Although his lines would, proba.
ly, be eagerly perrused by the afflicted mother
and widow, yet to our readers generally, they
would not prove acceptable.

Begin Right.—I ENOW a man who is very rich
now, though he was very poor when a boy. He
said his father taught him not to play till his
work for the day was finished, and never to
spend money till he had earned it. If he had
an hour's work he was taught to do that the first
thing, and to do it in half an hour. After this
was done, he could play ; and my young friends
all know he could play with a great deal more
pleasure than if he had the thought of his un-
finished work on. his mind. He says he early
formed the habit of doing every thing in its
season, and it soon became perfectly eas for
him to do so. It is to this that he owes his pre-
sent prosperty. I am very happy to add that
he delights to do good with his riches.

Law.—If a man give you a black eye, you
make him pay for it; but if he put out your
eye, you get nothing, and whatever is taken from
him goes nominally to the king—really to Stokes
or Jack Nokes, who has no concern at all in the
matter. If a man kill your pig you get the
valuable of i t : but, if he kill yonr wife or your
child, you get nothing; if any thing, is got out
of him, it goes to a stranger as before. A man
sets your house on fire, if by misfortune, you
receive amends ; if through malice you receive
nothing.— Bent ham.

The Old Maid's Mill—The Pawlucket Ga.
zette says, this famous machine (of Yankee in-
vention,) transforms the "most ugly vixen into
a perfect Venus" givir.g her an education and
a new silk gown. It does every thing but make
new teeth. These the Editor of the N. O. Pi.
cayune has offered to supply, by preparing the
gums with red putty and inserting grains of
corn, until they sprout. This beats wooden
nutmegs all hollow.

A mistake corrected.—An orator holding forth
in favor of woman, ddar, divine.woman, conclu-
ded thus : Oh my hearers, depend upon it, noth-
ing beats a good wife. " I beg your pardon,"
replied one of his auditors, •• a bad husband
does."

The Liberality of Love.—In Tristam Shandy
Trim, giving an account of his beautiful Bcguine
who attended him during a fever, and relating
the feverish dreams which disturbed his slum,
bers, hesays, I was all night long cultingthe
world in two, and giving her half.

The Dreadful Toilette —Death by the guilloi
tine has. been said to be the easiest mode of ex-
ecution by which a criminal can die, The bard
lashing to the slide, and the fall of the knife
may be so, but that is not all the agony tho
doomed one is obliged to undergo ; the ceremo;

ny of the toilette, as «t is termed, which is per-
formed immediately previous to leaving the pri-
son fer the scaffold, undoubtedly occupies the
most painful movements the sufferer ever feels.
In consists in cutting the hair close te the back
of the head, and tearing off the collar of the
shirt so as to leave the neck clear for the axe.

How to ruin a son.—1. Let him have his own
way. 2. Allow him free use of money.

3. Suffer him to rove on the Sabbath where
he pleases,

4. Give him full access to wicked companions,
5. Call him to no acc6unt for his evenings.
6. -Furnish him with no stated employment*
Pursue either of these ways and you will ex.

perierice a most marvelous deliverance, or will
have to mourn over a debased and ruined child !
Thousands have realised the sad result, and
gone mourning to the grave.—Phil. Observer.

A Busy Fellow.—There is an Editor down
East who is not only his own compositor, press-
man and devil, but keeps a tavern, is village
Postmaster, Captain in the Militia, mends his
own boots and shoes, makes patent Brandretli
Pills, peddles essences and tin ware two days in
a week, and always reads sermons on the Sab-
baih when the Minister happcus to be missing.
In addition to all this, he has a wife and six
children.

Some one was telling Sam Hyde about the)
longevity of thermae? turtle: 'Yes,1 said Sam;
'I know all about that, for once'I found a vener-
able fellow in my meadow, who was so old he
could hardly wriggle his tail, and OP his back
was carved (tolerably plain, considering all
things) these words : "Paradise. Year 1.
Adam.

How to dry a Candle.—In a village not far
from Chester, a lady entered her kitchen* and
found the oven swimming with grease. On
asking the servant, a Welch girl, the cause, the
Cambrian maid answered with the greatest
simplicity, 'look you, misstress the candle fell
in the water and I put her in the oven to dryk'r

"All for Love."—A free man of color, of the
parish of Atlakapas, named Pierre, finding his
lady love unkind, took a hatched and beat in
his skull; and when he was restored to sensj.
bility, cut his throat. He is recovering not-
withstanding. This is said to be the the third
attempt of Pierre on his own life ; provoked by
unrequited love.

" I say, stranger you're drunk."
"Drunk enough, and have been so every day

these two years ; my brother and I are engaged
in the temperance cause—he goes about deliver-
ing lectures, and I give samples of intemper-
ance."

An old negro could not be persuaded that a
fish swalowed Jonah, but he argued thus: " guess
massa Jonah swallow any fish, pyoviden him
mouth large enuf, and de fish small enuf I1-—.17.
Y. American.

Cigar Smoking.—Two persons of very mod-
erate ajT.s have died within a short period of
each other at Cheltenham, of internal ulcers,
brought on, in the opinion of an eminent med'.
ical practitioner, by the excessive use of cigars.

Woe ! Man.—A woman was recently taken
up and tried for forgery at Houston, Texrs.
She bears the appropriate name of Mann.

The most appropriate oaih for an editor to
make use of, when news is scarce is "OA Sei$.
so>-8 /"—Picayune.

" What is nothing ? ' asked Pat. « Shut up
your eyes," said Mao, " and you'll see it."

If young ladies did not become young women
at thirteen, men would have better wives.

WHAT A GOOD FAUMER HATES.
He hates long stories and short ears of corn
A costly farm bouse and a shabby barn •
More ours than piga, no books, but many sung,
Soro toes, tight boots, and paper duns.

He hate* tight lacing and loose conversation,
Abundant, gab, and little information ;
The fool who sings in bed and snores in meeUnir,
W ho laughs while talking, and who ti>lks while <. :?Df.
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COMMUNICATION.

FARMERS' CATTLE & FARMERS' SONS
MR. EDITOR—M.uch has been said in the ag-

ricultural papers, relative to the management
of Cattle, Sheep and Hogs—the manner of
training thorn up, their best and most natural
food, and all necessary directions for providing
the moBt economical and convenient places for
feeding—also, of the enormous sums of money
realized from such sources. The " Hog" is re.
ferred to in a special manner. Almost,every
number of these papers has some intelligence
communicated by some persons, whose chief
study is to facilitate the rapid growth of this
noble animal. But, sir, should the majority of
•our farmers grant as much indulgence to their
*ons, as they do to their " hogs," we would be
apt to see many more intelligent and enterpris-
ing young men growing up in this flourishing
country, this land of light and-iiberly.

For my own part, the farm was my home un.
til I arrived at the age of twenty years, when
my health became so much impaired from hard
labor, that I was obliged to leave my occupa-
tion and resort to some other employment for a
livelihood. Being brought up to follow the
plough, and to use the axe, I knew no more
about the manner of-doing business than the
wild man. If a person had made the inquiry of
me at the age of nineteen years, where the city
of Rochester was—although not residing over
ten miles from it—tea to one if I could have
given a correct answer.

It is a notorious fact, that the farmers in
general think more of a fine " hog" or calf, than
of any member of their own family, which is
plainly manifest from the fact, that as soon as
a boy ia large enough to lift an ox-whip, he is
immediately taken from school and set to work.
He first commences by driving cows and feeding
hogs—from that to the plough—and thus grad-
ually proceeds, step by step, until he is strong
enough to do any kind of work that is necessary
to be done upon a farm. He is never permitted
to go from home to spend a winter at school, or
even to lone sight of the smoke of his father's
chimney. He is thus kept at woik day and
night as it were, enjoying about as many privi-
leges as the Southern slave. He is never suf-
fered by his father or guardian to make a trade
of more than one shilling without asking per-
mission and advice, and thereby is left destitute
of practical knowledge, a stranger to the world,
liable to be duped by every flattering, speculat-
ing braggadocio, that is ever striving to find
some inexperienced person to share with him
the ill results of .some unprofitable investment.
Therefore, a young man without a knowledge
of business labors under many disadvantages.
His money (if he has any) is distributed among
his friends by way of accommodation for a short
time, by merely taking their word for security;
or he is persuaded by some person to buy some
worthless piece of property, that never turns
the same amount of money to his hands again.
And thus he soon becomes insolvent by being
too friendly and liberal in his dealings, and con-
sequently is obliged to submit himself a servant
to any one's call, in order to obtain the " where-
with" to secure an honorable livelihood. The
difficulties he meets with are so different from
what he anticipated, that he considers himself
viewed by other people as a fool, which com.
pletely discourages him ; and finally, he resorts
to dissipation to drown his troubles, and drags
out a miserable, dreary life—a complete slave
to his "cups," without the least energy to rise
above the lowest slate of degradation. The
truth is—I see no just cause why Peter should
be robbed to pay Paul; but it is no more strange
than true, that the oldest children of the most
of families are reared up with but a small share
of education. They are always kept busily at
work until they become of ago, and are then
turned off, like an " old worn out horse" upon
the common?, while the younger members real-
ize the benefit of that which they never used
the least exertion to accumulate.

I cannot refrain from saying one word to the
(would be) "better half." The manner which
mothers pursue to make their daughters fine la-
tlies, is truly ridiculous: The lime has been
when it was not thought a disgrace.,for females
ti take an active part in performing a share of
the domestic services. The dairy, the wheel
and the loom were then their chief and princi-
pal study. But the fashion of the day is direct,
ly to the reverse. Those who think themselves
respectable now a-days, feel it a great disgrace

for one of their sex to engage in any of the for.
mer •occupations. No matter how often the
poor creature has occasion to look below the
level of the horizon, and a little relax the mus.
cles of the neck, it can hardly escape the notice
of her governess, and she is bid to hold her head
up,perhaps a hundred times a day. If one of
her shoulders should be thought to rise but a
hair's breadth.higher than the other, she is im-
mediately bound, braced an-I twisted, in a most
unmerciful manner, and tortured, almost to
death, in order to correct the supposed irregu.
larity. And lest the dear creature, in the natu-
ral and free use or her limbs, should contract
any ungenteel habits, the dancing master must
be called in at least three times a week, to put
the body in its due place and attitude, and teach
her to sit, stand and walk according to the exact
rules of his art, which, to be sure, must exceed
all the simplicity of untutored nature. Should
the least pimple appear on the face—or what is
still more alarming—should the milk-maid's
flush begin to betray itself in the color of the
cheek, all possible means must be used—physic'
and diet must do their part—nay, health itself
must be destroyed, to suppress the vulgar ex-
pression. It is very singular that mothers
should train up their daughters to squander
away their time* in the parlor, with no other
employment than the frivolous chit-chat of gid-
dy company, or the rattling of a piano, without
rendering them any accomplishments that would
be useful to them, sftould they be so fortunate
as to become mistress of some well furnished
dwelling, and so be separated from the care and
protection of the parental roof. A parent's hap.
piness ought always to be entwined in the pres-
ent or prospective happiness of the family , and
selfishness alone, improper as the feeling is in
itself, might be a sufficient inducement to their
proper education, and mental culture.

With an elevated taste, a young man leaves
his father's roof, and mingles with society to
improve and bless it. Otherwise trained—as
modern customs fully prove-—he enters society
its greatest curse and sorest bane.

The young female, too, is no less favorably
situated by the accomplishments which most
benefit her sex, and make her not, less intelli-
gent than useful. She is fitted for every sphere,
and sheds an improving example around her.

Why, then, let interest break upon our duty,
our happiness and comfort? Yet if our hogs
are of more value than our sons, and our sheep
than our daughters fair; why, let us worship
them, and send our offspring to the field to
"graze" with brutes more noble still than they.

SENEX.
Rochester, Feb. 6, 1S39.

QUEEN VtCTORxA.
Extract of a Letter from a Gentleman in Eng-

land to his Friend in Utica.
"With several friends I left the city yester-

day morning for,Winf!sor, (22 miles by railway,)
arriving there about 10 o'clock. At a quarter
before 11 V e went to St. George's, which is the
Royal Chapel within the castle walk, and a 1
her Majesty arrived. A favorable situatiou for
seeing her had been pointed out before we went
into the'Chapel, which we were successful in
obtaining, and in consequence I found myself
placed about ten yards from the royal pew, in
which the Qjeen was seated, at an elevation of
some eight or ten feet above me. This gave me
an excellent opportunity of seeing her face,
whenever the services required her to stand;
the rest of her person was, of course, concealed
by the front of the seat. After several long
looks, I made up my mind that, although not
beautiful, she was what we Yankees would call
a nice looking girl,' and I then endeavored
to call to mind the face of some one of our ac-
quaintance whorri she might be said to resemble.
But although I have seen a dozen faces like
hers, I cannot at this moment name one which
will convey to you an idea of her. Her hat was
of white chip, quite small in sizs, with a single
white plume, a border of white lace around the
edge, about two inches deep, and inside a sim.
pie wreath of small white roses—in short, just
such an affair as the ladies would call • a sweet
pretty hat.' Her hair was dressed without ring.
Jets, perfectly plain. She wan attended by her
mother, the Duchess uf Kent, a respsctable,
well looking old Jady, of about 50, Lady Mary
Stopford, and the Misses Pagets, who are rather
pretty girls of 18 to 20, with flowing ringlets of
what poets call auburn hair. At one o'clock
the services were over and we made a rush to

see the Qur>en to her carriage, after which we
lunched, made the tour of the state apartments,
and then went to the garden and terrace where
it was expected that the Queen would walk.
At a little after four, two fin'e military bands
made their appearance and commenced playing,
and directly her Majesty came forth from the
castle with lier attendant lords and ladies. The
terrace consists of a fine, broad, elevated walk,
encirling the garden, which occupies the hollow
or excavation. She first made the entire circuit
of the terrace, in the course of which sfie passed
within three feet of me. As she passed along
every hat was raised, and she bowed on either
side from time to time, so that I may say I havo
had a bow from the Queen—a distinction, how-
ever, which some fifty others shared with me at
the same moment. After the grand circuit, the
court passed up and down thp straight path of
the terrace, which was kept free from the peo-
ple, while I took a position in the garden at the
steps, which gave me the opportunity of a good
view of her every time she walked by. I re.
mained here while they took a dozen rounds,
and then, while stopping a few moments at the
end of the walk, she twice approached me with,
in a few feet, and here I caught her eye for a
moment as we mutually bowed. I think I
should now recollect her were I to meet her in
America as a stranger, and without any herald
of her approach.

This nearer view satisfied me that she was
scarcely as pretty as I had deemed her in the
Chapel—stilCshe would be called, independently
of her rank, ai I think, a nice, pleasing^)ooking:
girl, with, an expression in her eye, however,
which is large and gray, of spirit, rather than
good nature. Her face is round and full, as ia
her figure. She walks with energy and decis.
ion. Her dress must be briefly described, though
you will not, of course, expect the accuracy of
a milliner. Her hat was a Leghorn of small
size, with one or two white plumes and a simple
white ribbon ; her shawl of plain, heavy black
silk or satin, with a dark brown figure some four
inches deep. Her dress, a light blue gro denap
silk, rather high in the neck, with a small ruf-
fled cape, and trimmed with two heavy flounces.
Her shoes were of black leather, and to sum up
her whole appearance, it waB precisely that of
one of our well dressed ladies in Broadway.

Her Majesty was attended during her walk
by the Earl of Uxbridge, Lord? Falkland and
Paget, and by the Ladies C. and E. Paget, La.
dy Mary Stopford and Lady.C Copley,;the last,
I take it, a daughter of Lord Lyndhurst, and of
course the grand-daughter of our Copley. The
ladies were dressed as usual for ladies while
walking, but the gentlemen wore in a sort of
livery, the coat of a dark brown, with scailet
collar, cuffs and lappels, and I think a gold band
around Hie hat—in short, like well dressed fool,
men. As the party approached either end of
the walk, the attendants opened their ranks and
fell back, the ladies bowing and the gentlemen
raising their hats, until the Queen turned and
resumed her place in front. After walking for
about half an hour, the court party retired, when
of course, we left, and thus ended my interview
with Queen Victoria. Now all this may sound
rather small on paper, but I assure you 1 would
not have missed the eight for many a round dol-
Jar, for it is something to have seen thus famil-
iarly and satisfactorily, a girl who from her po.
sition as the head of the greatest empire the
world ever saw, is certainly the most remarka.
ble woman of the age."—Oneida Whig.

A boy should jjO to school to learn hovr to
learn in after life. Teaoli him the secret, and
his own mind will store itself with knowledge
and information from fountains most conge,
nial to its character. All this can bo done in
the course of judicious instructions in the ru-
diments of common school education.

11 Is that clean butter ?" said Mike to aooun-
tryman who had a wagon full of butter. "GUOMS
it ought to be," replied the countryman—" it
took the old woman and two of the hoys all
night to pick the hairs out orit.

Said a purchaser to a horse dealer, " is that
animal sure-footed ?" " Perfectly," said the
jockey, " when he puts his foot down, you'd
think he never was going to take it up."

Never go to bed till you are wiser than when
you arose ; for observation, experience and re-
flection, the elements of wisdom, arc the prop.
erty of all those who like to enjoy them..
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Written for the Gtm.
ECHO.

Oh! Winter—dread Winter—I view Ihee at last,
I trace tby marked footsteps—I hear thy rude b las t -
Loud, loud do ye howl at my own cottage door,
Confusion ye spread 'mong the ranks of the poor.
Oh! winter, I view in thy deep drifted snow,
Betrayela of tby destruction and w o .
The summons away—yonder helpless to bless,
I hear mid the shrieks of despair and distress!

WINTER.

To dampen thy vision, for a time, Pve come forth
From the cold, dreary regions of the untraversed north;
Yet I'm welcomed by many with unbounded delight,
By votaries of pleasure who rejoice at my sight.
1 come but the mandate of God to obey—
His will to perform—though transient my stay.
I come—net to hasten despair to the soul,
But by the signal of Him whom no passions control.

ECHO.

Oh! say, why so fatal is thy stroke of despair?
Deaf art thou still to the sufferer's prayer!
No sympathy thine, when nigher and nipher
The ill-sheltered beings bend sad o'er the fire!
While piercing their cries for the true staff of life,—
Though strangers they are to the dark scenes of strife—
While thy omens of dan£er but blacken the skies,
They bow to thy coming with unwonted sighs.

WINTER.

Ask the darkness at midnight why thus art thou near,
But the bosom of thousands to trouble with fear?
Ask the billows why toss the frail water man's barque,
When no refuge is near, and prospects so dark?
These mysteries developed, should teach you be wise,
And bid you remember the "king of Ihe skies!"
The seasons so changing, unaltered remain,
When the voice that created but thunders again.

A. N. S.

Written for the Gem.

THE STORM.
It came from the north, with its chilling breath,
Frowning and fierce, as the angel of death ;
And its dark wing brooded awhile o'er earth,
Till the raging elements waked to birth.

Loudly and long rose the sound of its blast,
And a mournful echo came when it past;
The sky was hid by a dense, dark sheet,
And the vast air filled with contending sleet.

It hath spent its might—ay, the storm is o'er;
The sky is unveiled, and clear as before:
The fisree loud winds have returned to their den,
And smiling Peace comes in triumph again.

Now look abroad—how transcendenfly fair
Is the robe that the hills and vallies wear :
The earth is arrayed like a youthful bride,
With unrivalled beauty—her lover's pride.

The sun hath arisen—its gorgeous light
Hath covered the landscape with jewels bright;
The trees are pendent with brilliant geins,
And every shrub has its glitteriBg stems.

Yet lovelier still is this maeic scene,
When drest in the moonbeams silvery sheen ;
Oh! then'tis as fair as aught can be,
E'en like to a seraph's purity.

Of the charms called forth by the breath of spring,
And fragrant breezes of summer, we sing :
For the rain-bow hues of autumnal days,
Full oft is echoed a note of praise.

Then the wintry storm let us not pass by.
Though it cometh with power and majesty ;
For it leaveth a beauteous spell abroad,
Which bears the soul upward, to nature's God.

A. C. P.

From the Albany Evening Journal.
THE LATE STEPHEN VAN REN3SELAER.

Lost to the earth—thy memory ever livelh,
Stainless, amid the records of the past!

And with the honors that thy country givcth,
The warmer tribute of our tears thou hast.

Not thine the heart, linked by no kindly feeling
To those around thee—loveless and alene—

But midst thy princelv wealth, the bright revealing
Of thine own noble'nature, ever shone.

Thou hast left all—those who have ever loved thee,
Mourn for thee now, their father and their friend-

But as thy long and blameless life hath proved thee,
Well may a triumph with their sorrows blend.

Rest thee in peace! a rich reward in heaven
The faithful servant of his Lord may claim—

Aii'l a i.roud heritage to love is given,
i;< thine example and thine honored name!

TEONDEATHA.
Asacmlily Chamber, Feb. 9, Ib3fl.

From the Albany Argus.
THE OLD MAN'S FUNERAL.

BY W. 0 . BRYANT.

[The funeral of Gen. VAN RENSSELAER, the venerated
and lamented P^atroon of Albany, was attended Feb. 2d,
by a vast concourse of citizens. N . Market; und the in-
tersecting streets at Clinton Square, were crowded with
the assembled population who were unable to gain ad-
mittance into {unchurch; and the lengthened procession
included the Legislature, Executive, State and Judicial
Officers, the numerous societies and faculties of which
he was the head and munificent patron, and all classes
of citizens. All military and civic pomp was dispensed
with; but the hearts of the entire population were there,
in a spontaneous expression of-respect for the personal
worth and virtues ot the illustrious deceased.]

I saw an aged man upon his bier,
His hair was thin and white, and on his brow

A record of the cares of many a year—
CareB that were ended and forgotten now.

And there was sadness round, and faces bowed,
And woman's tears fell fast, and children wailed aloud.

Then rose another hoary man, and said,
In faltering accents, to that weeping train,

Why mourn ye that our aged friend is dead ?
Ye are not sad to see the gathered grain,

Nor when their mellow fruit the orchards cast,
Nor when the yellow woods shake down the ripened

mast.

Ye sigh not when the sun, his course fulfilled,
His glorious course, rejoicing earth and sky,

In the soft evening, When the winds are stilled,
Sinks where his islands of refreshment lie,

And leaves the smile of his departure, spread
O'er the warm colored heaven "and rudy mountain

head.

Why weep ye then for him, who, having won
The bound of man's appointed years', at last,

Life's blessing all enjoyed, life's labors done,
Serenely to his final rest has passed -,

While the soft memory of his virtues, yet.
Lingers like twilight hues, when the bright sun is set.

His' youth was innocent; his riper age,
Marked with some act of goodness, every day ;

And watched by eyes that loved him. calm, and sage,
Faded his late declining years away.

Cheerful he gare his being up, and went
To share the holy rest that waits a life well spent.

That life was happy ; every day he gave
Thanks for the fair existence that was his ;

For a sick fancy made him not her slave,
To mock him with her phantom miseries.

No chronic tortures racked his aged limb,
For luxury and sloth had nourished none for him.

And T am glad (hat he has lived thus long.
And glad that he has gone to his reward ;

Nor deemed that kindly nature did him wrong,
Softly to disengage the vital cord.

When his weak hand grew palsied, and his eye
Dark with the mist of age, it was his time to die.

THE WINE CUP.
That wine-cup! touch it not!

Youth, take thy hand away—
Poverty fills it up,

With ruin and decay.
Oh, Youngster, heed thee well,

Ere thou hast quaffed a drop—
The seeds of death are there

Whose work thou canst not stop !

That wine-cup, spurn it hence—
Though it n\ay sparkle w e l l -

Though it be old and red,
And suit thy palate well.

Oft,'lib thefjtal goal
Whence leads the Drunkard's path :

Then heed it, youngster, well:—
Shun woes the drunkard hath!

When in the festive hnll,
Thou meet'st a jovial band,

When merry goes the hour,
Where are voices sweet and bland! -

Should there the win? cup come,
Creating higher jny,

Oh, spurn the wine-cup then,
'Tis dangerous, my boy.

When in the wide world, youth,
Thou hold'st thy devious way,

If from the path of truth,
Temptations lead astray—

If urg'd to drain the glass,
With thoughtless, lieodless men,

Ob> as thou lov'st thyself,
Touch not the wine-cup then.

Should hours of darknesR come,
And thy heart's purpose fail.

Should life to thee seem vain.
And earth a dreary vale—

Oh, to the voice of truth
Take heed, nor then be deaf,

Shun, shun the. wine-cup then,
It ennnot give relief.

SABBATH MORN.
Oh! it was a cnlm an.I a beautiful day ;

The sky was clear ami the cloudd were bright;
And the whole expanse of creation lay,

Like a fairy scene, on a dreaming sight;
A merry peal from tbe village bells

On the gentle wings of the gale was borne ;
And the echoes replied from a thousand dells

' 'Tis Sabbath morn! 'tis Sabbath morn!1

Who has not felt, with a holy thrill,
O'er his spirit pass such a scene as this?

And a moment forgetful of human ill,
Deem'rl this earth, alone, the abode of bliss ;

But it is not so—there nre brows of cure—
There are hearts with grief and sorrow torn,

1 hat breathe unto heaven a fervent prayer
From devotion's shriue, on a ' Sabbath morn.'

From the Democratic Sentinel.
THE POLISH PATRIOT.

A Sacred Giief sublime and bright,
Descends o'er Von Shouliz's bier j

It mourns not that his soul of/light,
No more confln'd In mortal night,

Has sought its native sphere :
The ballow'd tear that glistens there,

By purest, loftiest feelings glv'n
Flows more from triumph than despair.

And falls like djw from beav'n.

Thus oft around the setting sun,
Soft showers attend his parting ray.

And sinking now his journey done,
His matchless course to evening run,

They weep his closing day,
Who hath not wateb'd nis light decline.

Till sad yet holy feelings rise,
Although he'sets again to shine

More glorious in more cloudless skies.

AB proudly shone the evening ray.
As in that contest bright and brief,

When Patriots hail'd thy moontideduy.
And own'l Thee as their chief;

-Thou wert the radient morning star,
Which bright to hapless Canada rose

The leader of the Patriot war—
The sharer of her woes.

What tho' no earthly triumphs grace
The spot where thou bast ta'en thy sleep.

Yet glory points thy resting place,
And thither freedom turns to wnep.

The pompous arch, the columns boast.
Tho' rich with all thesculptor's art,

Shall soon in time's dark sleep be lost;
But thou survivest in the heart,

And bright thy dwelling still shall be
Within the page of liberty.

And o'er the turf where sleeps the bra\'e,
Such sweet and holy drops are shed—

Who would not fill a patriot's grave,
To share with them the dead !

The laurel and the oaken bough
Above the meaner great may blown,

And trophies due to freedom's brow,
May shade oppression's tomb—

But glory's smile has shed on thee
The light of immortality.

Rome, Jan. 5, 1839.

W H E N I WAS IN MY PRIME.
BY CAROLINE BOWLES.

I mind me of a pleasant time—
A'season long ago,—

The pleasantest I've ever known,
Or ever now can know ;

Bees, bird*, and little tinkling rills
So merrily did chime ;

The year was in its sweet spring-tide,
And I was in my prime.

I've never heard such music since.
From every bending spray,—

I've never pull'd such primroses,
Set thick on bank of brae,—

I've never smelt such violets,
As all that pleasant time

I found by every hawthorn root,
When I was in my prime.

Yon moory down, BO thick and bare
Was gorgeous, then, and gay

Witli gorse and gowan, blosspminp,
As none blooms now-a-day :

The blackbird sings but seldom now,
Up there in the old lime,

Where, hours, and hours, he used to sing,
When I was in my prime.

Such cutting winds came never then.
To pierce one through and through ;

More softly fell the silent shower,
More balmily the dew ;

The morning mist and evening haze—
Unlike thia cold grey rhyme—

Seemed woven waves of golden air,
When I was in my prime.

And blackberrios—so mnwkishnow—
Were finely flavored then ;

And hazel nuts! such clueters thick,
I ne'er shall pull again;—

Nor strawberries, Mushing wild, a6 rich
As fruits of sunniett clime!

How all is altered for the worse,
Since I was in my prime !

From the New England Farmer.
PUDDING AND B E A N S .

Oh, what it there better thun pudding and beans!
Nor turkey; nor surloin; nor mutton and greciin.
Can vie with the honest "uld Indian" well done,
Well lathered with 'lasses, as bright as ttie sun.

Twas our forefather's dish, in rough times of yore,
When first they'took lodgings,' on old Plymouth shore
The corn for their food, and cold water to drink,
Made hearts to resolve, and cool noddles to think.

'Tis the pride of their sons on Saturday niuht,
When winds whistie loud, anil the kitchen burnB bright
AH round the oak table to huddle with glee,
Aud flourish their trenchers in right jolity.

Ah, what snoring succeeds among Ihe 'old folks,'
While the youngsters are slyly whispering the yolks
Of eggs, newly laid, and when mingled the'pop ;•
AH hands on the floor, for a reel or a hop.

Oh! pudding and beans '.—the delight of my youth •
When loved all the lovely, with ardor and truth •,
Whon women were true ; and their lover's were gay
As roosters an barntop, and hens in the hayr

i. n n.
OFFICE OF THE GEM

CORNER OF BUFFALO AND STATE BTS, ROCHESTER.
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From the Lady's Book.
TH E LAST OFFER.

BV MRS. HALE.

" O, love will master all the power of art."
" And so, Clara, you have rejected Mr. Tine-

ford—I own I do regret it," said Mrs. Crosby to
her niece.

" My dear aunt, would you wish me to marry
a widower, with as many children as followed
John Rogers to the stake? but whether there
were nine or ten has always been a puzzle to
me. Do you not think Mr. Tineford could solve
that question ? I wish I had asked him," said
the young lady, looking very demure.

" Mr. Tineford has but three children, as you
very well know," said Mrs. Crosby.

" But you know, also, my dear aunt, that my
imagination always expatiates in the "Rule of
Three"—that is, making three of one, which
just brings out the nine, without any remain-
der."

" Come, Clara, pray leave this trifling ; it
does.not become you, and Mr. Tineford is not
a character which should excite ridicule," said
Mrp. Crosby, gravely. " You acknowledged
yesterday, that you»thought him excellent, in-
telligent, and agreeable/'

" ' "iy of nearly evei
'» aaSH ninra Tlir ,

*,u.Uw~.. . _ i highly
as you do—but I could never, never think of
marrying him."

"Oh, Clara!"—
41 Spare me dear aunt, I know all you would

urge in his favor, and I know, too, many rea-
sons which your tenderness for my feelings
would spare me. I am twenty-nine:—O, wo is
me, that I have arrived so near the verge of old
maidism ! My beauty is gone—nay, don't shake
your head—Miss Jones says I look positively
old, and that she is quite shocked, (you know
her benevolent affection for me) to eee such a
change."

" I do net Bee it, my dear Clara, nor is it so.
Your cheek is not as blooming as it was at
nineteen, but there is at times, a more lovely
expression in your countenance, a chastened
thoughtfulness. which gives promise of that
tenderness and goodness which I know was al-
ways in your disposition, but which, in the years
of brilliant youth, you did not display."

" Who would blame me for being vain if they
knew my aunt flattered me thus ?" exclaimed
Clara, tears of gratitude and pleasure filling her
eyes. "Bat I must not flatter myself, that
others see wi'h your partial affection. I know
there is a change ; my mirror, as well as Miss
Jones, reminds me of it; and the young ladies,
those who were in the nursery when I came
out, eall me old." . . . .41 »

•• It is a great pity that girls are permitted
to come out so young," said Mrs. Crosby.

" There is no use of preventives, m my case
dear aunt," replied Clara, smiling with her
usual cheerfulness. " I am twenty-nine, with
little beauty and no money at all. How can 1
over expect another offer 7"

»• My dear child, it is none of these motives
which induce me to wish this marriage to take
place," said Mrs. Crosby, earnestly. " But I
know that Mr. Tineford loves you; and he esti-
mates also your worth of character, or he would
not, in the maturity of bis judgment, when he
has reached such a high eminence in his pro-
fession, and acquired such distinguished repu-
tation* he would not thus renew the homage he
paid you ten years ago. I do not see how you
can have the heart to refuse him a second
time."

"Simply because I have no "heart to give
him," said Clara, with a sigh, and then gaily
added, you know, aunt, that' he has been mar-
ried, and appeared to love his wife most ten-
derly—he doubtless loves his children, so that
between the regret he is bound to cherish for
the memory of the one, and the affection he
must bestow on the other, there can be little
room in his heart for love towards me. This
second disappointment will not afflict him ; so
do not urge the match on his account."

".I wish it on your own, dear Clara. Since
the loss of my property by the failure of the
bank, my whole concern has been for you. My
annuity will cease with my life, and I feel my
strength failing daily. Do not look so sorrow-
ful, my darling, I should welcome the change
with joy, were your welfare secured. And to
Mr. Tineford I would entrust your earthly des-
tiny with perfect confidence."

111 wonder if there ever was a good mother,
in-law," said Clara, striving to turn the conver-
sation from her aunt's ill health, which she
never could bear to hear named, although she
felt that there was hardly any hope that she
could be saved.

" You would make a good one, Clara ; I know
your heart is overflowing with affections and
tender sympathies ; you would love those little
children dearly—their mother was your inti-
mate friend, and if their father was your hus.
band, studying your happiness and securing to
you every rational source of enjoyment, you
could not refrain from loving his children, or
rather you would feel that they wore yours. I
cannot bear to think you will finally refuse him,
and be left to struggle alone with the hardships,
and cares, and sorrows, which a single woman,
without relations or fortune, must encounter."

" How careful you are, my dear aunt, for my
happiness," said Clara, gratefully. " I wish I
could follow your advice ; but I Bhould wrong
Mr. Tineford's generous heart if I married him
when I do not love him."

" You would love him, Clara"—
" Oh ! never attempt to persuade me that

love can be awakened after marriage, when
there is no kindling of affection before the ce-
remony. I should undoubtedly esteem him ; I
hope, treat him with propriety, but I never
should love him, and you Know I have always
declared that I would not marry except I loved
tbe man to whom I pledged my faith."

Mrs. Crosby looked distressed. " I must then
relinquish all hope," said she.

•• You think that if I have lived twenty-nine
years without being in love, that my heart is
ossified, I suppose," said Clara, laughing.

" I think when a young lady has nad the
number of admirers and offers which I know
you have had, and rejected them all, that there
is little reason to expect she will receive others.
I have made up my mind that this is to be your
last offer." .

•• You said the same, dear aunt, when I reject-
ed Mr. Bellows."

" He was a good man, and is highly prosper-
ous. It would have been an excellent match
or you." . ,.

•• A most wretched one—for I positively dis
liked him—he was so prosing and particular,
he would have driven me crazy with his small
fidgetings and solemn reflections. I would
rather prefer living like Madame Roland, in a
garret on beans, than to have married him,
though he had been as rich as Rothchild."

"Then, there was William Hopkins, he was
a fine talented young man ; I thought for a lonjr
time that you liked him."

•• 1 did like him as a child does its rattle, for
the amusement he always made me ; but I could
not respect a man whose manners were §o fnv

Is not that a candidolous—so like my own.
admission ?"

" But what could you have found to cavil at
in the character or manners of that noble young
man, Lucius Howard 7"

" He was too perfect for me, dear aunt," re-
plied Clara ; a blush crimsoned her cheek, and
there vas a Blight tremor in her voice as she
added—ll He never offered me his hand."

" Clara, I am sure I understood at the time,
that you rejected him."

11 No, no, aunt—you were deceived ;" Clara's
voice grew firmer, though her face was deadly
pale ; while she continued—"I have long wished
long intended to confide my weakness and dis.
appointment to you; but, it is so humiliating to
own one has been crossed in love, that I never
could find the opportunity wlien my mind was
in a right mood. Now it shall be done, that
you may feel convinced I do right in declining
to marry Mr. Tineford—you would not wish
me to vow at the altar to love him, when my
heart is irrevocably devoted to another. Yes,
I did, I do love Lucius Howard, and—he—loved
me, but thought me unworthy to be his wife."
She covered her face with her hands, and burst
into tears.

" Clara, my darling, this cannot be. He nev-
er could have thought you unworthy ; but he
might fear you would reject him," said Mrs.
Crosby.

41 No, no," replied Clara, in a voice of deep
agony; " no, he knew that I loved him, and I
believe he had little doubt that I would accept
him ; but he thought I permitted or rather en>
couraged attentions from others. You know
how many admirers I had in those days, when
I rejected Mr. Tineford and a dozen others ;
there was then no shadow on my beauty, and I
triumphed in the power it gave me. Fatal
power, moBt foolishly used to vex the noble
heart that loved me, and whose love I returned.
I trifled till Lucius Howard thought roe a con-
firmed coquette, and when he acknowledged his
deep affection for me, ho told me that he did it
to prove to me the consistency of his principles ;
as he knew he had often betrayed his love, he
came to make the avowal openly, but at the
same time to tell me that he did not seek a re-
turn, that he did not ask my hand—he believed
our dispositions and tastes were too dissimilar
to allow him to hope for happiness with me.
He invoked heaven to protect and blesB me—
and took leave of me—for ever."

Mrs. Crosby was sadly distressed and con-
founded by this disclosure. She had always
thoueht that her neice remained single because
she found no one to suit her fastidious ta»te.—
Never had she dreamed that Clara, the gay
Clara Dinsmore, had nursed a secret and hope,
less passion. Mr. Howard, she well knew, had
left that part of the country entirely ; he was
settled in the ministry at the South—she had
heard that he was one of the shining lights of
the aee> and she felt almost certain she had
heard of his marriage, too—so she could not
flatter her dear Cla a with the least hope of ever
renewing her acquaintance with him.But if
she would be persuaded to accept Mr. Tineford,
who she doubted not would be too.glad to marry
her, though she had loved another, the good
aunt thought she might sti 1 look forward, to
days of haziness for her neice. So "he began
her work of comforting, »V » « « * > £ * « £
person could expect an unshadowed-lot. She
feminded Clara of the fortitude with which she
had hitherto, borne this disappointment of tnt
hSart-entreated her not to allow the rem.m-
france of a scene so long past to overcome her
nOw-showed her how much of good had aIrea.
dy arisen from this disappointment^. doubUeM
that improvement in Clara's character, WOK*
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had been remarked by every one, had boon
effected in consequence of the new reflections
awakened by the parting words of Lucius—and
in short, the good lady proved, to her own Bat.
isfaction, that Clara was a much more estimable
person from having been crossed in love, as
children, habituated to (he practice of self.deni-
al are much more amiable than petted favorites,
who have never learned to control their own
inclination. Mrs. Crosby hinted that if Clara
would only consent to marry Mr. Tineford, and,
as she was well qualified to do, train his moth,
erless children in the way they should go, and
make his homo the place of happiness to him,
as she easily might, that she would be a heroine
indeed, as much superior to the common des-
cription of those who marry at the end of the
fashionable novels, as Rebecca the Jewess was
to Rowena.

But poor Clara was resolute to her vow of
single blessedness, and really felt that her aunt
had almost compromised her dignity, when she
acknowledged that she had invited Mr. Tine-
ford to take tea that evening'with them ; and
furthermore, permitted him to bring a friend
who was vidting at his house. " I told him
truly the state of my heart," said Clara. " I
felt it was due to the disinterested regard he
had manifested for me, that he should know why
I could net return his affection. And I told him
then, that I should for the future, avoid his so-
ciety, lest I might be tempted to speak of Lucius
Howard. I fear he will think I have no con-
sistency of character."

Mrs. Crosby promised to do the honors of the
evening to her guests, but thought Clara must
be present; and finally she consented. At the
appointed hour, Mr. Tineford and his friend
arrived, and were warmly welcomed by Mrs.
Crosby. Mr. Tineford inquired, with a smile
of much meaning for Mies Dinsmore.

"She will be with us soon," said her aunt.
" She has not been quite well to-day." The
friend of Mr. Tineford looked distresred. Just
then Clara entered ; the excitement of her feel-
ings deepening the color of her cheeks, till she
looked as blooming as she did at nineteen—and
more beautiful, Lucius Howard thought, <&a he
Btepped forward to greet her.

Poor Clara—she v-as quite overcome for the
moment, a.s she looked at Mr. Tineford, and
thought of the confession she had made to him,
and then felt her hand in the clasp of Mr How.
avd's. "But all was soon happily settled, and
good aunt Crosby, as she prepared for the mar-
riage of her beloved neice with Lucius Howard,
declared that this last offer was the best Which
Clara ever had, and she had become convinced
that a woman had better live single than \o
marry one man while her heart was given to
another.

[From the Vernon Courier.
INCIDENTS IN THE EARLY HISTORY

OF ONEIDA COUNTY.
In March, 1797, Moses Foot, Esq. together

with eight other families, removed from New
England to the village of Clinton and cornmenc-
ed the settlement of that eectiori of the county
of Oneida^ A short time after their arrival
they held a council with chiefs of the Oneida
tribe, which resulted in the following covenant:

If the cattle of the whiles, for the purpose
of grazing in the woods, went on the Indian
grounds, or the cattle of the Indians came on
to the lands of the nfiites, that were not enclos-
ed, but should the cattle of either party stray
away, and the other party know where they
were, notice was to be given to the owners that
the cattle might be reclaimed. Either party
might dig ginseng on the other's land, but neith-
er were to cut any timber belonging to the op-
posite party. One or two years afterwards a
party of the Oneidas headed by the celebrated
Saucy Nick, came and formed a camp about
two miles west of the village, for the purpose of
digging ginseng, where they remained several
daya. One of the settlers missed a fine fat
steer, and on making search found some of the
offals secreted near the Indian camp, but the
birds had flown, not an Indian was to be found.
This was on the morning of the day that was
appointed far the inspection of the militia.
The Gov. to prevent the trouble and expense of
the military's going some 30 or 40 miles to
meet their regiment at the German Flats, had
issued his orders that a Major should attend and
inspect the two small companies that were then
all the organized militia in the state, west of the
eaid German Flats. These two companies were

the germs of the 20th and 134th regiments, the
two oldest regiments in the county. On the
news of tho depredation of the Indians reaching
the settlement, a party of some ten or twelve
armed young men started in pursuit.

They soon got on the trail and following
them up the Oriskany creek to some point a-
bove1 the forks, where they found they had cross,
ed over, crossing the south branch near the pre-
sent site of Waterville ; they then returned on
that side of the creek passing but a short dis.
tance in the rear of Clinton, pursuing their
course for the trading house of John Post, near
Fort Schuyler (now the city of Utica.) When
the pursuers got to the Saquoit-creek, near the
site of New-Hartford, the indications were such,
that they were confident the Indians were but a
few minutes in advance. They therefore divi-
ded their party1, one half, the most active, taking
a circuitious route to get in front while the rest
Were to follow in the rear. The plan succeed-
ed admirably, for in a short time they had the
whole party prisoners. The Indians at first
stoutly denied having any knowledge of the
steer, but the whites not being so easily duped,
proceeded to search their packs, when on open,
ing that of Saucy Nick, the hide and bell of the
missing animal made their appearance. The
proof being now too convincing to render any
further denial beneficial, some of them frankly
confessed they had killed and eaten the steer.
The Indians were therefore all taken back to
Clinton as prisoners. At some point of time
after the capture, Saucy Nick was very obstin-
ate, when one of the party by the name of Cook,
a large athletic man, became so" exasperated,
that he was about to strike him with his rifle,
one of the party however prevented it by seizing
the rifle, yet Cook succeeded in giving, him a
blow with his cane. Notwithstanding the
length of the pursuit, the military had not dis-
persed when the party with the prisoners return-
ed to the settlement. The Indians then re-
quested the favor of letting one of theirnum.
ber go to the Oneida to acquaint their chiefs of
the situation in which they had placed them,
selves, engaging that the messenger should be
back the next morning by the time the sun was
an hour high, and that the rest of them would
remain under guard as hostages. The request
was granted and the runner forthwith despatch,
ed. The messenger punctually returned the
next morning by the time specified. In the
course of the forenoon Scanado, Beechtree and
about twenty other Oneida chiefs arrived, and
requested to hold a council with the whites.
The principal settlers were called together and
the council agreed upon, the Rev. Mr. Kirkland
was to act as interpreter, Esq. Foot was to be
chief speaker on the part of the whiles and
Beechtree on the part of the Indians. The
council was held in the old log church which
stood near the centre of the village of Clinton,
the Indians occupying one side of the building
and the whites the other. After the prelimina-
ries were all arranged, and the parties nad taken
their seats, some 15 or 20 minutes of silence
were observed. In the view of the savage it is
a very great departure from dignity and, deco-
rum to show any impatience or haste in open,
ing the council. Beechtree now arose and
commenced, " Will our brothers hearken ?
When . our Father (Esq. Foot) and the
pale faces came from towards the rising sun
and set themselves down here in the valley of
the river of nettle [Oriskany is the Indian name
and signifies • river of nettles'] we made a cov-
enant with him. [Here he set forth the coven,
ant substantially as I have stated in the com.
mencement of this ̂ chapter.] This covenant
our father and his people have kept; with them
it is very strong ; they have not broken it ; our
father and his people dealt in good faith with
their red brothers. About six suns ago, some of
our people came to dig ginseng ; they knew the
covenant for we had told them; but they were
very bad people; with them the covenant was
like pipes that we get of the white trader, very
easy broken ; they killed and eat the young ox
of the white man; they broke the covenant.
Will our father inform his red children what
they must do to mend the broken covenant?
It must be mended. He then sat down.

Esq. Foot now rose, and told them that to
mend^the broken covenant, their bad men must
pay the owner for the young ox. They must
also pay his young men for the time spent in
the pursuit of those who broke the covenant.

Bcechtree again arose and said, • our father
has said well; the young ox must be paid for,

and the young men must be paid ; we do not use
oxen ; we have cows ; we know how much they
are worth, but we do not know how much the
young ox was worth, will our father tell us 7

Esq. Foot told him that the young ox was
worth as much as the best cow in the Oneida,
as it was very fat and good.

Beeehtree then said, • the owner of the young
ox shall have our best cow, will our father tell
us which it is ?

Esq. Foot knowing the cows of Oneida, told
Beechtree that a certain brown, white faced
cow, would be accepted by the owner of the
young ox.

Beechlree again said,c our .father is verv wise,
he- knows the best cow ; before the setting of
the sun to-morrow, our young men will drive
and deliver one cow; will our father now tell
us how much his young men must have ?'

Esq. Foot now informed him that bis red
brothers, the chiefs present, were good men,
that they mended the covenants that bad people
broke, that they might give his young men
what they thought would be right.

Beechtree now said ' Will our brothers again
hearken ? Our bad men who broke the coven,
ant, were digging ginseng ; they had gathered
some, which they have in their packs ; will our
father look at it and say how much it is worth ?
Post, who keeps the trading house at Fort
Schuyler, will buy it. '

Esq. Foot examined the ginseng and inform-
ed Beeditree that it would bring a certain sum
which he named, it being a very liberal one.
Beechtree said, it is a fair price, but it is not
enough to pay the young men. They may take
it at that price, and about the first of next snow,
Mr. Taylor, the agent will be here, to pay us
money for the 20 townships we sold at Albany,
we will give you a paper directing him to pay
you a certain sum (which he named) we will
make our cross on the paper, we cannot write ;
Mr. Taylor will then pay you, and when he pays
us the rest ot the money to divide among, our
people, we shall not give any to those who
broke the covenant, so that when they see they
lose their best cow, have their ginseng taken
from- them, and have no money given them,
they will be punished ; they will be careful not
to break the covenant any more. This proposi-
lion was agreed to, and the writing made out
and signed. Beechtree then said, ' if the cov-
enant is mended, let us again be friends.' Esq.
Foot told him that if the cow was delivered the
next day, the covenant would be made good,
and they would all be good friends again, and
the council broke up with much good will and
satisfaction on both sides. It is proper here to
remark that the cow was punctually delivered
the next day, and the draft was duly honored by
Mr. Taylor. During the whole sitting of the
council Beechtree, before he made, or accepted
of any proposition, had a consultation with the
other chiefs, and Esq. Foot had his frequent
conversations with and the advice of the set-
tiers.

But there was one proud and revengeful spir-
it in that council which did not give an assent
to their being again friends. I allude to Saucy
Nick. He had during the whole sitting, sat
with his head down in sullen silence. The
blow which he had received from Cook while a
prisoner, still smarting, still rankling and fes-
tering in his bosom. When the rest left the
house he went with them without uttering a
word, but inwardly vowing revenge, as might
be seen by the close observer, in the snakelike
glance of the eye towards Cook. A few weeks
after, Cook had occasion to go to Fort Schuyler
with his cart and oxen. While there and stand,
ing near his team, Saucy Nick made at him with
his drawn knife. Cook had barely time to elude
the blow by jumping into his cart and defending
himself with the bult of his whip. Saucy Nick
soon gave over the attempt at that time. Not
long afterwards a6 Cook was chopping on his
lot, it being the farm now owned by the heirs of
the late Waller Pollard, an arrow whizzed by
him but a few inches from his body. The arm
that drew the bow was not to be mistaken. It
was also a warning to Cook, that nothing but
his heart's blood would wipe off the disgrace of
the blow given with the cane. He had now
learned the character of the savage, that his at.
tempts would never be given over until his aim
was sure, that length of time would never heal
his revenge or deter him from hiB purpose.
Cook, therefore, with the advice of his friends
sold out his 'betterments' and removed back to
Connecticut.
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WASHINGTON'S BIRTH DAY.
The following eloquent lines—by COFFIN, the Boston

Bard—are peculiarly applicable to the occasion; and
their publication may not be deemed inappropriate :

When Freedom midst the battle storm
Her weary head reclined;

And round her fair majestic form,
Oppression fain had twined;

Amidst the din—beneath the cloud
GREAT WASHINGTON appeared:

With daring hand rolled back the shroud
And thus the sufferer cheered :

" Spurn, spurn despair! be great, be free!
With giant strength arise;

Stretch, stretch thy pinions, Liberty,
Thy flag plant in the skies !

Clothe, clothe thyself in glory's robe,
Let stara thy banners gem ;

Rule, rule the sea—possess the globe-
Wear victory's diadem.

" Go, tell the world, a world is born.
Another orb gives light;

Another sun illumes the morn,
Another'star the night;

Be just •, be brave !—and let thy name
Henceforth Columbia be;

Wear, wear the oaken wreatn of fame.
The wreath o'f Liberty I"

He said—and lo! the stars of night
Forth to her banner flew ;

And morn, with.pencil dipped in light,
Her blushes on it drew;

Columbia'atchieftain seized the prize,
AJI-gloriously unfu'leJ; .

Soared with it to his native skies,
And waved it o'er the world 1 M.

Washington Correspondence of the U. S. Gaz.

AN INTERESTING WIDOW.

I noticed among the crowd of fashion that
flitted through the Avenue, a widow lady, whose
history is BO singular, and whose personal
charms are so attractive, that I linger with
wonder over the first, and with honest de-
votion and admiration over the last.

The lady is not yet on the other side of 5 and
30 years, and yet she has lost four husbands !
and what is most extraordinary, they all died by
violence. The firsUhusband was killed in row-
ing a regatta between London Bridge and Shore,
ditch. He was aboard the winning barge, the
Lady Stanhope, when a man in the losing barge,
the Duke of Suffolk, struck him with the blade
of an oar, in a moment of irritation,. and the
poor fellow died a few days afterwards. The
wife and widow, of course, went into weeds,
and retired to the rural scenes of Warwickshire,
where she resolved to spend the remainder of
her days in seclusion. .It did so happen, how-
ever, that a gallant and fashionable Major, at-
tached to the 84th regiment of her majesty's in-
fantry, found his way to the young widow's re-
treat in Warwickshire ; and although her grief
was excessive, sincere and unqualified, she could
not, for the soul of her, resist his eloquence,
when he threw himself at her feet, and descant,
ed with all the eloquence of a Tully, and in the
mingled cadences and sentences of the philoso.
pher and the platonic lover, of the delights of a
"fourth estate" in'the world of beauty. He
talked of love, and honor, and chivalry ; and
swore that.he lived but to adore her; and was
ready to meet the noblest and most gallant
knight that the world could afford at the tourna-
ment, and win the favor of his love by trial of
battle. The lady listened, lingered, and wept
and rejoiced over the passions of the lover ; and
at last cast off her weeds, and abjured the syl-
van scene of Warwickshire, gave her hand to
the gallant major, and set up an establishment
in the Moor-fields, Finsbury square.

A few months after her union with the major,
she accompanied him on the excursion to Bel-
gium. While at Brussels, they spent an even-
ing in the library of the Orange palace, and the
lady received, as it was subsequently supposed,
an unintentional insult at the hands of an Aus-
trian colonel. T&e major was impetuous ; in
paroxysm of madness jmat in the face of the
offender. Usual cards were forthwith exphang.
ed, and the eequal, was a duel on the banks of
Seine. At the first fire the major fell mortally
wounded, and scarcely had time to commend his
wife to the protection of an English admiral^
then at Brussels, before he surrendered

" •— his honors to the world again,
His blessed part to heaven, and slept in peace."

Again were weedB and seclusion jreajprted to
tfy (he unfortunate lady; and she had ^solved,
at one time, to enter a monastic institution, and
devote herself to the rosary ana" cross ; but ere
•he could carry her rash design into execution,
a 8cotch merchant, a native of Glasgow, a man

distinguished for his wealth and commercial
enterprise, who accidentally happened to be in
Brussels, sought, wooed and won her already
twice widowed heart. They were married at
the Hotel de Ville, and soon after emgrated to
London. The husband not more than a month
after this marriage, was called by imperious
business to Scotland, and leaving his wife at
her establishment in Moor-fields, sailed in the
ill-fated Rothsay Castle steamer for the north.
With that unfortunate vessel, he went "down
to the bottom" of the

" Deep, deep sea."
And from that disastrous day, no fond hope

of the ultimate restoration of his lifeless form,
has greeted the anxious ear of love and affection.
But the widow was not destined to remain in
her '• third estate" of weeds and anguish. Sir
Charles * ' # # * * # about the period of the
widow's third widowhood, returned to London,
flushed with success and possessed of wealth
abundant, from Coromandel. He sought and
found the widow of the Moor-fields, as she was
then designated, and, it is scarcely necessary to
say, that that dashing and gallant soldier, was
soon the " Commissioned Lord and Master" of
"the young widow's heart. Soon after the mar-
riage of Sir Charles with the widow—it might
have been eight or \en months afterwards—he
was. ordered on a diplomatic mission to the
German States; and whilst making a journey
from Lubec to Frankfort on the Mayne, in a
Btage coach, the vehicle wa9 assailed by robbers,
and Sir Charles and all the inmates of the car-
riage, were brutally murdered. The wife, now
once more a widow, had remained in England,
and was left to W6ep over the death of a fourth
husband, who like his predecessors, had fallen
by the hand of violence.

I met this lady in Florence and in Rome,
some few years ago. She was then intimate at
the village of the Marquis of Hastings, and it
was there I first learned her extraordinary sto-
ry. Yesterday I met her in Pennsylvania ave-
nue, and to my surprise she recognized me.
She remains in the city but a few days, however,
and is now on her way from the city of Mexico
to London. She is beautiful, and though her
life has been .chequered by melancholy and dis-
astrous incidents, she appears to have lost none
of her pristine bouyaney of spirits; nor have
the united attacks of time and sorrow made any
impression on the elegance of her form, or the
brilliancy of her personal beauty.

In reply to a good natured remark that I made,
in relation to the sweets of matrimony, " I
know little the raptures on which you dilate;
there was a time when I could appreciate them ;
but I suppose that if I listen to your sex I shall
be obliged to. take another husband. But, ah
me ! I dread the idea, for it appears that some
fatality attends me ; all, all die whom I love;
and the man who takes me next must possess
more courage than the Austrian troops did at
Jena !" I do not doubt that the widow, ere the
lapse of a couple of months, will have her fifth
husband.1' *

WHAT .WILL YOU HAVE?
After a day's work of calculation and copy,

ing, I was under the mortifying necessity of
waiting an hour in the tap room of a low tav-
ern, to secure the servicos of the mail guard,
who was to carry a parcel for my employers.—
Amidst the smoke, the spitting, and the clatter
of a crowd of inn hunters, I could not but find
some subjects of reflection. "'

The presiding genius of the bar was a bloat-
ed, carbuncled, whiskered young man, whom
I had long known as the abandoned. son of a
deceased friend. I sighed, and was silent.—
Ever and anon., as one after another, or t-quads
of two, three or more, approaches his shrine,
to receive and empty their glasses, and deposit
their sixpences, I heard the short, peremptory
formula of the Bacchanal minister—"Whatwill
you have ?—brandy ? gin ? punch,? What will
you have ?" And the victims severally made
their bids, for a smaller, a cocktail, a sling,
or julap as the case might be. The constant
repetition of "the form in that case made and
provided," set me upon a drowoy meditation on
the pregnant question, what will you have?—
"Methinks I can answer that question." said
to myself, as I cast a glance around the murky
apartment. And^rst to the young shoemaker,
who, with a pair, of newly finished boots, is a
king for "grog" What will you have?—
Young man you will soon have an empty
pocket.

There is a trembling ragged man with livid
pots under the eyes. He is a machine maker,
md his lodgings in the houae. What will you

have? Ah! the bar-keeper knows without an
answer: he takes gin and water. Poor man !
I also know what you will have. Already you
have been twice at death's door; and the gin
will not drive off that chill. Fou will hav"e ty~.
phus fever?

There comes my neighbor, the book-binder;
His hand shakes as he raises his full glass.—
Ah, Shannon ! I dread to say it—but you will
have the palsy.

The glasses are washed out, not cleansed, in
the slop.tub under the shelf. Now afresh bevy
comes up, cigar in hand. Gentlemen, what
will you have ? I choose lo supply the answer^
for myself; thus :—The baker there will have
an apoplexy or a sudden fall in his shop. The
tailor in green glasses will have, or rather has
already, a consumption;. And I fear the three
idlers in their train will have the next epidemic
that shall sweep off our refuse drunkards.

But what will that man have who leans over
the table, seeming to pore over the last "Her-
ald ?" He is scarcely resolved what he shall
drink, or whether he shall drink at all. I un-
derstand the language of his motions; he is a
renegade from the temperance ranks. He has
borrowed rribney this week. John, you will
have lodgings in a jail.

Sorry, indeed, am I to see in this den, Mr.
Scantling, the cooper. Not to speak of him.
selfi I have reason to believe that both his
grown sons are beginning to drink. He looks
about him suspiciously. Now he has plucked
up courage. Ho takes whiskey. You will
have a pair of drunken sons.

Tha,t young fellow in the green frock coat
and colored neckcloth, is a musician, a man of
reading, and the husband of a lovely English
woman. He takes his-glass with the air of a
Greek drinking hemlock. You will have a
heart broken wife.

What! is that lad of fifteen going to the bai ?
He is; and he tosses off his Cqgniac with an
air. You will have an early death.

That old man that totters out of the door,
has doubtless come hither to drown his grief.
His last eon has died in prison, from the effects
of a brawl in the theatre.' The father has looked
unutterable anguish every sober momqnt foe
two years.- Wretched old man you will hav*
the halter of a suicide.

I must take the rest in mass, for it is Satur-
day night, and the throng increases. The bar-
keeper has an assistant in the person of a pale
sorrowful girl. Two voices now reiterated the
challenge : What will you have ? What will
you have ? s

Misguided friends, I am afraid you will have
a death bed without hope.

My man has arrived,—I must go ; glad to
escape to the purer air; and still the parrot-note
resounds in my ears. What will you,, have ?—
You will have to sum up all—you will have a
terrible judgement and an eternity of such re-
tribution as befits your life.

The Martinique Earthquake.—The Charleston,
(S. C.) Mercury of the 11th has this paragraph.

Coincidence.—It will bo seen by reference to
Saturday's Mercury, that the great earthquake
at Martinique—and the subsidence of the water
and appearance of a fissure in the Lake at St.
Louis, (Missouri,) occurred within a few days
of each other—and probably were effects of one
and the same cause.

That there are subterranoan and submaring
communications throughout the bed of the
Gulf ôf Mexigo and the Mississippi Valley, per-
haps also extending under our great Lakes to
the Arctic Ocean, is highly probably. Martini-
que and Guadaloupe, and many other West
India Islands, show, by their obtruncated moun*
tain cones, an evident yolcanio formation, and
that they, have been thrown up from beneath.—
The entire vast drain of the Cordilleras Moun
tains, from Terra del Fucgo to California north
rests on volcanic cavern* and corridors of ex-
tinct craters, or of those that are still in active
operation, Jike beacon-fires on their lofty, euovr
clad summits. The earthquakes of the Mis.
sissippi Valley some years since, and the for.
mations there, indicate the same structure.—
Iceland and its hot springs a/id sulphur encrus-
tations show an arctic connection probably with
the Plutonian arrangement, and the whole leads
to the belief that there arc volcanit submorin*
caverns from pole to pole.—$. Y. Star.
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From the Syracuse Whig.

ANNALS OF ONONDAGA COUNTY.
The following sketch of the early settlement

of Onendaga County, is necessarily very im.
perfect, but as it contains all the information
on the subject which the writer has been able
to obtain, he hopes it will not be entirely unin-
teresting. All the events here narrated may be
relied upon for accuracy, at least they have all
been communicated to the writer aa true. But
if he has made any erroneous statement he will
thank some one to correct it, and indeed, the
principal object in publishing the following nar-
rative, is to elicit more information on the sub.
ject. He will therefore, take this opportunity
to invite any one who is in possession of the
other historical facts connected with the early
settlement of this county, to give them publici-
ty-

At the time of the Revolutionary War, all
that part of the Stale of New York, west of
Ulster, Albany and Charlotte counties, was
called Tryon County. The principal and al-
most only settlements of white men in this
large tract of country, were then confined to
the Mohawk and Schoharie valleys. The re-
mainder of the county, comprising what is now
the most fertile part the state, was then nearly
covered with primeval forests, through which
the Indians of the Five Nations pursued the
chase unmolested by their pale faced brethren.
At Oswego and at Niagara forts were maintain-
ed by the British during the war, and with these
two axceptions it is doubtful whether any white
person resided in this state, at that time, west
of what is now Oneida county.

But immediately after the close of the war,
the tide of emigration was turned towards Try-
on County, and it was not long before the hardy
pioneer of civilization had penetrated every
valley. In a short time the increase of inhabi-
tants made it necessary for their accommoda.
tion to divide the county, which was done the
27lh of January, 1789, the| western part being
formed into a new county and called Ontario
county. The name of Tryon county had, how-
ever, been previously changed, (April 2d, 1784,)
to Montgomery county, and the name of Char,
lotte county was at the same time, changed to
Washington county. As Gov. Tryon had es.
poused the British interests during the war, it
was considered unpatriatic to have the county
bear his name any longer, and so it was named
after General Montgomery Onondaga Coun-
ty was set off from Montgomery county soon
after Ontario, though when it was first organ,
ized it included the territory comprising the
eounties of Cortland, Cayuga and part ofOswc
go, as well as the present county of Onondaga.
It derived its name as is well known, from one
of the tribes of the Five Nations, a remnant of
whom still reside within its limits.

The courts in this county were first held at
Samuel Tyler's tavern in Onondaga Hollow,
where they were held till 1804, when they were
held at the court house on Onondaga Hill. In
1830 a new court house was completed at Syra-
cuse, and the county courts were then removed
to that village where they are now held.

The first white inhabitant of this county was
General Asa Danforlh who settled at Onondaga
Hollow about the year 1789. At that time there
were no settlements of white people nearer him
than about thirty miles, and for a considerable
time after his first removal here he had to go to
Herkimer, (about 73 miles.) for his fliur, as no
mill had then*been erected nearer. Previous to
his settlement hero, the Indians had discovered
tho salt springs at Salina, and had manufactur-
ed salt for their own use. General Danforth
boiled the first salt that was manufactered here
for the use of the whites, After he had resided
at Onontlaga one or two years, a flour mill was
erected in Genesee county, and then he used to
go there for his flour, receiving it in exchange
for his ualt. The first crop of wheat ever rais-
ed in this county was sown by him on the On.
oadaga flats. He sowed only one bushel, and
as he had no means of grinding the produce, he
fad it to his hogs.
|3The first white child born in this county was
Miss Amanda Danforth, daughter of Asa Dan.
forth, jr., and grand daughter of Gen. Danforth.
She was the wifd of Col. Elijah Phillips, and
died November 1st, 1832, in her 42d year.

About the year 1792, Gen. Danforth erected a
»aw.mill and a grist-mill at the falls on Butter,
nutt Creek in the town of De Witt, about one
mile north of Jamesville. These were the first

mills, and probable the first frame buildings
built in the county. Both these mills were
raised in the same day, and their raising was at.
tended by persons from Salt Point, Rotterdam
and Oneida; and, indeed from every settlement
within twenty or twenty-five miles. After the
raising was completed, the whole company ar-
ranged themselves into a line, which, including
the master workman, the workmen and the
three Indians, numbered sixty.four. So great
was the anxiety of the settlers in the vicinity
to have the mills erected, that many worked on
them two or three days apiece without any com.
pensation.

Previous to the erection of this grist-mill, the
settlers here raised but very little wheat, as the
great distance which it had to be taken to be
ground, rendered it of but little value. The
land, being new, was better adapted for the
growth of Indian corn, which was raised in
abundance, and which was prepared tor food by
pounding it in stump mills. As many at the
present day, (when every thing goes by water
or steam power), may not know what a "stump
mill" is, I will describe it. In the first place a
hole very much resembling, in size and shape a
common barrel, is made in the top of a large
pine stump. This is effected principally by
burning it out. Then a huge pestle, perhaps
six inches in diameter, is made of hard wood
and this, with a spring pole to which it is at-
tached, completes the entire machinery of the
mill. The corn is thoroughly dried and then
put into the stump and pounded with the pestle
until fine enough to make Indian bread. The
only power applied to such mills, as all may
conceive, is HAND POWER, and yet the first set-
tlers of this country had no other means of
grinding their corn for several years.

At the time of the first settlement of this
co. by the whites there were several Indian vil-
lages on the banks of the Onondaga Creek, but
I have not been able to learn that' there were
any other Indian settlements in the county.—
Companies of Indians used frequently to en-
camp for a few weeks or months in different
plaeee, for the purpose of making brooms and
baskets, but they never appeared to have any
permanent location than the valley of the On.
ondaga Creek. Previous to the Revolution the
General Councils of the Five Nations were
held at the Onondaga village, but the confedera-
cy of the Iroquois was broken up during the
war, and since then the tribe of Onondaga Indi-
ans, like all others, has fast dwindled away.

Feb. 16, 1839. MANLIUS.

From the Voiletfor 1839.
THE COTTAGE.

BY MISS L. B. SIGOURNEY.

There was a laboring man, who built a cot.
tage for himself and wife. A dark grey rock
overhung it, and helped to keep it from the
winds.

When the cottage was finished, he thought
he would paint it grey, like the rock. And so
exactly did he get the same shade of color,
that it looked almost as if the little dwelling
sprang from the bosom of the rock that shelter,
edit.

After a while the cottager became able to
purchase a cow. In the summer she picked up
most of her own living very well. But in
winter, she needed to be fed and kept from the
cold.

So, he built a barn for her. It was so small
that it looked more like a shed than a barn. But
it was quite warm and comfortable.

When it was done, a neighbor came in, and
said, • what color will you paint your barn ?'

' I had- not thought about that,' said the cot.
tager.

1 Then I advise you, by all means to paint
it black ; and here is a pot of black paint
which I have brought on purpose to give you.'

Soon, another neighbor, coming in, praised
his neat shed, and expressed a wish to help him
a little about his building. • White, is by far
the most genteel color,' he added, and here is a
pot of white paint, of which I make you a pre-
sent.'

While he was in doubt, which of the gifts to
uee, the eldest and wisest man in the village
came to visit him. His hair was entirely white,
and every body loved him, for he was good as
well as wise.

When the cottager had told him the story of
the pots of paint, the old man said ' he who
gave yoii the black paint, is one who dislikes
you, and wishes you to do a foolish thing. He

who gave you the white paint, is a partial
friend, and desires you to make more show than
is wise. . . . , „

'Neither of their opinions should you follow.
If the shed is either black or white, it will disa-
gree with the color of your house. Moreover,
the black paint will draw the sun, and cause the
edges of your boards tor curl and split;
and the white will look well but for a little while
and then become soiled, and need painting
anew.1

' Now take my advice, and mix the black and
white together.' So the cottager poured one
pot into the other, and mixed them up with his
brushes—and it made the very grey color
which he liked, and had used before upon his
house.

He had in one corner of his small piece of
ground a hop.vine. He carefully gathered
the ripened hops, and his wife made beer of
them, which refreshed him when he was warm
and 'weary.

It had always twined about two poles which
he had fastened in the earth, to give it support,
But the cottager was fond of building—and he
made a little arbor for it to run upon, and clus-
ter about.

He painted the arbor,, grey. So the rock and
cottage, and the shed and the arbor, were all of
the same grey color. And every thing round
looked neat and comfortable, though it was
small and poor.

When the cottager and his wife grew old, they
were sitting together, in their arbor, at the sun-
set of a summer's day.

A stranger who seemed to be looking at the
country, stopped and inquired, how every thing
round that small habitation happened to be the
same Bhade of grey.

' It is very well it is so, said the cottager—for
my wife and I, you see, are grey also. And we
have lived so long, that the world itself looks old
and grey to us now.'

Then he told him the story of the black and
white paint—and how the advice of an aged
man prevented him from making his little estate
ridiculous when he was young.

41 have thought of this circumstance,' said he,
' so often, that it has given me instruction. He
who gave me the black paint, proved to be an
enemy ; and he who urged me to use the white
was a friend. The advice of neither was good.'

* Those who love us two well are blind to our
faults—and those who dislike us, are not willing
to see our virtues. One would make us all
white—the other all black. But neither of
them are right. For we are of a mixed nature,
good and evil, like the grey paint, made of op.
posite qualities.

1 If, then, neither the council of our foes, nor
of our partial friends, is safe to be taken, we
should cultivate a correct judgment, which like
the grey paint, mixed both together, may avoid
the evil and secure the good.'

ADVENTURE OF A MASON.
BY WASHINGTON IRVING.

There was once upon a time a poor mason or
bricklayer in Grenada, who kept all the Saint's
days and holydays, and St. Monday into the bar-
gain, and yet with his devotion he grew poorer
and poorer, and could scarcely earn bread for
his numerous family. One night he was arous-
êd from his first sleep by a knocking at the door.
He opened it and beheld before him a tall, mea-
gre, cadaverous looking priest.

Hark ye, honeBt friend,' said the stranger, *I
have often observed that you are a good Chris,
tain and one to be trusted ; will you undertake a
job this very night ?'

' With all my heart, Senor Padre, on condi-
tion that I am paid accordingly.'

' That you shall be, but you mubt suffer your,
self to be blinded.'

' To this the mason made no objection ; so
being hoodwinked, he was led by the priest
through various rough lanes and widening pas.
sages, until he stopped before the portal of a
house. The priest then applied a key, turned a
creaking lock, and opened what seemed to be a
ponderous door. They entered, the door was
closed and bolted, and the mason was conducted
through an echoing corridor and spacious hall,
into the interior part of the building. Here the

.bandage was removed from his eyes and he found
himself in a portico or court, dimly lighted by a
single lamp.

ID the centre was the dry basin of an old
Moorish fountain,under which the priest request,
ed him to form a small vault—bricks and mortar
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being at hand for that purpose. He according,
ly worked all night, bat without finishing the
job. But before daybreak the priest put a piece
of gold into his hand, and having again blind-
folded him, conducted him back to his dwelling.

' Are you willing,' said he, ' to return and
complete your work ?'

' Gladly, Senor Padre, provided I am as well
paid.'

• Well, then, to-morrow at midnight I will call
again.' *

Ha did so, and the vault was completed.
' Now,' said the priest, ' you must help me to

bring forth the bodies that are to be buried in
this vault.'

The poor mason's hair rose on his head at
these words; he followed the priest with trem-
bling steps into a retired chamber of the man.
sion, expecting to behold some ghastly specta-
cle of death, but was relieved on perceiving
three or four portly jars standing in one corner.
They were evidently full of money, and it was
with great difficulty that he and the priest car.
ried them forth and-consigned them to the tomb.
The vault was then closed, the pavement'replac
ed, and all traces of the work obliterated.

The mason was again hoodwinked and led
forth by a route different from that by which he
had come. After they had wandered for a long
time through a perplexed maze of lanes and al-
leys, they halted. The priest then put two pie.
ces of gold into his hand. ' Wait here,' said he,
* until you hear the cathedral bell toll for matins.
If you presume to uncover your eyes before
that time, evil will befall you.' So saying, he
departed.

The mason waited faithfully, amusing himself
by weighing the gold pieces-in his hand and
clinking them against each other. The mo-
ment the bell rung its matin peal, he uncovered
his. eyes, and found himself on the banks of the
Penil from whence he made the best of his way
home, and revelled with his family for a whole
fortnight on the profits of his two nights' work,
after which hê was as poor as ever. He contin-
ued to work a little and pray a good deal, to
keep Saint's days holydays from year to year,
while his family grew up as gaunt and ragged
as a crew of gypsies.

As he was seated one morning at the door of
his hovel, he was accosted by a rich old man,
who was noted for owning many houses and be-
ing a griping landlord.

The man of money eyed him for a moment
{torn beneath a pair of shaggy eyebrows.

I am told, friend, that you are very poor.'
'There is no denying the fact, Senor, it speaks

for itself.' . * • u
I presume, then, you will be glad of a job,

and will work cheap?'
'As cheap as my master, or any member in

Grenada' , , ,
• That's what I want. I have an old house

eoing to decay, that'costs me more than it's
worth to keep it in repair—for nobody will live
in it; so I must contrive to patch it up. and keep
it together at as small expense as possible.

The mason was accordingly conducted lo a
huee deserted house that seemed going to ruin.

Passing through several empty halls and
chambers, he entered an inner court, where nis
eye was caught by an old Moorish fountain.

He paused for a moment. g
• It seems,' said he, • as if I had been in this

place before ; but it is like a dream. Pray, who
occupied this house formerly 7'

• A pest upon him !' cried the landlord. • I /
was an old miserly priest, who cared for nobody
bat himself. He was said to be immensely
r?ch; and having no relations, it was. .uppojjd
heiwould leave all his treasures to the church.
He died suddenly and the priests and friars
thronged in to take possession of his money ;
but.nothiug could they find but a few ducaU. in
an old leather purse- The worst luck has fcU
len upon me; for since his death, the old fellow
•ontinues to occupy my house without paying
rent,—and there's no taking the law of a dead
man' The people pretend to hear the clinking
of eold all night long in the chamber where the
old priest slept, as if he were counting his mo.
nev, and Isometimes a groaning and moaning
about the court. Whether true c* false, these
stories have brought a bad name upon my house,
and not a tenant will remain within it.'

• Enough,* cried the mason, sturdily—'letme
liva in your bouse, rent free, until some better
presents, and I will engage to put it in repair,
£ B ? jaM the troubled spirits that disturb it. I

am a good Christian and a poor man, and not to
qe daunted.*

The offer of the honest man was very readily
accepted; he moved with his family into the
house, and fulfilled all his engagements. By
little and little he restored it to its former state.
There was no longer heard the clinking of gold
at night in the chamber, but it began to be
heard by day in the pockets of the living mason.

In a word, he increased rapidly in wealth, to
the admiration of all his neighbors, and!became
one of the richest men in Grenada. He gave
large sums to the church, by way, no doubt, of
satisfying his conscience, and never revealed the
secret of his wealth until on his death bed, to his
son and heir.

ORIGINAL REMINISCENCES
OF WASHINGTON, AND OF THE CONGRESS WHICH

SAT IN PHILADELPHIA WHILE HE WAS
PRESIDENT.

After a great deal of talking, and writing,
and controversy, about the seat.of Congress
under the present constitution, it was deter,
mined that Philadelphia Bhould be honored with
its presence for ten years, and that afterwards
its permanent location should be in the city of
Washington, where it now is.. In the mean
time the federal city was in building, and the
legislature of Pennsylvania voted a sum of
money to build a house for the President, per.
haps with some hopes that this might help to
keep the Beat of the general government in the
capital—for Philadelphia wa3 then considered
the capital of the State. What was lately the
University of Pennsylvania, was the structure
erected for this purpose. But as soon as Gen-,
eral Washington saw its dimensions, and a good
while before it was finished, he let it be known
that he would not occupy it—that he should cer-
tainly not go to the expense of purchasing fur.
niture for such a dwelling. For it is to be un-
derstood, that in those days of stern republican-
ism, no body thought of Congress furnishing
the President's house; or if perchance such a
thought did enter into some aristocratic head,
it was too unpopular to be uttered.

President Washington, therefore, rented a
house of Mr. Robert Morris, in Market street,
between Fifth and Sixth streets, on the south
side, and furnished it handsomely but not gor-
geously. There he lived with Mrs. Washing,
ton. Mr. Lear, his private secretary and his
wife, and Mrs. Washington's grandson, Curtis,
making a part of the family. Young Curtis
had a private tutor employed by the President,
who was engaged to attend on his pupil one
hour in the winter mornings, before breakfast,
and who then commonly breakfasted with the
President and his family. The President ate
Indian cakes for breakfast, after the Virginia
fashion ; although buckwheat cakes were gen.
erally on the table.

Washington's dining parties were entertained
in a very handsome style. His weekly dining
day for company, was Thursday, and his dining
hour was always four o'clock in the afternoon.
His rule was to allow five, minntes for the van-
ation of clocks and watches, and then to go to
the table, be present or absent, whoever might.
He kept his own clock in the hall, just within
the outward door, and always exactly regulated.
When lounging members of Congress come in
as they often did, after the gucBts had sat down
to dinner, the President's only apology was,
••Gentlemen, or Sir, we are too punctual for
you. I have a cook who never asks whether
the company has come, but whether the hour

The company usually assembled in the draw,
ine room, about fifteen or twenty minuteB bev-
fore dinner, and the President spoke to every
guest personally on entering the room. lie
was always dressed in a suit of black, his hair
powdered and tied in a block bag behind, with
a very elegant dress sword which he wore with
in imitable grace. ,

Mrs. Washington often, but not al^ys,
dined with the company, sat at the head of the
table, and if, as was occasionally the case, there
were other ladies present, they sat On each side
of her. The private secretary aat at the foot ot
the table, and was expected to be specially at-
lentue to all the guests. The P"8iden1; ••}
himself half way from the head to the foot of
the table, and on the side which would place
Mrs. Washington, though distant from him, on
h,« right hand. He always, unless » clergy-
man was present, asked a blessing at his own
table, in a standing posture. If * clergyman

was present, he was requested both to ask a
blessing before, and to return thanks after din.
ner.

The centre of the table contained five or six
large silver or plated waiters—those at the ends
circular or rather ovel at the one side, so as to
make the arrangement correspond with the oval
shape of the table. The waiters between the
end pieces were in the form of parallelograms,
the ends about one thitd part the length of the
sides, and the whole of these waiters were filled
with alabacter figures, about two feet high, tak-
en from the ancient mythology, but none of
them such as to offend, in the smallest degree
against delicacy. On the outside of the oval
formed by the waiters, were placed the various
dishes, always without covers; and outside the
dishes were the plates. A small roll of bread,
enclosed in a napkin, was laid on the side of
each plate.

The President, it is believed generally dined
on one dish, and that of a very simple kind. If
offered something, which was very rich, his
usual reply was " that is too good for me." He
had a silver pint cup or mug of beer placed by
his plate, which he drankj out of while dining.
He took one glads of wine during dinner, and
commonly one after. He then retired (the la.
dies having gone a little before him) and left
his secretary to superintend the table till the
wine-bibbers of Congress had satisfied them.
selves with drinking. His wines were alwayb
the best that could be obtained.

Nothing could excel the order with which his
table was served—every servant knew what he
was to do, and did it in the most quiet and use-
ful manner. The dishes and plates were remov-
ed with a silence and speed that seemed like
enchantment.

Miss Landon—Prussic Acid.—In a literary
notice of the lamented Miss Landon in the Phila-
delphia Gazette, written in the usual felicitous
style of the editor when discoursing on such
themes, an expression of surprise is expressed
that the Prussic Acid she is supposed to have
U9ed for cramps in the Btomach should have been
employed as a medicine. It has long been in
use as an anti-spasmodic, but in greatly diluted
doses; as one drop of the pure acid placed on
the tongue or in the eye causes instant death,
which would make it a far better drop for execu-
ting criminals than the hangman's strangling
gibbet. A few years agO, an eminent physician,
Dr. F , of one of the Paris Hospitals, left
directions for one of his pupils to administer
Prussic Acid to some seven patients who lay in
a row in one of the ward*. It proved an over-
dose. Before he had administered to the last,
the first was dead, and so on with the rest. The
whole work being accomplished in ten seconds,
and nearly destroying the reputation of the doe-
tor. But hospital patients have none to plead
their cause, and the affair blew over.—Star.

Music and Money.—A punster, aBked by a
musician, whether he was not a lover of Aor-
mony, replied " Yes,, but I prefer it when it is
abridged, for then it is money, and that, my
friend, is the better half of it. I have no ob-
jection to your notes, but I like those of the
Bank of England much better; you may make
good tunes, but those make infinitely the best of
tunes." "How so? that bank notes are good
things I allow ; but pray, what tune will they
make 7 " The best tune in the world—a for*
tune."—Musical Review.

Camel's hair Shawls are selling-in Pearl street,
New York, at prices equal to many good farms.
One dealer advertises the richest shawl ever
seen in America, at $2560—another is offered
at $1000, and two or three more at prices va-
rying from 8800 to $300. A number of years
of labor is often bestowed upon one of these
articles by the Arabs, but the purchase of such
a costly decoration by an American lady, savors
not of good taste, nor does it help to promote
civilized industry.

Religion.—" He is a bad eiticen," said Na*
polean, " who undermines the religious faith of
his country. AH may not perhaos, be subatan.
tially good, but certain it is, that all come in
aid of the government power, and are essential
to the basis of morality. la the absence of re.
ligion, I can diseover no inducement to be vw.
tuous. I desire to live and die in mine} not*,
ing is more painful to roe than the niaeoQs
spectacle of an old man dying like a dog!»
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School Houses.—It is creditable to the age
that public attention is being directed to School
House Architecture ; but it is a disgrace that
this attention is BO limited. Could the tombs
communicate the thousands of youth who have
been hurried prematurely to their graves by the
miserable hovels too often used as school houses
in town and country, not a parent in the land
would rest satisfied until proper school houses
were erected in every district. How many
consumption foundations have been laid by
damp floors, wicker-work frames and paneless
windows ? And how many other diseases have
the foe ted atmosphere of unvenlilated rooms?
As it has been very forcibly remarked by an el-
oquent lecturer upon the subject of common
schools, those nations are pronounced barbarous
who thrust their criminals into close and crowd,
ed rooms,. or into damp and cold dungeons ;
but we can lay claim to pre-eminent civilization
although our children are thrust for six or
eight hours a-day, into rooms equally perni-
cious to health and life. Why, it is a fact
which all must have observed, that in the erec-
tion of stables care is taken to secure warmth
and ventilation ; and since this is a fact, we
may reasonably suppose, that when rich men
have taken sufficient care of their horses, they
will do something for the health and comfort of
their children.

The New York Albion, in a notice of Sig-
nor de Begnis' Concert in that city, pays the
following compliment to our friend Mr. E. L.
Walker, late Professor of the Academy of
Sacred Music in this city ;—

" There was one important accessory how-
ever, towards the complete success of the
concert, of whom we must make a passing ob-
servation—we allude to Mr. Walker, whose
peformance upon the Pianoforte was enthusi-
astically and most justly applauded. Mr. W-
is hardly known to the musical world to the
extent that his talents deserve; but he cannot
long be obscured, and we have no hesitation in
saying that his reputation will rise the more his
abilities are dii

COMMUNICATION-

THE SECOND ^ANNUAL EXAMINA-
TION OF THE ALEXANDER CLASSI.
CAL SCHOOL.

The deep interest which the public, generally,
feel in the prosperity of our Schools and Acade-
mies, esptcially rocommend them to the atten-
tion of every individual. While the people of
western New York arc engaged in every pur-
suit that is honorable and truly worthy of a vir-
tuous and high minded people, the annual ex-
aminations in her seminaries of learning, de.
monstrate, beyond a doubt, that their progscss in
knowledge is by no means inferior to that of a-
ny other. I would beg leave, Mr. Editor,
through the columns of your paper, to notice
the second annual examination of the Alexan
tier Classical School, which took place last week.
To say that it passed off "highly creditably to
the instructors and students of that institution,
would not be granting to them that meed of
praise to which they are justly entitled. The
able and interesting manner in which every
class, in all the numerous branches that are
there taught, acquitted themselves, commends
them to the highest credit, and recommends the
institution to the particular attention of all
who are desirous of acquiring a thorough
knowledge of all the' English branches,
of the malhe.injat.ics and the languages, or

each of them. The time has now passed
by when a mere superficial examination at
the close of the year, or at the close of each
quarter, is deemed sufficient to test the progress
made by the students. Parents and guardians
are desirous of something more than the exami.
nations that are customary to be had in simi-
lar institutions to satisfy them that their
means have been judiciously expended, and the
time of those under their charge has been
usefully and profitably employed, in which they
have been most happily gratified in the examina.
tion of this institution. The examination com.
menced on Monday and continued until Friday
evening1, during which time students were ex-
amined in all the branches that are taught in
institutions of this kind. To give a minute ac.
count of the examination in each particular
branch, would swell this article to an undesi-
rable length ; or the preference to those who
pursued any particular branch, would be show-
ing an unwarrantable partiality. The rigid
course pursued by the instructors in the exami.
nation, and the readiness and promptness with
which questions in every branch were answer-
ed by each scholar, left no reason to doubt that
their knowledge was not thorough, or that their,
instruction had not been of the highest order.—
The examinations in Grammar, Geography, and
Arithmetic, were such as reflected the highest
honors on the instrnctor and the instructed.—
The course pursued in giving instruction in
those branches, is such as thoroughly acquaints
the students in the principles and philosophy of
a sound English education. Nor were the ex-
aminations in the Latin, Greek, and French
languages deserving of less commendation.—
Their accurate and familiar acquaintance With
the pronunciation and grammatical construe
tion of those languages, the beauty and correct,
ness of their translations, were such as would
put students in many of our higher Seminaries
of learning to the blush. The examinations al-
so in Chemistry, Philosophy, and Astronomy
were no less indicative of the great proficiency
that has been made in the study of the natural
sciences, so pleasing and essential to every one,
and so well calculated to draw out the powers of
the mind, and lead the student to a sober enqui.
ry into all the mysteries of the natural world.—
Musick too, that branch of polite literature so
admirably calculated to refine the taste and cul-
tivate the morals of " the gentler sex," and per-
fect them in all those minor graces that adorn
the young lady of refined education, is by no
means neglected in this institution. The exer-
cises of the examination were varied by fre-
quent exhibitions on the Piano Forte, and nu-
merous specimens of Drawing, Painting, and
Ornamental work, which reflected the highest
credit both on the teachers, and those taught in
those branches of the fine arts, hitherto, and
still so much neglected in our schools and acad.
cmies.

On the whole, the examination in every res
pect, passed off in the most able manner, ren-
dering the institution and those under whose
charge it is conducted worthy of the highes-
praise. The rigid course pursued by the ine
structors in their manner of teaching, and the
great proficiency made by the students, prove,
most satisfactorily, that it affords advantages
inferior to no institution in the state. From its
pleasant situation, being located in the quiet and
beautifnl Village of Alexander, it certainly in.
vites the attention of parents and guardians who
are desirous of placing their children and those
under their charge, where they can appreciate
every advantage for obtaining an educationf

without exposing them to the contaminating iri}
fluences which are too apt to corrupt the mor-
als of the young, at the seminaries of learning1

in our large and more populous towns. The
great number of students by which this institu-
tion has been patronized since its establishment,
and its daily growing popularity, recommend it
to the further particular attention of all who ara
desirous of making themselves masters of any
or all the branches there taught, and of prepa.
ring themselves for the active business of life.

A VISITOR.
Alexander, Genesee Co. Feb. 1839.

From the Albvny Argus.
DISTRIBUTION OF THE INCOME OF

THE LITERATURE FUND.
At a meeting of the Regents of the Univer-

sity on the 26th day of February instant, the
distribution of $39,936-44-100 of the income
of the Literature Fund for the last year was
made among the several Academies entitled to
participate therein. A certificate of the distri-
bution has been delivered to the Comptroller,
by whose warrant the amount apportioned to
each' Academy wili.be paid by the Treasurer of
the State on drafts or orders therefor drawn on
him by the Treasurers of the several Academies:
such drafts or orders being accompanied by a
proper certificate from the President or Secreta-
ry of the Academy under its corporate seal,
that the person signing said drafts is the Treas-
urer of the Academy, duly appointed by the
trustees thereof.

The following is the apportionment to the
Academies in the 8th District:
Alexander Cassical School 254 44
Aurora 368 95
Batavia Female Academy 419 84
Clarkson 260 80
Fredonia 648 84
Gaines 337 16
Jamestown 337 16
Lewiston 76 34
Mayville 89 06
Mendon ]97 20
Middlebury 292 61
Monroe 50 89
Rochester Female Academy 375 30
Rochester College Institute 725 18
Springville 330 84
Westfield 235 39

$5,000,00
We have received a communication, which

is too long a bill of complaints. Can't publish
it. It commences, "It is a very pleasent tb
find yourself married not only to your Wife, but
to all her relations within "fifty miles." Our
correspondent must make his complaint to the.
Poor Master.—Detroit Adv.

By examining the tongue of patients, physi-
cians find out the disease of the body, and phi-
losophers the disease of the mind.

It is an extraordinary fact that when people
come to what is called high words, they gener-
ally use low language.

THE THREli GRAVES.
I Bought at midnight's pensive hour

Th;; path which mourners tread,
Where many a marble stone reveals

The city of the dead :—
The city of th- dead—whore all

From feverish toil repose,
V> hile round their beds, the simple flower.

In sweet profusion blows.

And there I inarkfd a pleasant spot
Enclosed with tender care.

Where side by side, three Infants lay,
The only tenants there—

Nor weed, nor bramble, raised its bead
To mar the hallowed scene,

And 'twas a mother's tears, methoueht,
Which kept the turf so green.

The eldest was a gentle girl,
She sank in rose buds fall,

And then two little brothers came
They were their parent's all,

Their parent's all—and ah, how oft
The moan of sickness rose,

Befure, within these narrow mounds
They found a long repose.

The cradle^ports beside the hearth
„ At winter'* ev • are o'er, '
Their tuneful tones so full of mirth.

Delight the ear no more,
Yet still the ihrilling echo lives,

Aid many a lisping word
Is treasured in affection's heart,

By grieving memory Btirr'd*
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A GOOD ANECDOTK.
A gentleman was invited into one of the towns

of Massachusetts to lecture on temperance
•Several days previous to the time appointed,
general information was given to all the inhab-
i t a n t s ^ the town, and it created considerable
excitement. The friends of temperance were
glad of it, but the rum sellers and drinkers were
exasperated. At length the time for commenc-
ing the lecture came, and the houBe was filled.
Soon after the service commenced, the door
opened, and in came one of the principal tavern
keepers in the town, accompanied by a misera-
ble and squalid looking, individual, beastly in-
toxicated. They, marched up the aisle, and
took their seats near the pulpit, directly in front
of the lecturer. The speaker proceeded in his
discourse, portrayed the awful consequences of
intemperance, enlarged upon the iniquity of the
traffic, and appealed to the audience to make
every exertion to root out the monster from the
land. He grew warm and animated, and press-
ed home the truth to the hearts and consciences
of his hearers. During this time, the tavern-
keeper sat mute, but it could be seen by his
countenance that he. did not relish what was
said. Not so by his companion, for when the
speaker said anything that was cutting or se-
vere, he would mutter out •' It's false, (hie !)w

" Thai's (hie !) a lie," " There's no»(hic! hid !)
truth in it," and such kindred expressions, till
finally he fell asleep, and gave good evidence
by his snoring, that he was lost to all that was
passing around him.

Very soon the lecture was finished, when the
inn-keeper arose, and said he wished to say a
few words in reply to the gentleman. He had
been an inhabitant of that town for many years;
had endeavored to get an honest livelihood ;
had minded his own business ; had never wrong-
ed his neighbor that he knew of; and he could
not sit still and hear such vile and wicked slan-
ders without endeavoring to counteract them.
If such-doctrines as had been propogated by the
speaker should become universal, there would
be an end to all society; he hoped and trusted
that the good sense of his townsmen would not
permit them to be led astray by the doctrines of
temperance people. The temperance reform
was all a humbug—it was priestcraft, and all
signers to the pledge were hypocrites. He said
he would close what he had to say by asking
one question of the lecturer. Says he, " Mr.—
if the tetotal plan succeeds, what are we going
to do with our apples, our rye, our oats, and our
barley? Yes, I say, what are we going to do with
our barley, our oats, our rye and our apples ?
Yes, Mr. speaker, that's the question to be set-
tled, what are we going to do with our oats, our
barley, our apples, and our rye ?" He became
highly excited, and after repeating the question
several times, with more earnestness than before
he at the pop of his voice, and giving his hat,
which he held in his hand, a twirl through the
air, hit his sleeping companion across the face,
reiterated the question for the twentieth time.
" What, say I, are we going to do with our ap-
ples, our rye, our barley and our oats ?" The
old fellow, who had been asleep awoke from the
blow he received, and thinking it came from
the lecturer, grumbled out, " Why fat your hogs
with them you old fool!" The audience were
convulsed with laughter, and the tavern-keeper
rushed from the house chagrined and mortified.

The Lady of the first Governor of VermorCt—
An Authentick Anecdote.—Thomas Chitteiiden
the first Governor of Vermont, who was a plain
farmer, alike remarkable for strong native pow-
ers of mind, and the republican simplicity with
which he conducted every thing in his public
duties, and his domestic establishment, was
once visited by a party of travelling fashiona-
bles from one of our cities. When the hour of
dinner arrived, Mrs. Chitlemlen to the astonish,
ment of her lady guests, went out and blew a
tin horn for the workmen, who soon arrived,
when to the still greater surprise, and even hor-
ror of these fair cits, the whole company, gover.
nor, his lady, guests, workmen and all, ware in-
vited to sit down to the substantial meal which
bad been provided for the occasion. After din-
ner was over and the ladies were left by them-
selves, one of the guests thought she would gen-
tly take Mrs. Chittcnden to task for this mon-
etrous violation of the rules of city gentility, to
which she had been, as she thought, so uncour.
teouajy made a victim.

" You do not generally sit down to the same
table with your workmen I suppose, Mrs. Chit-
tenden V She commenced.

" Why," replied the'governor's lady, whose
quick wit instantly appreciated the drift of the
other, "why, I am almost ashamed to Bay, we
generally have, but I intend soon to amend in
this particular. 1 was telling the governor this
morning, that, it was an absolute shame that the
workmen, who did all the hard labor should fare
no better than we, who sit so much of the time
in the house, earning little or nothing, and I
am determined, hereafter to set two tables—the
first and best for the workmen, and the last and
poorest for the governor and myself."—Green
Mountain Emporium.

POPPING THE QUESTION.
The desperate struggles and fiounderings by

which some endeavor to get out of their em-
barrassments are amusing enough. We re-
member to have been much delighted the first
time we heard the history of the wooing of a
noble Lord, now no more narrated,. His Lord-
ship was a man of talents and enterprise, of
stainless pedigree, and fair rent-roll, but the
veriest slave of bashfulness. Like all timid
and quiet men, he was very susceptible and
very constant, as long as he WBS in. the habit of
seeing the objeat of his affections daily. He
chanced at the beginning of an Edinburgh
winter to lose his heart to Miss ; and, as
their families were in habits of intimacy, he
had frequent opportunities of meeting with her.
He gazed and sighed incessantly—a very
Dumbiedikes, but that he had a large allowance
of brain ; he followed her every where ; he felt
jealous, uncomfortable, savage, if she looked
even civilly at an other ; and yet, notwithstand-
ing his stoutest resolutions—notwithstanding
the encouragement afforded him by the lady, a
women of sense, who saw what his Lordship
would be at, esteemed his character, was su-
perior to girlish affectation, and made every ad.
vance consistent with female delicacy—the
winter was fast fading into spring, and he had
not yet got his mouth opened. Mamma at last
lost all patience ; and one day, when his Loi d-
ship was taking his usual lounge in the drawing
room, silent or an occasional monosyllable, the
good old lady abruptly left the room and locked
the pair in alone. When his lordship, on
essaying to take his leave, discovered the pre-
dicament in which he s.ood, a desperate fit of
resolution seized him. Miss sat bending
most assiduously over her needle, a deep blush
on her cheek. His Lordship advanced towards
her, but losing heart by the way, passed in si-
lence to the other end of the room. He re-
turned to the charge, but again without effect.
At last, nerving himself like one about to
spring a powder mine, he stopped short before
her—" Miss — will you marry me ?" "With
great pleasure my lord," was the answer given,
in a low, somewhat timid, but unfaultering
voice, while a deeper crimson suffused the face
of the speaker. And a right good wife she made
him.—Edinburgh Lit. Jour.

From the Newark Daily Adv.
11 Public attention seems exclusively directed

to the education of the mind, and bodily powers
are entirely neglected. The importance of this
subject demands more attention. The physical
education of our young ladies, and indeed all
the young of the wealthier classes is indispen.
sable to their enjoyments, as well as to their
usefulness in life."—[Extract from a letter.]

We certainly use our bodies very ill, We
give them foul names, call them clay, &c.;
and then as vile earthen vessels, we apply them
chiefly to kitchen uses, and do little more than
put meats in them ; or else we live in our bodies
as men live in tenaments which we have on
short leases, and never think of improving tlio
premises, or adding to their means of accoma-
dating us, "I shall not live here long," is the
thriftless reply to every suggestion of wisdom ;
and then when the tabernacle yields to time,
and becomes uncomfortable, we thrust vile
doctor's stuff into the breaches, just as though
we were potching on Irish cabin and, like tin-
kers, generally make two in mending one.

It would seem that men used their bodies in
this rack rent way even in their best days. We
read that when.Methuselah waxed in centuries,
as he was lying on the ground bivouacking,
as was his custom, in the afternoon, an angel
appeared to him to say if he would pet up
and build a house to sleep in he should live
500 years longer. What was his antediluvian
reply to So eligible a pro-posel ? Why in
substance, that is not worth, a while to take a

house for so short a term! This is a type of
the ways of man. Tell the lazy citizen, with
a face like a*poppy, to strengthen the body by
exercise, that he may live long in the land, and
he replies "man is but a flower of the field:"
and he goesvon emulating the sleepy weed, nod-
ding and bobbing his life away. Exercise of a
certain character is indeed talked of: that is to
say a walk before dinner, or just so much as
will prepare our earthen vessel to hold an im-
mense quantity of meat and drink, but as for
making active exertion for the purpose of de
veloping or improving our natural powers, it is
a thing never to be tolerated.

" HENRY BROUGHAM !"—Where art thou ?
Impatiently have we waited, for many weeks
in anxious expectation for thy third appearance.
Hast thou forsaken us ? If so, or if not, say so.

From the New York Whig.
A few miles from the town of Chicago, Illinois, there

is a little rock, on which some rude figures, are graven.
It is the tomb-stone of an Indian Chief, vrho fell on the
spot, in a battle between his tribe and the whites, some
thirty years ago. The following stanzas were suggest-
ed by his story, related to me by an old Indian, who had
often seen the brave chief in action, and witnessed the
ceremony of his interment:

Oh ! bright was the morn when that Chieftain in pride
Left for ever the arms of hi9 sorrowing bride ;
The sun shone in gladness on rock and on tree,
And on the wide prairie, that rolled like the sea.

His warriors were nerved and armed for the strife,
With the tomahawk, bow, and the fierce scalping knife;
All beaded, and painted, they stood in the glade,
Like the forest in autumn's wild glory arrayed.

They speed up tbc mountain, and thro' the dark woods,
Where the trees in their grandeur and loveliness stood;
Atid on, to where bright in the sun's dazzling beams,
The sword of the foe like the lightning-flash- gleams.

Then fierce was the conflict upon the hill side,
And deeply, ere night, was its soft verdure dyed;
The white and the red men there minglej theif gdre,
And foil fast to the earth to rise never more.
The chief stood unmovei in the midst of the shock,
And breasted its rage like the storn.-compassed rock ;
With tomahawk reared aloft in tjie air,
And heart beatli.g*high that knew not despair.

Ha ! whence was that yell! that terrible shout ?
A shot from the foe hath pierced his bold huart;
Full fast from the wound flowed life's ruddy tide,
And the corpse of the chieftain rolled down the hill side.

By the side of that hill, at the close of the day,
They laid the brave chief in his battle array ;
And carved, with rude skill, on the rock o'er his grave,
A brief tribute of praise to the worth of the brave.

MARRIED.
In this city, on the 10th inst., by the Rev. Mr. Chaset

Mr. THADDBUS BUTTERFIEUX, PRINTER, to Miss
REBECCA STOCKWELL, all of this pjace.

On the 21st inst., by Rev. George Beecher, Mr. AN-
SON M. HUNT to Miss MARY ANN SHELDON,
daughter of Thomas Sheldon, all of this city.

In North ElnomfieM, on Saturday evening, the lath
of February, 1839, by the Rev. Jacob Chase, Mr. Wor-
den B. Stiles, to Miss Cornelia Rumsey, of Mendon.

At Litchfield. Connecticut, on the morning of the 18th
instant, by the Rev. Mr. Brace, B. F. Langdon, Esq.
of Castleton, Vermont, to Miss Ann Eliza Landon,
daughter of John R. Landon, Esq.

InJ3ast Avon, on the 14th instant, by the Rev. Mr.
Marsh, Mr. D. B. Whaley, to Miss Catharine Martin,
all of that place.

In Lakeville, on the 12th instant, by the Rev. Mr.
Harmon, Mr. Flavel Bockwith, to Miss Eliza Hudnut.

In York, on the 10th instant, by Roderick Caldw«H.
Esq. Mr. Gerean R. Moore, of-Perry, to Miss Elmira
Orcutt, of York.

In Perry, Genesee county, by the Rev. Mr, Benedict,
Mr. William Gay-, of Covington, to Miss Elizabeth
Lyon, of the former place.

In Springwater, on the 13'h inst., by A. Southworth,
Esq. Mr. Joseph Culver, to MUs Julia Parish.

In GuteB, on the 2lst instant, by S. A. Yerkea, Esq.
Mr. Demetrus Turner, to Miss Hannah Pickett, all of
Gates.

On the 7th instant, by the Rey. J. Dodge, Mr. Daniel
Penny, to Miss Rosina Clark, all of this city.

AGENTS FQR THE GEM AND AMULET.
AUTEMAS ENOS, Traveling Agent.

Luko Wells, Amber, Onondaga county, New York.\
Z. Barney, Adams, Jefferson county, do do ,*
8. P. Breck, Branehport, Yatos county, do do
Cyrus P. l..ee, Buffalo. (P. O.) Ewe co., do do
R. B Brown, Browsvillc, Windsor co.. Vermont.
Alonzo Bennett, Berrien, Berrien co.. Michigan.
G. M. Copeland, Clarendon, Genesee coT, New York.
Miss E. A. Ad ims. Cannndugua, Ontario cp., do do
B. Maxwell, Eliima, Chemungco., ._ do do
A. Fowler, Fowlervillo, Livineston co., do do
W. C. French, Gambier, K;nox co.. Ohjo.
S Hunt Hunt's Hollow, Allegany co., New York.
E B. Warner, Lima, Livingston co., do do
Israel Penninsrton, Macon, Lenawa co., Michigan.
K VV Townsond, Newark. Wayne oo., New York,
p ' b Church, Oakfield., Genesee co., do do
Henry Henion, Rushville, Ontario co.,
S. Peeve, Seneca Falls, Seneca co.,

OFFICE OF THE GEM
CORNER OF BUFFALO AND STATE BTS, R0811E9TBB,.

do do
do do
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Written for the Q em.
SPRING IS COMING.

Spring ii coining,
O'er the earth-

Flowers are springing,
Into birtb.

Winter's sway,
Is breaking 'way,

And Spring is coming on,
Robed in green
Earth is seen,

For Winter cold has gone.

The flowers of May
Are blooming gay,

Beneath the young green leaves,
The blue-bird's song
I's borne along,

By the soft morning breeze.

Spring is coming
O'er .the earth,

Flowers are bursting
Into birth. H •

From the Albany Daily Advertiser.
THE BIBLE.

AIR—" Woodman spare that tree."
Sceptic, spare that book,

Touch not a single leaf.
Nor on its pages look

With eye of unbelief;
Twas my forefather's stay

In the hour of agony;
Sceptic, go thy way,

And let that old book be.
That good old book of life,

For centuries has stood,
Unharm'd amid the strife,

When the earth was drunk with blood -,
And would'st thou harn. it now.

And have its truths forgot 1
Sceptic, forbear thy blow,

Thy band shall harm it not.
Its very name recals

The happy hours of youth.
When in my grandsire's halls

I heard its tales of tiuth :
I've seen his white hair flow

O'er that volume as he read;—
But that was long ago.

And the good old man ]B dead.
My dear grandmother, too,

V ĥen I was but a boy,
I've seen her eye of blue

Weep o'er it tears of joy;
Their traces linger still,

And dear th«*y are to me -.
Sceptic, forgo thy will.

Go, let that old book be.
ALICK.

English Singing.—Mx. W. A. Woodsworth
has opened a new vein of merriment, that is
certainly irresistible. He has listened very
intently to the pronunciation of English sing-
ers, and has given some choice instances of it,
accompanied occasionally by a singularly per-
verted sense. Who would think to hear the Mes-
siah opan in our native language after this fash-

Cahum-fo-rat ye hee my pe-he pie. (Comfort
ye my people ?

Or a hapless maid thus sentimentally apos-
trophised?

Ah ! rap less maid ! (Ah ! hapless maid !)
I sought Tim through the storm. (I sought

him, &c.)
Other|instances of those piquant vulgarisms

may be cited for amusement sake :
His de-ar little gur-rel he has left on the

shoerrah. (His dear little girl he has left on the
shore.)

* * * * *
The sun nimsel fiz dark to me. (The sun

himself is dark to me.)
* * * * *

UnBmiled o'er by mortals, but tallowed in
heaven. Unsmil'd o'er by mortals, but hal-
lowed, &c.

A Harlfelt Wish.—The Newburyport Hearld
relates the following anecdote: The United
States ship Wasp was fitted out from that town,
and carried out a number of brave tars, among
whom were some who left behind them wives
and children. The ship was loBt, and the repre-
sentatives of her crew received a very handsome
sum from the government. At the time the
money was paid the wife of a losl husband re-
ceived about five hundred dollars, in presence
ofeom other wives whose husbands had re-
mained at home, and were then living. One
of them looking at the money as' it was paid to
the wife of a hnsband who was lost exclaimed
' I wish my husband had been in the Wasp 1"

"Sir," lisped a Baltimore dandy to an officer
on board the French ship Veloce," your country,
men are a very dirty set of fellows, and this
ship of yours is in a shocking dirty state." "Sir."
replied the Frenchman, looking the exquisite
from top to toe, the only dirty fellow that I can
see is now before me, and all the filth in the
vessel can be removed bv tossing him over the
gangway."—Boston Post.

" What are you thinking about ?" asked one
loafer of another. " Thinking on—this elec-
tioneering, to be sure," " What's that to you?"
"They say they gives away liquor, and I'se
dry."

"They say trout will bite now, father," said
a sporting youth. "Well well, mind your work
then, and you'll be sure they won't bite you,
was the consoling reply.

Nothing glorious is accomplished, nothing
great is attained, nothing valuable is secured
without magnanimity of mind, and devotion of
heart to the service.—Josiah Quincy, Jr.

Making Butter in Winter.—It is frequently
said that good butter cannot be made in winter.
There is no difficulty in it, if the milk be scald-
ed. We make in our family, about Bix lbs. of
better per week, from one cow, as good as the
palate of an epicure need crave; and the pro-
cess is this. As soon as the milk is brought
from the barn, it is strained into a pan, placed
over a kettle containing a little boiling water.
It is scalded in this way perhaps half an hour,
and then put where it will not freeze. The pans
are skimmed after standing about two days.—
Before churning the cream is warmed a little,
and it is seldom necessary to churn over half
an hour. In our younger days, we have churn-
ed a pot of cream four hours, and after all the
toil and trouble, obtained butter as white as a
bass wood chip.—Hampshire Gazette.

Curious Discovery.—A few days ago, a per-
son who was 'mauling'rails in a piece of woods
not far from the St. Charles road, in this coun-
ty, found in the heart of an apparently full
grown tree, a small bone of some animal and a
kind of hunting knife. How came these arti-
cles in that situation ? Were they left, a hun-
dred years ago, in the cleft of some sappling,
which has since grown up and enclosed them in
their wooden coffin since that time ? If so it
was done by some wandering Indian or French
settler.

Our authority for this statement is one of the
oldest and most respectable farmers of this
country.— Charles (Mb.) Gazette.

Shortness.—Southey, in the 5th volume of
11 The Doctor," says :—" I like short stages,
short accounts, short speeches, and short ser-
mons ; I do not like short measures or short
commons; and. like Mr. Shandy, I dislike
short noses. I know nothing about the relative
merit of short horned cattle. I doubt concern-
ing the propriety of short meals. I disapprove
of short parliaments and short petticoats; I
prefer puff paste to short pie crust.

A Beautiful Idea.—Mr. Stephens in his In-
cidents of Travel, mentions that the tomb
stones in tbe Turkish* burying grounds are al
flat, and contain little hollows, which hold th<
water after a rain, and attract the birds, who re
sort thither to Blake their thirst and sing a
mone the trees.

When you hear a man converse learnedly an
wisely upon some topic which you are wholly
unacquainted with,wait patiently till he haa done
and then turn to one of the company with a
sarcastic smile, and ask the time of the day. It
follows as a matier of course, that you migh
overturn all that has been said if you though
it worth your while.

The daughter of Themistocles had two lov
era; the one a coxcomb, the other an honest
man. The first was rich, the second poor. H<
took the honest man for his son-in-law ; fojr "I
had rather," said he, " have a man that wants
wealth than wealth that wants a man.

D° The ass is the only animal not delighte
with the harmony of sweet sounds.

The Ladies of Kentucky.—An Agricultural
Society in Kentucky has awarded a premium
of a gold thimble to Mrs. Dr. Lesavel, for her
husband's. appearing in the best suit of home-
spun. There were several competitor for tbe
premium.__ __.

Good Advice.—Plutarch tells us that a man
should not suffer himself to hate even his ene-
mies, because in hating them, you contract such
a vicious habit of mind as will by degrees break
out upon your friends, or upon those who are
indifferent to you.

Persevere.—If a seaman were to put about
every time he encounters a head wind, he never
would make a voyage. So he who permits him-
self to be baffled by adverse circumstances,
will never make headway in the voyage of life.

An eccentric wag used to say that it was not
wicked to lie, swear, cheat, or steal, and that
he could prove it from scripture. Thus, it is
not wicked to lie in bed, to swear to the truth,
to cheat the devil, or to steal off from bad com-
pany.

Sentiment.—-The rod of the Prophet at Horeb
brought/ not fire frcttn the rock, but water,
sweet water: so sometimes the blow of afflic-
tion, blessed by a higher Power* softens the
heart to the flow of the gentler affections.

The man who is favored of Heaven with a
good wife, should always consult her when his
happines is concerned. Many a man has been
rescued from ruin by the wise counsel of his
wife.

" Sail," said a tall raw boned Yankee to his
sweetheart, " I hope to be everlastinly goshbus-
tifiedly chawed up, if I don't love you so I want
to eat ye all up"

Avoid display. Wear your learning like your
watch in a private pocket, and don't pull it oat
to shew that .you have one—but if you are
asked what o'clock it is, tell it.—Pitts. Vis.

To be satisfied with a little is the greatest
wisdom ; and he that increaseth his riches* in-
creaSeth his cares ; but a contented mind is a
hidden treasure, and trouble findeth it not.

Diligence.—Value your souls, and you will
value your time. Whatever you do take heed
of idleness. That is the devil's anvil on which
he hammers out many temptations.—Henry.

Take the hint.-—As well might a mill go with-
out wind, water or steam, as a press without oil
and money !

Proverbs.—Envy shoots at others and wounds
herself. Beware of a silent dog and a wet rat.

MARRIED.
On the 27th ult. by Recorder Hills, Mr. CHARLES

H. COGSWELL, to Miss AMANDA MALVIRA
KING, all of this city.

On the 21st ult. Wm. H. Spencer, Esq. to Miss Laura
Adams.

In Groveland, on the 18th ult. by the Rev. Mr. Brown,
Robert Lauderdale, of Cleveland, Ohio, to Miss Miran-
da Vance, of the former place.

At Ogden, on the 28th ult., by Rev. A. C. Morrison,
Maj. Zophar Willard, of Barre, Orleans county, to Miss
Abigail, daughter of Deacon John Hill, of the former
plilCJ.

On the 19th instant, by the Rev. G. S. Boardman, Mr.
Stephen Whitney, to Miss Malvira Shaw.

In Allegan, Michigan, on the 23d ult., by the Rev.
Luke Lyons, Mr Daniel Parkhurst, of Jacksonburg,
to Miss Maria Parkhurst, of the former place.

On the 3d inst., by Bela Duubar, Esq. Mr. Cbauncey
Paul, of Chili, to Mrs. Mary Swick, of Ogden.

At Bethany, Genesee Co., on the 14th ult., bv Rev.
[ Mr. Haynes, Mr. Walter N. Lyon, of Mount Morris,

to Mis SophiaJManwarrinpr, of the former place.
At Monroe, Michigan, 31st Jan. last, Mr. Hamilton

South wick, merchant of Monroe, to Miss Marl ha Sher-
wood, daughter of Mr. James I. Sherwood, of Medinar
New York.

In Barre, Orleans county, on the 3d inst., by Rev.-.
Mr. Young, Mr. John F. Jones, of this city, to Miss
Harriet Hulloway, of the former place.

In this city, on the 2d inst., by Itev. E. Tucker, Mr.
John Lnmbert to Miss Susan Latter.

On the 4th inst., by the same, Mr. Michael Gilbert to
Miss Charlotte Barton.

In Conesus, on tbe 27th ult, by Itev. Mr. Brown, Mr.
Daniel Forr, of Dansville, to Miss Mary Grant, of Co-
nesus.

In Livonia, Feb. 24, by S. Peirce. Esq., Mr. Samoel
Wivel to Miss Mary Ann Barn hart, all of Livonia. .

In this city, on the 5th inst. Abby Almeda, daughter
of R. B. and B. G. Thomas, aged 10 months and 8 days.

Funeral on Thursday, (to-day,) at 2 o'clock, P
from the house of R. B. Thomas, on Adams-et., C

nays.
,M. f

bill.
Corn-

At the residence of Owen J. Durney, in this city, on
Friday, the 1st instant, by Ariel VVentworth, EB;J. JMr.
Theodore Palmer, to Miss Caroline E. WeaUwrly, all
of this city.
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JOHN G. PARKER AND HIS ASSOCIATE PRISONERS.

7 8 9 10 11 12

trom the London True Sun.
The moment chosen by the artist, Mr. Stew-

art, for this graphic sketch, wa6on Monday last,
when the judges were delivering their judge,
ment upon and in favor of Mr. Hill's applica-
tion for a rule nisi, for an attachment against
the Liverpool Jailor. This was a moment of in-
tense anxiety to them, and to a certain extent
revived in them hopes which must have been
sadly dashed by the previous judgement of the
morning. It vrill be seen from a perusal of
their letters how evnr springing were their
hopes of freedom. On Wednesday these were
agaia proved groundless. All the portraits are
striking likenesses, and preserve the peculiar

air of every face ; they were drawn as they were
actually seated in court.

1. Trie first on the left is Paul Bedford, a Ca
nadian farmer and freeholder in the London
district. His transportation is attributed chief.
\y to the malice of a neighbor. ^^^ - —•»•"*'

%+ The_geeond.is Linus WjJggifivfiUer, an A-
merican law student, of Chautauque co. State or
New Yoak, his age is 20 years. He was study,
iog law at Rochester, in New York, when the
outbreak occurred. Next to him is

3. William Reynolds, also ajtj American, a
lad of 18, and the son of a respectable trades-
man of Philadelphia. He was travelling at the
time of the disturbance, and accidentally
got mixed up with a rabble of patriots.

4th. Next comes Finlay Malcolm, whose
grandfather emigrated from Scotland, and was
one of the earliest settlers in the bush in Upper
Canada. His father is now farming in Canada,
and he was himself tilling his own land when
ft* disturbance occurred. Hit Uiiele

" Malcolm, was the representative of the Lon-
don district in the .Provincial Parliament,
and was a strennous oppositionist. To this
circumstance the nephew it is thought'owes his
present sentence. He fully expected from the
promises made to him to have been set free on
giving bail. He is a young man of much good
feeling and intelligence. Malcolm was in pris-
on for several weeks with Charles Latiroer, a
young man from England, who was tried and
acquitted. Ho defended himself, and is des-
cribed as being a fine talented young &£$£;
who gained the e s t e e m j j f ^ ^ - £ r ^ ^ h e

came in contact. J^fimer's relations are resi-
dent in Knglandy^d a r e m 0 8 t respectable.—
He is now bfifteVed t o be in the United States.

^ h e fifth is Mr. John G. Parker, before
a wealthy merchant of Hamilton,

j^Upper Qanada. He is a man of great intelli-
gence. Mr. Parker was always a reformer, but
of the most moderate class, and although his o.
pinions were well known, he was not an active
politician. lie attended nono of the public
meetings held in the summer and fall preceding
the first outbreak ; and was never, directly or
indirectly, engaged in rebellion against the Bii-
tish Government.

6th. Randal Wixon, who was a schoolmaster
and a Baptist minister is the sixth. He has on-
ly cne leg, the other being amputated in con.
sequence of an accident in childhood. Against
Wixon there was not a shadow of proof; and
he was only induced to present a petition un-
der the Colonial act, from dread of an excited
jury, and from a belief that a general release of
the prisoners would take place upon their giv-
ing eeearit es.

7th. The seventh is Leonard Watson, who
was a road-contractor, near Montgomery's Ta-
vern, and whose sole offence consisted in being
so unfortunate as to have forcible possession ta-
ken of his house by some of Mackenzie's men.
He is an elderly man and seems much depress-
ed.

8th. The eighth is Ira Anderson, tavern
keeper, where political meetings had beeu
held, which he let out as the Proprietors of the

do in London.
9th. The ninth is William Alves, a young

man who emigrated from Scotland with his fa.
ther four years ago. Fie is a carpenter, and
after remaining a short time in Canada.he went
into the States, and returned to Canada to as-
sist his father in settling in the bush. At the
time of the outbreak he was working at Mont,
gomery's Tavern, where extensive repairs were
going on. Alvis is a single man.

10th. The tenth is James Brown, a Canadian,
in the London distriet, he waB a farmer and a
freeholder.

11th. The eleventh is Robert Walker, a na-
tive of Scotland who emigrated to Canada some
years ago.

12th. The twelfth and last is James Grant, al-
so a Canadian.

With the exception of Alves and the two A.
merican boys, all of these prisoners have wives
and families, and such was the suddennes of
their departure, that none of them had any op-
portunity of communicating with their families.
In one instance they were told the steam boat
was waiting, and only time for fixing on their
Irons was allowed.
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G. PARKER'S

We have been favored with the perusal of sev-
eral lejtterB lately received by Mrs. PARKER, now
of this city, from her husband, Mr. JOHN G. PAR.
KER, who, in the lat'er part of November last,
was sent with other state prisonera from Que-
bec to England, to be transported from thence
to Van Dieman's Land-

It is probably known to most of our readers,
that previous to his embarkation at Quebec, Mi"
P. had been closely confined for nearly twelve
months in Upper Canada. He was arrested at
Hamilton while quiety pursuing his business, a
few days previous to the insurrection, on a
charge of high treason. In the common jail of
that place he was confined about a month, and
was then removed to Toronto, the jail of which
was at that time crowded to excess. Here he
remained a little over five months until the
early part of June last, when he was removed to
F»rt Henry, Kingston. During the sitting of
the Special Court at Toronto for the trial of
persons charged with treasonable offences—a
period of high political excitement and prejudice
against persons so charged—Mr. P., despairing
of a fair and impartial trial, was advised by his
counsel to petition the Lieut. Governor for par-
don, under the provisions of an Act of the Pro.
vincial Legislature, passed after his arrest; and
accordingly he did so, with an assurance from
the Attorney General, that " his petition would
be well received." In his petition he acknowl-
edged himself to be the author of certain, let-
ters, on which he was arrested and on which'
the charge of treason was based, and which, ta-
ken in connection with subsequent events, he
admitted would bear a treasonable construction ;
but denied any intention of taking sny part per.
son ally in the contest.

It is worthy of remark, that the letters in
question made no mention of any contemplated
hostile movements againBt the government—
that^hey contain nothing more than the current
rumors of the day, and a suggestion to form
political Unions, which had been in the course
of being formed in the upper parts of the Prov-
ince for 18 months previous, and that none of
the persons in Upper Canada to whom they were
addressed have been in any respect implicated
in the rebellion.

Mr. Parker has therefore been sent, hfyPj

wi t h o u t the
a trial ; and up to the date of his last letter,

remained ignorant of the fact that he had been
sentenced by him to be transported to Van
Dieman's Land for 14 years !

The following extracts, which we have made
by permission, from his journal written at sea,
and letters written after his arrival in Liverpool,
we (rust, will be interesting to most of our rcad-
ors ; who cannot fail to contrast the kindness
and sympathy shown to him and hie fellow pris.
oners in England, with the harsh and brutal
treatment they received previous to their em-
barkation, and more especially the rudenes
and unnecessary and wanton severities, not to
«ay cruelties, perpetrated against them during
their passage from Fort Henry to Quebec by
Major Arthur, son of Sir George, and Col. Tur
ncr.

We regret that in con«equcnco of several let-
ters not having been received, among which are
those written ai Quebec, an unavoidable chasm
is left in the narration—but which it is hoped
may be filled up in due time.

Wliatcvor may be the result of the attempts
which are now in progress to procure his liber,
tion, it iMuat be highly gratifying to Mr. P. and

his numerous friends both in this country and
in Canada, to know, that his case, with those
of his fellow prisoners, has called forth the most
active exertions of many warm-hearted friends,
and excited a sympathy in their tehalf deep and
strong, from one end of the land to the other.
This is a severe but dererved rebuke upon the
petty tyrants of Canada, who, if they choose,
may derive from this demonstration of public
feeling in England and Scotland, a lesson of
great practical value. But we hasten to give
the extracts, that our readers may see and judge
for themselves.

JOURNAL, & C .

On the 9lh Nov. 1838, we left Fort Henry,
Kingston, Upper Canada, on receiving a verbal
no ice from Sheriff MCDONNELL that we were
all ordered for Quebec, and only half an hour*
before the time of our departure. I fortunately
got a cart to go to the town for my trunk of
clothes while the chains were riveting on my
legs. I was chained to WAIT, and not satisfied
with chaining us together, they double ironed
us with hand cuffs, made to torture us, consist,
ing of a bar of iron with a clevis fitted to our
wrists so tight as to cause them to swell, and
keep us in a constrained position. In this con.
dition we were marched down, under a strong
guard, to the Steamboat Cobourg, which lay at
the Government wharf, and on board which was
the 93rd regiment of regulars. We were driven
to the fore deck, among the horses. It was ex-
tremely cold. Major Arthur commanded the
regiment, and gave orders (so as to be heard by*
us) •• that if we attempted to escape, or made
the least effort towards it, to shoot down the

d- d rascals "
We were kept on the deck among the horses

all that night, without any covering. I was
more fortunate than most of my companions, as
I had a good cloak. I sat down about 10 o'clock
on my own luggage, which was tumbled in
amongst us, when a subaltern of the 93rd regi-
ment drove me pff. An altercation ensued, and
on appealing to the Deputy Sheriff, who had us
in charge, 1 succeeded in regaining my posi-
tion ; where I sat all night, and had my feet
and legs nearly frozen. Some stood up all night,
while others were glad to lay down between the
horses feet, among the dung and filth.

We reached Prescott the next morning before
day light, where a great crowd assembled on
the wharf. About sunrise we were taken on
board the steamer " Dolphin," and again placed
on the forward deck, where we were allowed to
stand. The day became fine as the sun ascend-
ed, and it was not unpleasant passing down the
beautiful rapids of the St. Lawrence. I obser-
ved companies of militia under drill along the
banks of the river,which much surprised me at the
time. The boat stopped to take in wood before
teaching Dickinson's Ferry, and a council ap-
peared to be held here how to proceed. After

hour's detention, we ogain set sail, passed
channel, and down

the long Sault Raplff. ^ " . " P rf8 e n t e d a
J

s c e n e

worthy of observation, bW?S l h« B e c o n d t»»n«
only that a Steamboat had j ^ g f d down these
rapids. The voyage is one of iHi^ornmon dim-
cully and danger; but we accomplisll^' »lwith,
out the least accident, and arrived « * t e ' v at
Cornwall at 2 o'clock P. M.

We were detained on board, after ourarviV*'
upwards of an hour. Another council was he
when a guard of militia, under Colonel Turner,
(who ordered his men to load their pieces with
ball cartridge,) came down, and we were march*
ed in the midst of this band of Orangemen to
he jail—a stone building, presenting a much
better appearance outside than it did inside.—
II.re we expected to have got a little respite
from the pain and suffering of our irons, and in-
lirnaled to Colonel Turner the swollen condition
of our limbs, expressing a hope that some of our
irons would be removed. The gallant Colonel,
in reply, however, only denounced us as a par.
eel of d——d rebel scoundrels, and said that, in.
stead of diminishing our irons, he would in-
crease them. We had no remedy but to submit.
We found the jailor a good natured Dutchman,
who, with his. daughter, showed us some little
attention, and performed acts of kindness, for
which we felt grateful. I could not get my
feather bed (and bed clothes which I brought
with me from Fort Henry,) to sleep on that
night, and Wait and myself had to take the soft

side of the floor for a bed, having our legs and
arms chained together.

The next morning, (Sabbath, 11th Nov.,) I
found myself more refreshed than I expected.—
We had thiB day a refreshing season of prayer
and reading the scriptures. Our host, the jail-
or, sent us a breakfast of beefsteaks, and ex-
pressing a warm desire to make us comfortable
but had express orders not to remove our irons.
The Deputy Sheriff, who had us in charge trpra
Kingston, on observing that our wrists were
greatly swollen, had the compassion to change
our irons from one wrist to the other, which af-
forded us temporary relief.

There were fn an adjoining room two other
prisoners, whom we got to sweep out our room,
as we were all so chained we could not do it.—
Dr. McDonnel, surgeon, called to see my leg,
in which a blood vessel had broke, the bleeding
of which he soon staunched by the application
of a plaister. The Doctor examined our wrists,
and said i t was too bad; however, he had to put
up with it, as he could not interfere. On Mon-
day we expected to have proceeded forward, but
the disturbances' in Lower Canada rendered our
removal at that lime unsafe. We were watch,
ed most rigidly. All our writing paper and ink
were taken from us, by order of Col. Turner —
I amused myself by drawing with a pencil a
sketch of a couple of our prisoners, chained and
handcuffed.

A number of young militia officers come to
6ee us, and were very loquacious. Our Deputy
Sheriff came in and took off our hand cuffs for
a few hours, and then locked them on again for
our comfort during the night. We were not
allowed light, and had to retire to bed about 6
o'clock. At 10 o'clock we were ordered up
instantly, and to prepare to embark; but we
were scarcely dressed, when the order was coun-
termanded, and we again retired to bed, an ex.
press having arrived bringing intelligence of
an invasion at Prescolt. The authorities knew
not what to do. They started a steam boat for
Lancaster, about 20 miles below, for militia ;
and about 200 stand of arms were distributed
from the jail during the night to the militia,
whom they were calling out all around; so by
daylight we had, got but little sleep, all being
noise and disturbance during the night.

On Tuesday the town was all commotion from
the apprehended invasion. We got ready to
embark, and about 10 P. M., the guard were
drawn up, and we marched on board the steam-
er "Neptune," Capt. Bullock—were again plac-
ed on the foredeck, wiiere we stood in the mist
and rain, and were not allowed to go under the
promenade. We touched at Lancaster, and ar.
rived at the Cote du Lac just before dark. We
met many on the wharf who knew me, and a.
mong other persons, R. McD., of St. Catharine,
who mentioned the defeat of the Canadians and
the burning of their villages, Baying " that to
destroy the crows, the only way was tq, exter-
minate the young ones and their nests."

Although they forced us to remain on deck
in the rain and cold, we got some boiled pota-
toes and crackers of tlio steward. The pilot (a
Frenchman) in speaking of .the burning of the
villages and the destruction of families and pro.
perty, cried liko a child. In reciting the tale
of wo, how women and ehildren had to fly be-
fore their persecutors, he said, "what can the
poor Canadians do—no pork, no broad, uo house,
no home ?"

On landing at Cote du Lac, we were taken in-
to carts and drove down to the old fort, where
we arrived about 8 o'clock at night, having to
carry Ian thorns to show the way. We were put

^ ^ ^ ^ S i i f i r o o m> about 12 or 14 feet square,
and stoweqToZ&ttagSJthat wo,could hardly_stand,
sit, or lay down. So we slept on the floor by
turns. We got some bread to eat, but passed
the night in great pain from the irons on our
wrists,which were much swollen. Our efforts to
get them removed were as unavailing aa before.

On Wednesday, the 14th, I had contracted a
severe cold, and was quite unwdl. We re-
mained in the fort all day, the aspect of affairs
in Lower Canada rendering our removal im»
prudent. Wo were allowed to walk the parade
ground, where we met some respectable Iboking
French people, who took off llieir hats as Wait
and I passed in chains with a sentry beside us,
whose looks bespoke the agony of their minds.
A great number of Canadian carts were press,
ed to transport the 83d Regiment on their way
up. The Commissary, R. V. Adams, treated
us very civilly, and supplied us with provisions.
The fort was guarded by a company of Scotch
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militia, who mostly spoke Galic During the
day we bad some conversation with them, and
they told us plainly they were forced to take
up arms against their will—that many of them
were good Reformers, and some shed tears at
the unhappy stale of their adopted country.—
Our irons were taken off to allow us to wash,
again replaced, and we again Blept with them
on in the guard house.

On Thursday morning, the 15th, we were up
at day light, and after our usual morning devo-
tions and breakfast, we were put on board a
Durham boat, for Montreal. The wind being
contrary, we were driven back and remanded to
the guard room, until stages or carts could be
procured to take us by land. Some of the
prisoners were much alarmed while on board
the boat, for had our fears of shipwreck been
realized, we should have been in a bad condi-
tion to swim. After much delay, carts were ob-
tained by force for our conveyance, when we
started. Shortly after, we met the 71st Regi-
ment on their way to the Upper Province. I
noticed among ^them some of the men who
guarded us in Fort Henry. At the Cedar Vil.
lage, we met the militia returning from Bean-
harnois, which village they had pillaged and
burned. Many of the volunteers were loaded
with spoils. Some had horses they had taken,
with carts, calashes, &c. &c. &c. - The poor
French Canadians looked melancholy and de-
jected. They were driven about like dogs, not.
daring to disobey the peremptory and insulting
orders given by the militia. The females of al-
most every house we passed were at the door6,
and I plainly perceived the deep drawn lines of
horror and dismay depicted on every counte-
nance.

We reached the Cascades at night, and were
turned into a small guard room. It was very
cold, and all the supper we had was some boiled
qotatoes. which we had to eat with our fingers.
Not being able to obtain a bed, we had to stretch
ourselves out on the floor, with our irons n. -̂ as
usual, and from excessive fatigue we obtained
some rest, although but little sleep, from the
pain of oar wrists.

Next morning (Friday, 16th Nov.,) we were
expecting the arrival of a Bteamboat to take us
below—observed quite a stir amongst the mili-
tia—many Canadian one horse carts employed
in transporting munitions of war upthe coun-
try. About noon the Bteam boat " Dragon" ar-
rived from Beauharnoisr with companies of mi.
litia, and a quantity of plunder, such as horses,
carts, &c. &c. We were immediately taken on
board, and Btarted for Lachine. We touched at
Beauharnois, which village was in ashes. The
ruins of many houses were in view. One of
our guard went on shore and brought some
French books, which he picked up among the
ruins, He mentioned having seen piles of fur-
niture,, partly burnt and broken. The Canadi-
ans looked exceedingly dejected, and from what
I saw and heard, their sufferings must have been
great. Many families in respectable circum-
stances, have been suddenly plunged into the
depths of poverty and wretchedness, so that we
are not alone in the furnace of affliction. Oh
that thechastenings of Almighty God may bring
us near unto himself daily, and may we find
lessons in the daily walks of life, whether in
liberty or in bondage, for the improvement of
our minds and affections, and in our duties to
God and to man.

The wind was strong, and we reached Lachine
just before dark. After a little delay we were
taken on shore, amidst a crowd of person, from
whom we received some scoffs and insults;
which, however, we did not regard, but passed
on to the bateau in the canal. It rained arid
soon became dark. The French boatmen were
driven about very roughly by our guard, and
murmured at the abuse thus heaped upon them ;
but redress, of course, was out. of the question.

After many delays arid stoppages, altercations
betwixt the captain of our guard and the lock-
masters, we arrived at Montreal about 9 o'clock
P. M., landed near the garrison, and were march-
ed up to the guard room, 8 by 16 feet, into which
we were uBhered without light or seats, and
were told by the officer to stow ourselves away
as well as we could. We had had no food since
morning. Some of the prisoners had bread
they brougut from the Cascades, which we di-
vided and ate in the dark and cold.

After an hour or so had .elapsed, an officer
•ailed and offered us some civilities. He re-
tnovtd eight of our number, and allowed me to
cut in my bed. I got but little sleep, from the

pain of the irons on my wrists, and the frequent
turning out of the puard during the flight.

The next morning, Saturday 17th, we made
preparations for a removal, which we greatly
desired, as the place where we were confined,
was filthy and most unconfortable. We still
remained locked up, and during the forenoon
read a pamphlet on "Submission to the Divine
Will." Some officers of the 24th Regt. called
to secus—remarked that we were good looking
fellows, and asked whether we had any com.
plaints to make We told them that we re-
quired some food and water, as we had scarcely
tasted either since the morning before, and it
was then nearly noon. Half past 10 o'clock
some water was brought to us. At 3 o'clock
our luggage was taken away, and we still wait-
ed for our breakfast, which we did not procure
until an hour afterwards—say 4 o'clock, this
meal serving us for breakfast, dinner and sup-
per ; and while devouring our morsel, we were
ordered to embark. The guard were in waiting,
and a crowd assembling. We were marched
down Notre Dame street, to the great parish
church ; thence to the steamer "British North
America," on which we embarked. In the
crowd, which was considerable, I observed a
variety of feeling and expression. While some
degree of sympathy was manifested by some,
scoffs and abuse was shown by others; all of
which we disregarded. In the large forward
cabin of the "British America," where there
was a stove, we found ourselves more comfort-
able than we had been since leaving Fort Hen-
ry. We were here released from those horrid
manacles on our wrists, and had a comfortable
night's sleep.

The next morning was Sabbath. We passed
Three Rivers about sunrise. A considerable,
quantity of ice had formed in the river, and as
we passed through it, I was reminded of the
sinking of the Kingston by being cut through
by uuen ice, and the trouble I had in raising her
at Bellville. We had not gone far, when a
schooner was observed sunk, with her cargo of
flour, &,c, afloat and drifting down the river.—
The crew were saved.

The day was pleasant, and the scenery along
the banks of the St. Lawrence delightful—small
neat whitewashed Canadian houses, and now
and then a neat church—the hills white with
snow. I read one of Newton's Sermons, and
in the afternoon we arrived at Quebec, and
were marched up a sleep street to the Upper
Town Here, as at Montreal, we soon attract-
ed a crowd, and the same variety of feeling and
expression were observable. —I saw many faces
I had before seen and known.

I expected we would have been taken to
Cape Diamond, as it was intimated to us we
were going to Quebec for safe keeping. We
were, however, taken to the city gaol, and put
into a large and comfortable apartment, in
which was a stove, and Jeffreys, the Gover-
nor of the jail, did all in his power to make
us comfortable. Our luggage was all brought
up to us, with the exception of a bag, contain,
ing some table and co*king utensils, which
had been lost. I had a comfortable night's
rest, «fter ten days most painful and uncom-
fortable dragging through the country.

On Monday, I9lh, we had our chains taken
off, and I spent the day in writing several let-
ters—one to Sheriff McDonnell, requesting him
to send you about twenty little boxes, made.by
the prisoners, and which had been taken from
me at Fort Henry ; and also the bag of uten-
sils, should 'it be found on board the Cobourg
where we supposed it had been left.*

It was intimated to us here, for the first time,
that we were to be sent to England ! Mr.
Sewell, the sheriff, said the season was so late
that it was fiot certain that a vessel could be

* These letters, concerning the protest, have never
reached their destination. The Post Muster General,
(T. A. Stayner, Esq.) at Quebec, (who in his zeal to
serve a corrupt government, can, through his agents,
trample his oath ot office under foot, and sacinee the
moat sacred rights of the subject to Executive cupidi
ty.) has doubtless taken a peep into them ; and, as they
might tend to the furtherance of justice, or have cheer-
ed or relieved the intense anxiety of a weeping and dia-
conso'ate wife as to the fate of her husband, whom
they are pleased to call " a rebel," they have been re-
taTho'sma*ll boxes which Mr. Parker mentiftna, were
taken from them at Kingston, the work of their own
handa while in Fort Henry-an.l which he entrusted to
the care of Sheriff McDonnell, to be forwarded to RLe.
P. , have never been received. Is the Sheriff specula-
tine: on them 1 A number of port folioa«w,hich Mr. P.,
left in the handi of Mr. Tidy, to be forwarded in the
l a w manner, are in the handa of Col, Dundaa. Does
the Colonel intend to keep them I

found to take us. He said, however, that h e

would give us the first intelligence of »ny ar-
rangement being made, and in the kindeet
manner offered us any assistance he could ren-
der.

On Tuesday we were informed that our
passage had been taken on board the " Captain
Ross," for Liverpool. I then wrote more let.
ters,. and enclosed you a copy of the protest we
served on the sheriff of Quebec.

AT SEA. 28th Nov., 1838. \
Wednesday, P. M. \

We went on board this vessel (the "Capt.
Ross,") on the 22J instant, in the forenoon, and
have proceeded thus far on our voyage without
accident, having a favorable wind. I procured
at Quebec a sufficient supply of sea stores, but
we are so crowded they will probably do us but
little good.

Through the mercy of God I am favored with
good health, although numbers are sick around
me. This is not surprising, as 17 of us are
confined in a space 5 feet by 10, and a still less
space is appropriated for 17 others on the other
side of the Hatchway, making 34 prisoners.

The only light we have is through a piece of
thick glass, inserted in the deck and called a
dead light. It is dark between 3 and 4 o'clock,
when we go to bed and lay (not Bleep) until 8 or
9 o'clock next morning.

Mr. Wail and myself are still chained to.
gether, and have a berth for ourselves. Others
are more crowded, having to stow 3 or 4 in each
berth. The Rev. Mr. OSGOOD, (who is a pas.
senger in our vessel,) has been down to see us,
and has given us two or three discourses. Be.
ing sick, he has not been down to-day. We
spend much of our time in reading the scrip.
lures and religious tracts.

While I lay, during these long nights of
darkness, here below, my mind is free. I can
hold communion with my God and Savior, and,
as Paul and Silas did, sing praises to God. I
can bear up ray dear family, from whom I am
separated, to the throne of His grace who is
able to raise up friends to them, and is able to
bestow temporal and spiritual blessings Which
will be sufficient for their present good and eter-
nal joy. Whether I shall ever be blessed with
the joy of meeting them again on earth, is only
known to Him who rules the winds and waves
and reigns in the hearts of all flesh. May alb
things be so directed that I may yet glorify his
name, and be instrumental in doing good in the
world.

Thursday, 29th Nov.—Last night the ship
seemed to roll in the sea without much wind.
I lay most of tho time awake, listening to the
noise of the waves, and the seamen in altering
the position of the sails and responding to the
call of the captain. Two vessels in sight—djd
not go on deck to see them. A number still
sick on board. My health, through God's mer.
cy, is still good. Mr. Osgood came down this
evening and spoke a few words to us.

30th.—Snows a little. I was on deck a few
minutes this forenoon, and saw the sun through,
a mist of snow. We obtained to-day, from our
trunks, some religious tracts, which all are en.
gaged reading* when they can get their heads
near enough to the light to enable them to do
so. Mr. Osgood was down this morning, and
read to us a chapter from " Doddridge's Rise

«and Pi ogress of Religion in the Soul"—BO rich
and fruitful in its directions to lead the sinner
to the Lamb of God, and also the Christian in
the way that he may shine brighter and brighter
unto the perfect day.

Sabbath, 2d Dec.—I have been in ray berth
since Thursday, except when I crawled on deck
for an hour this forenoon. The wind not BO
high as it has been. It is a beautiful sight to
behold the mighty power of God in rolling the
boisterous deep like mountains—now and then
the waves making a breach over our ship. The
hour I spent on deck must have been about, the
same as triat which was occupied in public WQr.
ship, by you and our little ones, in the sanctua-
ry of God. I could raise my heart in prayer to
heaven, hoping that He who holds the wind in
his hands may hear and regard our petition in
mercy, and though offered far and wide apart,
that they may prevail at the throne of hia grace.

Thursday, 6th Dec.—I tried to write onSua-
day, but had to lay down iny head as well as my
pen, and here I have lain ever since. The ^jind
continues fair, but a heavy sea is continually
rollingover our deck, which causes the hatches
to be cloaed tight, making many of us sick for
want of fresh air. I havo been able. to. go on
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deck almost every day, for an hour or so at a
lime, which refreshes and revives my spirits
much. YeBterday while thus etijoying myself,
I had a chat with Capt. Morton, who appears to
be a quiet and pleasant man, free from that
boisterous manner which I have observed in
some masters. He shows much^care and dili-
gence in working the ship, ano^toubtless is an
experienced navigator.

He asked me if I had not felt the want of
grog ? I told him I was a te-totalor, conse.
quently above the want of grog. He remarked
that his ship had, since leaving England, con.
sumed a puncheon of spirits, and 40 gallons of
brandy—and that this wae the last voyage he
ever intended to make except on temperance
principles—that he would never allow liquor
on board his ship again, and spoke of ihe pro.
gress of the temperance cause among Ameri-
can ships. Mr. Osgood now and then comes
down, and spends a few minutes with us in
directing our minds to " the Lamb of God who
taketh away the sin of the world." He has
also been quite sea sick, although this is the
seventh tune he has crossed the Atlantic.

We have experienced a surprising change of
climate since leaving Quebec. Then it was
very cold, and in passing down the St. Liw-
rence our vessel was covered with ice, keeping
the rigging and deck in such a state that, but
for the fair wind we had, we should have found
it difficult to have worked our way out of the
gulf, But God favored us with a fair wind,
which has continued with us until the present
time. The last land we saw was St. Paul's
Island. As we left the continent, the temper,
ature moderated and the ice began to drop from
our vessel, and-for the last four or five days the
weather has been as mild as in August or Sep-
tember in Canada.

This morning the sea is more calm, so that
the hatchway can he opened, and we get a
breathing of fresh air. Last night I was able
to eat a morsel of food, which is the first for
six days past. I recollect that Paul, when he
was on a voyage and a prisoner, spent fourteen
days without food, and I have no doubt but his
Bufferings were far greater than mine are.
. Friday, 7th Dec.—The sea continues calm.
I spent half an hour on deck to day.

Monday, 10th Dec.—I am getting over my
sickness, and hope to improve in health daily.
The wind is still favorable. When on deck
yesterday, we spoke the ship "Gulnare,"
eighteen days from Baltimore, and bound for
Rotterdam. It was a pleasant sight, to see the
two gallant ships come up so near to each other
as to enable the Captajyps to converse from deck
to deck. After exchanging civilities and ascer.
taining their several reckonings, each took her
course and bore away. In the course of-the
day she disappeared.

lltA Dec.—The weather mild—spent 2 or 3
. hours on deck.and amused myself making a pen.
cil*drawing of Capt. Morton, from a neat min-
iature painting, and having the capstan for a
table. Saw some porpoises; sea gjills arc fly-
ing around our vessel every day.

As we passed out of the gulph of St. Law.
rence, we saw flocks of the stormy petrel, some.
times called Mother Cary's Chickens. Their
appearance is generally supposed to indicate a
coming storm, and so it proved in this case, for
a heavy storm succeeded. This morning I en.
joyed a, taste of boiled potatoe, and Captain
Morton sent me yesterday a cup of ginger tea,
which refreshed me much.

It is HOW 4 o'clock, and I have been confined
to my berth since 4 o'clock yesterday; I have
a dim light, which enables me to read and
write a little. I hoped to have been so situated
on our voyage, as to have been able to have writ-
ten out an address or memorial to Her Majesty,
but our place is so confined, so many sick, and
tha air we breathe so foe Lid, that I can only lay
in my berth in languor. Yet I can meditate on
*he goodness of Almighty JJod, by his protect,
ing providence guidjng us over the mighty deep;
and I can lift my heart in prayer to his mercy
seat. I can direct my fellow prisoners to em-
braoe that Saviour whose'arm is extended to the
penitent and believing. I pray that you and
our dfcar little ones may be encirclod in his arms
—that you may be kept from the evil of
the wi'pked, and be blessed and supplir-d with
kind friends, and those wlio will do you good,
in this day of calamity and affliction.

Vilh Dec—I retired to my berth yesterday at
4 o'clock, where I still n. main, having no room
Jo stand up in the contracted place where we

are stowed. The wind increased during the
night, ane*atill blows fresh. It continues favor-
able, so that we keep on our course, and expect
to pee land to-day or tomorrow.

I find my ancle getting a little lame. I shall
give you a description of the irons which bind
me : A bar of round iron is fastened round my
ancle ; which, at the smallest place, measures
3£ inches in circumference and 6J inches at the
largest place by the joint. Fastened to this
band is a link or clevis, whiah measures 10
inches in circumference at the place of connec-
tion. Into this clevis is fastened an irou chain
of 26 links, measuring about 7 feet in length,
each link of which is 2 inches in circumference.
The other end of it is fastened to Wait's ancle ;
so we carry ihe chain between us. The wejght
of our '• moorings," as the sailors say, being a-
bout 40 pounds. Being accustomed to them, we
carry them about very well, though we find some
difficulty in getting our ancles and feet warm,
the coldness of the iron rendering it almost im.
possible. These little trials I regard with indif.
ference ; they will all have an end, when we
shall look back upon them with scorn, and pity
the weakness of those who were induced to in-
flict them. What a consolation it is to me at
this time, to think that you can find support and
help, in this day of calamity, in the love and
grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, who is sufficient
for all our troubles. Let our prayers be con-
stantly directed to him, that these earthly afflic-
tions may be so sanctified to us, that we may,
with our dear children, be eternally and ever,
lastingly benefitted.

Monday, 17th Dec.—I have been unable to
write for three or four days, from sickness. I
am now better, and myappetite has returned.

"We are now in St. George's channel, with a
favorable breeze, a Pilot on boaad, and will pro-
bably be in Liverpool to day. Captain Morton
has showed me many civilities on the passage,
and I may say that I have crossed the Atlantic
with much less suffering than I could have ex-
pected considering our confined condition.
The season, the weather, the wind, have all
been favorable, and we have had a remarkably
fine voyage. The weather has been unusually
mild during this month, as much so as April or
May in Canada. To day as wo near the port,
it is a little colder.

BOROUGH JAIL, Liverpool, 1838.
On the 17th Dec , we cast anchor in the

Mersey, about three miles below Liverpool, and
were conveyed in a small steamer up to the city.
It was sometime before we were allowed to
landy am! from the crowd assembled on the
docks, (having heard of our arrival,) the police
found it difficult to make a passage for us to
the carriages in wailing, to convey us to the
borough jail, which' is an old prison, built for
the French prisoners during the late war, and
is capable of accommodating a thousand men
at a time. The prison, with the Governor's
house and other appendages, covers about two
acres of ground.

There were at this time about 500 prisoners
in the jail, and »« were put into a division en-
tirely separate from them. On partaking of a
comfortable supper, in our own day room, we
retired to bed in separate apartments, three in
each room ; Wixon, Wait and myself were to-
gether.

The next morning, Tuesday, 18th, we were
up by day light. Our food is brought to us three
times a day, and it consists of bread and milk
for breakfast and supper, and meat, bread and
potatoes for dinner. We have a comfortable
yard to walk in, in which is a pump of excel-
lent water.

The Governor of the prison, W. Baohelder,
Esquire, was exceedingly kind and gentlemanly
to me at all simes, as were all the under officers
connected with this establishment. The May.
or and Magistrates had a special meeting to.
day, and on appearing before them, they gave
me the warmest assurances that they would do
all in their power to make us comfortable, con.,
siatently with the regulations of the prison.
M. Thomby, M. P., the Rev. Dr. Buck, chap-
lain, Dr. Archer, and a.few others called to see
me, and "spoke in the kindest assurances of good
will. Some said, "I f I had friends in Ameri.
ca, so I had in England." Such remarks from
entire strangers, and under such circumstances,
(myself being in chains before them,) filled njiy
heart to overflowing.

- The Rgv, Dr. Buck brought me a few vol.
utnes to read, and some Testaments for the oth.
er prisoners. The Magistrates ordered our

chains to be taken off, and they have not since
been replaced. Mr. Froste, the owner of the
vessel in which we came over the Atlantic, was
very courteous and kina, in attending to our di-
rections respecting our luggagp, which had to
be passed through tho Custom House stores. I
however lost a few articles, among which wa*
my portable desk and dressing case.

The Governor furnished me with ink, paper
and quills, graiit. I then commenced making
out a Htatement of my own case, and also the
casos of a number of the other prisoner?. I
wrote to the Earl of Durham, Lord Brougham,
Lorh Glenelg, Lord Sandon, Sir Robert Peel,
and enclosed a short petition to Her Majesty to
Lord John RussSel; and, during the week,
wrote to Jos. Hume, Esq., M. P., J. A. Roe-
buck, Esq., the Rev. Dr. Reed, London, and
several others, soliciting their attention to the
cases of the state prisoners ; that they might bo
presented for Her Majesty's consideration ;
mentioning, at the same time, the Protest 9 of
us served on the sheriff of Quebee.

Mr. Hume and Mr. Roebuck immediately en.
tered into an examination of* our cases, and
without delay despatched an attorney, Mr. Wai.
ler, from London to Liverpool, while Mr. Roe-
bock himself followed, and both visited me per-
sonally on the 29th, about 3, P. M., to whom I
gave all the information in my power, and from
which they were led to entertain some hopes of
our deliverance, and to coincide with us in the
opinion that we were unconstitutionally dealt
with by the authorities of Canada, on tho
grounds set forth in the Protest before men-
tioned—the following nine persons not having
been tried or sentenced, viz., John G. Parker,
Randal Wixon, James Brown, Robert Walker,

; William Alves, Ira Anderson, Paul Bedford,
Leonard Wat-ion, and Fin lay Malcolm*

I applied to the governor of the prison for a
copy of the warrant on which we were brought
here, and by which he held us in custody, which
hlTTproduced. This warrant is signed by Sir
John Colborne, under authority of Sir George
Arthur, with letters to transport all the state
prisoners to Van Dieman's Lind, " one of the
settlements of Her Majesty, and a penal colo-
ny." The warrant state3 that " we had been
convicted in due. course of law, in the courts of
the said province of Upper Canada, of the crime
of High Treason," whereas the nine before men
tioned persons have never been in a court, and
have had no trial or sentence passed upon them.
The time of transportation is not mentioned,
nor have the patents or warrants setting forth
the terms or conditions of the transportation,
ever been served upon us ; so that, until now,
we have not be"cn apprised in any way what was
determined against us.

Immediately on our arri/al being made known
to the Government, orders were sent from Lon-
don to Liverpool for us to hold ourselves in
readiness to embark for Portsmouth, and that a
steam vessel would be immediately despatched
to convoy us thither. In the mean limo, a writ
of habeas corpus was obtained, through the ex-
ertions of Messrs. Hume and Roebuck, which
Mr. R. placed into the hands of the Governor
of the prison, and by which the 9 prisoners,
with John Grant, L. W. Miller, and Win. Rey-
nolds are to be taken to London, where the law
questions concerning our cases will be argued
before the Judges in the Court of Queen's
Bench.

The other 11 prisoners who left Canada with
us, viz., Benjamin Wait, Samuel Chandler, Al-
exander McLeod, Jacob Beemor, John NcNulty,
John Vernon, James Waggoner, James Setn-
rnell, Garret Vancamp, Norman Mallory and
George B. Cooley, will likely be sent to PoitB.
mouth, and thence to Van Diemanys Land.

During our stay here, I have had a very fa.
vorable opportunity to draw out a full statement
of my case, aud haveaet it forth in such a man-
ner as I hope may result in my emancipation
from captivity.

The time, upon the whole, passes pleasantly.
Last Sabbath, 23d inst., was a day long to be
rememberad by me, as I trust it was to the oth-
er prisoners. The Rev. Dr. Buck preached ta
us, ai\d after sermon, having previously learned-
that there were some professors of religion
among our number, proposed to administer Uve
Lord's Supper in the afternoon, which ho did ta
somo 6 or 7 of us, ,and I must say I never re-
member of having more fully realized the pres-
ence of the Saviour to my soul in this ordinance.
Dr. B. preached extemporaneously, and prayed
in lue same manner, although a minister of tho
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•hutch of England. Hia manner w u some-
thing like that of Mr. Roaf, and his discourse
was evangelical and practical.

On the 25th, we had a fine Christmas dinner
served up for us, of roast beof, extra vegetables,
apple dumplings, &c.—the botilo of currant
wine you brought me in Fort Henry, serving for
sauce. Dr. Buck also preached another sermon
to us on the occasion, faithfully and affection,
atoly bringing to light gospel truth, in a very
clear manner.

Sabbath, Dee. 30.—The Dr. preached to us
M acceptably as before. Received orders to.
day to go with Wixon to London the ensuing
Tuesday, (1st Jan.) Tho steam vessel had ar-
rived from London to convey us to Portsmouth,
but on Monday, 31st, the order was counter,
manded, and we were to await farther orders.

Tuesday, Jan 1.—Wish you a happy New
Year—have had a very sociable New Year's
dinner to-day. The Governor supplied all the
prisoners who were in need with new shoes,
which were furnished by a gentleman of Liver-
pool.

Twelve of us are ordered to be in read iness
to go to London. The remaining eleven to go
o« beard the steam vessel "Meteor," for Ports.
laouth.

Jan. 2nd.—Dr. Buck called with his little
daughter, to whom the prisoners gave rings
and paper mementos. The Rev. Mr. Osgood
also called twice to see us since our arrival,
and spoke to us in the kindest manner. He
gave me a letter, expressing his approbation of
the good conduct of the prisoners during the
passage ; as a false report had got into circula-
tion that they had attempted a mutiny, which
is without the least foundation.

At day light, 4th. Jan. the rattling of chains
announced to us that the eleven prisoners were
preparing to embark for Portsmouth. Their
chains were rivetted on them, as well as on the
other eleven convicts from Lower Canada.—
After dinner they went on board. Dr. Buck
had previously prayed with us, and the separa-
tion was affecting as their leaving was under
apprehension, that they would not see us
again.

Dr. Buck saw them on board the "Meteor,"
(which is but a small vessel,) and the Governor
spoke to the captain of the steamer of the good
conduct of the prisoners while in his custody.
After these twenty two were gene, we felt
quite lonesome.

Saturday, 5th Jan.—I spent the day making
mementos of cut papers with couplets and
inottoe, for some dozen or so Ladies, who sent
in their names for them. We have always
maintained our morning and evening exercises,
which are interesting and of cheering conse-
quences to many of us, who take part in them.
Among ourselves we cultivate sacred music.

On sabbath, 6th Jan. the Governor of the
prison called on me, with an invitation to at.
tend church with him. At 10 o'clook we were
in readiness, and walked in procession (12 of us)
to a snug and beautiful chapel contiguous to
the prison buildings. There were nearly 500
prisoners present. We were led to a front pew,
prepared for us, near the Governor's, so that
the whole congregation were looking, on the
Canadian prisoners. The Rev. Dr. Buck soon
oatne in. The sermon was adapted lo a New
Year's occasion, and was sound, practical and
evangelical. The singing was very good, ac-
companied by an organ not of the first order.
The chaunting of the Psalms and Liturgy was
very well performed, and the whule service was
phasing, impressive/and, I trust profitable—
I attended again in the afternoon, much to my
spiritual comfort and edification. This is the
first day I have been in a place of worship since
the 30th Dec , 1837, (thirteen month,) having
been upwards of five months in Fort Henry,
Kingston, U. C. without a word from a minis-
%er of any denomination—no offers to preach,
pray or exhort to any prisoners there—while,
m England, I have scarcely passed a day with-
out a visit from a clergyman. Dr. Buck visits
ua daily. He made me and the other prisoner! *
a present, each, of a beau^ful copy of Hymns,
a raw collection from various evangelical au-
thors. •

Monday I spent in writing little mementos to
various individual*, who had sent in lheir names
fnt them through Dr. Archer, (the excellent and
gentlemanly surgeon of this establishment,)
a»d Dr. Buek. We have had a multitude of
visitors. Many have been the applications, but
tb« authorities have thought it best to prevent

it, which has given us the more time to read
and write, &o. Our living has been com fort a-
ble, and our durance here has been such as will
call forth many pleasing reflections hereafter.
I have had presents from different unknown
individuals in Liverpool, and many invitations
to visit persons here, if released, with offers of
bed, board, «J-c. until I should leave for America.

On Sabbath, 6th Jan., we were visited with a
violent storm. The gale continuing during the
night. I thought it would have blown down
the prison, (in fact, it did blow down the coun-
ty jail,) and in the morning when we got up,
the yard was covered with slates, blown from
the roofs of the prison buildings and houses ad.
jacent; and these continued to fall throughout
Monday forenoon. During the night the thun-
der and lightning was terrific. The steamer
"Meteor" (on board which Wait and his ten
fellow prisoners embarked for Portsmouth,) was
driven back, and reached the port with a very
narrow escape from shipwreck. Many vessels
were driven on shore and lives lost; Several of
the American packet ships are total wrecks.—
On board the Pennsylvania and St. Andrews,
were some of ray letters, which I fear are lost.
There were 17 coroner's inquests held in this
city on Monday, from accidental death produc-
ed by the falling of slates, chimneys and build-
ings into the streets. How vain ace all things
here below ! When in the greatest apparent se-
curity, then sudden destruction cometh. Of
the unfortunate individuals on board the Penn-
sylvania, I believe only one escaped to tell the
tale of wo.

Tuesday, 8th Jan. was the day appointed for
our journey to London, and on Monday we had
our baggage packed. Through the kindness of
the officers of the prison, I had all my clothes
washed and done up in fine siyle,and every thing
prepared to render my visit to tho "great me.
tropolis" as pleasant and comfortable as my cir-
cumstances would allow ; and all these services
were.performed gratuitously, remuneration he-
iug invariably refused. On Monday evening
the Governor called me into his office and pro-
posed delaying our journey, on account of the
storm, until Wednesday ; to which I consented
and gave him a note to that effect.

On Tuesday the storm continued, but abated
towards night, when about an inch of snow fell.
I was with the Governor in his office until 9 o'-
clock,and we arranged to start for London at 3.
o'clock, A. M. and got ourselves well stocked
with provisions, such as boiled ham, bread,
cheese, & c , for the journey. At 1 o'clock I
was awaked, dressed, took a lanch, with coffee,
which was ready prepared for us, and at 2 o'-
clock We entered the coiches for the railroad.—
The streets of Liverpool were silent, while the
bright gas lights illumined our way, and enabled
me to see something of the buildings as we pass-
ed along. We reached the depot about. 3 o'clock
—2J miles from the prison. By this arrange-
ment the cars had not to pass, through the tun-
nel into town, which they generally do. This
tunnel extends 1£ miles under ground.

Our twelve prisoners, with 4 keepers, includ-
ing the Governor of the prison, filled one of the
cars, which we occupied ourselves all the way
to London, with our baggage packed on top.—
Had we been travelling in Upper Canada, 30 or
40 men would have been called into requisition
to guard 12 prisoners. The governor took his
seat beside me, and pointed out every thing
worthy of notice as we passed along.

At 4 o'clock we arrived at Warrington, 18
miles from Liverpool, where are glaes works and
a cotton factory. Here we were detained for
the cars from Manchester and the north, until
6 o'clock, when the ringing of bells started the
manufactories all around. On account of the
snow, the cars did not come up, and we started
without them. Men were employed to sweep
the snow from off the rails, and there being some
frost, the cars were prevented going at full speed.
At 8 A. M. we reached-Stafford, a county town,
where there is an old castle. The country, for
forty miles from Liverpool, appeared ve'ry poor
—fences quite indifferent—some only three rails
high, with a wire drawn through to prevent pigs
passing-jthe land generally level, with rolling
hills, receding from each side of the valley thro
which we passed.

The next town we came to was Woolverton-
then Wolvcrliampton, a place famous for its iron
manufactories, great numbers of high chimneys
and forges, and is enveloped in a cloud of smoke.
I used to import hardware from this town. At
10 o'clock we were 83 miles from Liverpool, |

and after passing Wedgebury, we reached Bir.
minghamat £ past 10 o'clock, where our arrival
was anticipated by a crowd of persons, who
soon surrounded the cars at the Station where
we stopped. This depot is a splendid establish,
ment, with rail road buildings, cars, engines and
other fixtures, on a scale of magnificence whicfu
really astonished me. Here we were delayed!
two hours to await the train of cars coming for?
us, as in consequence of Jthe snow, we were be4i
hind our time. Here we were furnished with a?
room, where provisions of various kinds were?
brought to refresh us. Several gentlemen call,
ed ; among them Capt. Moorsop, of the Royal
Navp, who chatted for half an hour on Canadi.
an affairs. He appeared to be a strong radical,
as, we aro informed, a great majority of the
people of Birmingham are.

At half past 12 o'clock, we started, amidst a
great crowd who had assembled. This city is
all noise, smoke and bustle. After leaving the
town, we went very rapidly through a tunnel,
\\ miles in length, dark and damp. Passed
Coventry and Wedon, where some splendid bar.
racks were pointed out to us, and an arsenal,
said to contain ammunition and accoutrements
for a hundred thousand men. The Grand Juno,
tion Canal runs along parallel with the Rail,
way, and winds away from it again. This Ca-
nal intersects various other Canals leading to
Liverpool, Manchester, Birmingham, London,
&c. &c. The scenery from this part of the
road is really beautiful. Passed Weede, a
small town ot village, a very ancient looking
place, the houses having thatched roofs. We
passed through several tunnels. On arriving
at Wolvcrton station, we stopped 10 minutes,
and all the passengers got out of the cars and
drew around to see the Canadians. There were
fifteen cars in our train, containing upwards of
200 passengers. The ladies appeared wonder.
fully interested about the poor Canadians.

We arrived at London about 7 o'clock, P. M.,
108 miles from Birmingham/ The country be.
tween these places appears to be much better
than near Liverpool. The land is smooth and
well tilled; the houses rather poor and insignifi-
cant. The hedges were not so good as I ex.
pected to have Been them in England, and I
think the buildings, farms and outhouses are
not equal to those of the settled parts of the
United States.

Wednesday, 9th Jan., arrived at Newgale
prison. On Thursday, Mr. Bachelder and son,
from Liverpool, called on us. At 10 o'clock,
A. M , attended chapel in this establishment,
where the Scriptures are read and explained
daily. The chaplain, under sheriff, Mr. Ash.
urst, and Mr. Waller called, and assure us that
all is doing for us that can be done. On Fri-
day, the sheriff of London, Alderman Wood,
Mr. Ashurst, and some 4 or 5 others, called,
showing the most kind and favorable feelings
toward us, and making such arrangements aa
to promote our comfort. The Governor of this
establishment is also very polite in his manners,
and the under officers are all kind and oblig-
ing—satisfying our wants and making us com.
fortablo. I and five others occupy a large par.
lor, with a good fire. On ringing a bell, an of.
ficer is in attendance and every thing brought
to us that we require. I have my own bed and
bed.clothes, and we are allowed light until 8
o'clock.

Sabbath, the 13th, I attended church twhe—
had a sermon in the forenoon and lecture in tbe
afternoon. Monday, tho 14th, the sheriff called
on me ; also, 3 or 4 other visitors. The sheriff
was very familiar—hoped we were made com.
fortable, and assured us he had done all in his
power to make us so, consistently with the act
of Parliament. I returned thanks, tie wore
a splendid gold chain about his neck and breast.
Mr. Bachelder also called, and told us we were
to enter court to-morrow. Alderman White (a
fine looking gentleman) called, and in the
warmest manner possible tendered his services
to me, and gave me his address, requesting me
to write him, whenever I might require them,
and he would at once attend to my wants. Dr.
Murdo also called, and tendered his services—
in fad, every one in England show themselves
friendly. I retired to rest this evening, anxious-
ly awaiting the morrow and the events of that

aThis morning,,Tuesday, 15th Jan., I was up
at 6 o'clock, dressed and breakfasted before 8
o'clock, and all ready for court. The Governor
had coaches ready for us. We had safely
chains on oui handa, and proceeded in twon to
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the coaches—passed through a number of fine
streets; the Strand wai the principal one,
though not equal to BroadwBy in New-York.
The monument of George Charming looked
natural. In passing, I had a glance at a few

^public buildings. Westminster Abbe^ is a fine,
Rfcrge, ancient looking edifice. We were taken
*V> Westminster Hall. Passing through the

•rowd we entered into the large hall, and pass,
hg through it, and some smaller rooms, entered

the Queen's bench. The court had not jet as-
sembled. In half an hour the lawyers began
to come in, .all wearing white wigs, hanging
down in "curls on the collar of the coat, with
black robes. There were upwards of a hundred
of these barristers. We were seated in a row
between them. About 10 o'clock the Judges
made their appearance—Lord Dinnam Chief
Justice, Justices Littlcdell, Williams and Cole-
ridge—four in all. Their wigs were still larger
than those of the lawyers, hanging over the
shoulders 8 or 10 inches below their faces.
They wore immense gowns of black crape, bor-
dered with white ermine.

The Attorney General, Solicitor General
Rolph, with Sir Edward Pollock and Mr. Wight-
man, opened the case with a motion to set aside
the habeas, as not havingbeen properly issued,
it being vacalion,—and maintaining that it
should have been issued by the Lord Chancellor.
Their arguments lasted until 2 o'clock, when
the case was dismissed for the day, and we re-
turned to our lodgings in the Old Bailey.

During the lime we were in court, the gal-
leries were thronged. I saw many of the great
men of London present—Hume, Roebuck, Hill,
Faulkner, (and many others who expressed
themselves kindly in our favor,) Lord Howick,
Charles Powlett Thompson, &c. &c. Lord
Dinnman appeared jto best advantage on the
bench, as having roost weight and influence —
The room in which the court sit is about the size
of the courtrooms in Kingston or Hamilton, be-
side the galleries, which are reserved for specta-
tors. Multitudes could not get admission. The
room is painted a drab and oak color ; judges
benches of mahogany ; crimson cushions and
curtains of an ancient style. A Librarv extends
all round in front, and on each side of the Judges
about half a dozen reporters were writing full
spewed during the whole of the proceedings.

After the case was dismissed, we went out to
oar carnages. A considerable crowd had assem-
bled outside; several addressed me by name,re-
marking "you will come off well enough—Lord
Brougham is on your Bide, and many other good
fellows." They gave three cheers for the Ca.
Radians, and as the multitude raised their voices,
we drove off and left them.

Wednesday, 16th Jan.—At half past 7 o'clock
we were again in the coaches, rolling down Old
Bailey, through the Strand and Whitehall, to
Westminster, and were in advance of the crowd,
though on stopping, a multitude instantly drew
around us, and as we passed into the great hall,
were saluted with huzzas for the Canadians. In
passing, I took a look of the hall. It is a splen -
did, ancient room, 40 or 50 feet high, 60 or 80
foet wide, and 200 feet deep, according to my
judgment from so hasty an observation.

On entering the cpurt room, I noticed that
several ladies had already taken Beats in the gal-
lery. Soon Mr. Asherst, with his son, and Mr.
Waller, made their appearance, with their bags
of papers. Then ten or twejve reporters, with
their appendages of office quills, blank books,
&c. &c. The galleries in the mean lime, were
rapidly filling up. Amongst the crowd were
many well dreBsed ladies, and Judge Hillibur-
ton of Newfoundland (author of •• Sam Slick")
was present. Mr.1! Rjfebuck, Mr. Hill. Mr
Faulkner, the Attorney%d Solicitor Generals,
and not less than a hufidfod and fifty law gen-
tlemen, made their appearance, with their im.
meneegowns and wig*. Then came the Sheriff,
wearing his splendid gold chain, and at quarter
past 10 o'clock the four Judges followed.

The case of Leonard Watson was first taken
up by our couusej, as beiag, on some accounts,
more favorable, and because what in generai
terms will apply to him, will apply to the nine
untried priboners, among whom is myself. Mr.
Hill opened the case on behalf ef the prisoners,
and spoke two hours. Mr. Roebuck followed,
and spoke for an hour ; when Attorney General
Campbell, on behalf of the crown, replied, in a
speech of an hour and a half, and was followed
by Solicitor General Rolph, w | l o B p o k e f o l . l y .
five m.nutes J then ^by Sir E. Pollock and Mr.
Wightman, who spoke half an hour each The

counsel for the prisoners were to reply ; but, as
it was now five o'clock, the Judges determined
to close the court for the day ; BO that our coun-
Bel will open to-morrow morning. It was then
agreed to read the Upper Canada Acts relative
to transportation, which had been before rejec
ted.

I cannot, from all that has transpired in court
these two days, come to any conclusion relative
to the issue of our cases. The Judges sit in
court with great dignity, and listen calmly and
patiently to all that is said on both sides of the
question. During the trial, Mr. Wixon got
faint, and had to retire to an adjoining room, in
rear of the court.- Two ladies came down from
the gallery into the room, inquiring what was
tjie matter—-brought him refreshments, and ex-
pressed the kindest sympathy in his behalf.

After some little delay in clearing the pas-
sage, \VE retired from the court. A crowd was
still assembled at the front entrance and around
our carriages, .who saluted us with continued
cheers as before, wishing us to get clear, &c.
&c. We drove through the streets, now illu-
minated with brilliant gas light, and appeared to
me very much like New York. In the Strand
were a multitude of omnibuses, and vehicles of
all shapes and sizes, pushing their, way in every
direction.

It is now past 8 o'clock. I have just got
my bread and milk supper, and must go to bed,
according to the rules laid down here.

Thursday, Jan. 17th.—This morning at 9
o'clock the coaches were at the door, and we
pursued our way-once more to Westminister.
The court opened much the same as yesterday
—our counsel laid aside the cause of Leonard
Watson, and took up that of Randal Wixon,
applying the arguments adduced yesterday, as
far as they would apply to the case to-dry.—
Printad reports of these proceedings I have" di.
rected to be forwarded to you. Messrs Hill,
Roebuck, Faulkner and Ashurst, have acquitted
themselves with great credit and much ap-
plause, whatever may be the result. Numer-
ous letters have been sent them from various
parts of England and Scotland, appluding tlieir
exertions on our behalf, and wishing them suc-
cess.

Mr. Hill closed the case to-day, and Lord
Dinnam observed that the court wished a little
time to consider so important a matter ; and
directed that " these men," (not prisoners or
gentlemen, but I suppose we are both,) should
be returned before the court on Monday morn-
ing next. So I have three days of leisure be.
fore me, and having some orders for prison me-
mentos, shall fill up the time in some employ,
raent for myself and London friends.

I received a polite note from Dr. F., for-
merly of Upper Canada, offering me his kind
services, and expressing his hopes " that Mr.
Roebuck would manage to gel me out of the
hands of these tyrannical foes to free institu-
tions." I returned him my thanks.

After the court closed this afternoon, the
crowd was so great around the front entrance
of the hall, that we were under the necessity of
retreating the back way, and even then
with difficulty reached the carriages. We drove
off amidst cheers and well wishes as before,
until out of hearing.

The prison is more than two miles from the
court, which affords us an opportunity of see-
ing more of the city than we would otherwise
enjoy. The shops are much like those in New
York, as are the omnibuses; but I observe
many more single horse carriages, of a cab or
buggy appearance, with only two wheels; nor
does there appear to be so many females walk-
ing here as you see in Broadway. In other
respects the Strand is much the same.

The return of warrants or patents have been
read in two cases—that of Watson, who it ap-
pears was sentenced bv Sir Geo. Arthur to Van
Diaman's for life,and Randal Winon foi 14 years
from the time of arrival at that settlement. I
have not yet learned my own sentence, nor do I
expect to, until my fate, in common with the
nine prisoners, is announced at the close of our
trial. The issue none can tell. I have my
hopes and fears. The multitude of arguments
sustaining the motion to set us free were so ably
advanced and enforced, that it really eeems to
me we have much ground on' which to build
hopes of deliverance ; and even if this decision
goes against us, our case will not be abandoned,
but new grounds will be taken, which may re-
quire a new writ of habeas and additional time;
and even if we fail in that, I intend petitioning

both Houses of Parliament, as well as Her Ma-
jesty.

I ho^e you will have that confidence in Al-
mighty God, and grace bestowed upon yon -by
his all-powerful hand, to keep your heart an«T
soul from sinking under this bereavement and
affliction. I trust that all these things may e-
ventually terminate for our good. Though

Dark and mysterious thus far my way,
But, to! the Sun. or Righteousness sbines forth,
And cheers my soul with healing in his beams.
I know the voice that called me from my home,
And in the dungeon of affliction taught
ETERNAL TROTHS, on which I love to dwell;
The Rchnol of suffering is the school of light.
'Tis here I learn to trample on ihe world
And justly estimate all earl lily good ;
'Tis here that surrows.tell me I must rlie,
'Tis here God's word assures I shall live.

Monday, 2\st Jan. P. M.—We proceeded «o
court at the usual time. A large concourse of
persons had assembled at the entrance to West-
minster Hall. In passing through the crowd,
I was surprised to hear my name frequently re-
peated, with expressions of hopes that we would
get clear, &c. I returned thanks for-their kind
wishes and good feelings. On being ushered
into the court room, I observed several ladies,
and among them Mrs. Roebuck, &c.

Before 10 o'clock the lawyers assembled ae be-
fore—perhaps not less than 150 of 200 crowded
in—our lawyers were on the ground. I observ-
ed Mr. Hume, and several oilier distinguished
individuals, present. The crown lawyers were
in at 10 o'clock, and in 10 minutes after, the
four judges, with their immense wigs and flow-
ing robes. The court was soon still, when Lord
Dinnam remarked, in delivering the opinion of
the court, that they sustained the issuing of the
habeus, and also the government of Upper Can-
ada in transmitting us on the correctness of the
return made by the jailer of Liverpool to the
writ. We afterward showed that the return was
false, and affidavits are to he filed in, and th»
case will be decided on Wednesday.

Although this decision is against us, and we
have little to expect from this court, still we

• have hopes. Mr. Roebuck and Mr. Ashurst are
determined to do every thing that can be done.
They have consulted some of the ablest lawyers
in England, and will endeavor to obtain a new
writ of habeus corpus, and try the question in
some different form. Mr. Sergeant Wild is to
enter the field with them, and I cannot but think
that they see some grounds on which to build an
action.

The'court closed about 2 o'clock. Mr. Hill
made a very excellent speech, abont 2£ hours in
length. As we passed out of the court, the
crowd was much larger than at anytime before;
but all was still—no huzzas or remarks made.—
On returning to our confinement, Mr. Waller,
our attorney, called and told us not to be di».
heartened. They are to day writing to Canada
for some documents. If we fail in procuring
our liberty under the habeus corpus act, I have
no doubt but steps will be taken in Parliament
to procure our liberation. At any rate it will
likely be brought up early in the session. But
that may be too late to pi-event our transporta-
tion to Vondieman's land, if the government
aPu- d e t c r m i n e d t o PU8h t»e law to extremities,
whicaof course we have much reason to fear.

LONDON, Jan. 26th, 1838.
Since Monday we have been busy every day

with our lawyers, preparing papers, affidavits,
« c , to appear before the Court of Exchequor
—the result of which is doubLful. 1 am of o.
pinion that we shall be detained in England
some months. I hope that we shall not be Bent
to the hulks, where Wait and the "Short Hills"
prisoners now are, at Portsmouth. Sheriff
Wood, and some magistrates, have been in to
see us, and flatter my drawings. We have vi-i.
tors daily—now and then some ladies. They
all want some mementos. We hear the bella
chime beautifully almost everyday, and the
clocks of St. Paul's and St. Sepulchre's strike
in peals every quarter of an hour.

Mr. Ashurst and Mr. Roebuck are indefatiga-
ble in their exertions on our behalf. They se»m
to be wholly engrossed in the affairs of the Ca
nadian prisoners.^ R. G. Wallford, Esq., was
in to see me to day. He WM 8 e n (^ y o u \
of the -True Sun," which contains something
respecting our case, which I have not yet seen;
and he will send you from time to time such pa!
pers as relate to us. r

M H r / l l e d ° n m e yesterday and ten.
kind services. The Rev. Dr. Reed i.

S l u T " ,.Mr* H u m e "mentioned that he
had called on him on my account. I have not

dared
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vet aeen the Doctor, but hope ho w'jjjll call when
he returns from the country^

Our lawyers have just gone .to court1, with
affidavits, to procure a hearing of the cases of
Walker. Brown, Alva and myself. It is inti-
mated to us that we are to be deprived of the
able services of Mr. Sergeant Wild to advocate
our cause, who is retained on the part of the
Crown. It i8 said that Lord Brougham has
given his dissent from the opinion of the judges
of Queen's Bench.

MONDAY, 28th Jan., 1839.
Yesterday (Sobbalh) I attended chapel as u.

•ual. Mr. Carver, the chaplain, discoursed on
tlie words, "Be ye doers of the word, and not
hearers only ;" and spoke exceedingly well
connecting the text with the parable of the sow-
er, and like it, where the greaier part of the
seed was lost from falling by the wayside, in'
storiy places, and among thorns : much of the
word was also lost by being heard only, and not
farther regarded. He applied the subject to the
hearts of all, and his congregation of prisoners
is getting frightfully large. It has increased
200 since I have been here ; mostly of lads and
young persons in the lower conditions of life.
I have no intercourse whatever with any other
than the State prisoners.

In the afternoon Mr. Carven lectured on the
24th chapter of Matthew, He advanced the
doctrine of the Millenarians, which he endea.
rored to sustain in this lecture. The doctrines
held are something as follows :

1st. The down Tail of the Roman establish,
ment.

2nd. The gathering in of the Jews.
3d. The resurrection of the saints a thousand

years before the general resurrection.
4lh. The nations who escape the judgement

of God will be converted.
5lh. All creation will partake of this blessed-

ne8s—ferocity in animals will be subdued.
6th. The Lord Jesus Christ will come person,

ally before the millienium, and reign on earth,
&c. &c.

I received this morning a>valuable present—a
large volume, entitled " the Family Exposjtor,"
by the late Rev. Dr. Doddridge, sent me by Mr.
•C. Childs, of Burgoy* This will be very inter-
esting and highly useful to us in our morning
and evening exercises. I intend to take it up and
road it in course to my fellow prisoners daily.

My case was brought before the Court of Ex.
chequer to-day ; and my presence being dispen-
ped with, I did not hear the arguments. I got,
however, a look of them as reported, and I must
say that Mr. Hill's arguments are most conclu-
sive, as are Messrs. Roebuck's and Falconer's,
who followed Mr. Hill.

Tuesday, 29th Jan.—While, read ing the re-
port, this morning, I was summoned to appear
before the Court of Exchequer, at Westminster
Hall. I was in readiness in a moment, and
went down te the front Hall to meet the Gover-
nor of Liverpool Jail, who I supposed waited
for me. I was delayed some time, when he
came with a little buggy, into which we jumped
and drove down to Westminster in a- trice. 1
entered Court while the Solicitor General was
replying to the arguments of our counael, de-
livered yeste'rday—the Attorney General having
already preceded him. Sir F. Pollock folbwed
iho Solicitor Goneral, and Mr. Wightmau a-
rose to conclude the arguments-oil behalf of the
crown, when lord Abinger* remarked that they
had but two days more until the close of the
term ; and that, consequently, their lordships
would not be able to hear Mr. Wiglitinan's ar-
guments until next term, which I am told is
sometime next May. Some remarks were then
made as to what would be done with the prison,
ers in the mean lime, it being ii.timated that
the Governor of Newgate prison would not
keep us. The Queen's Bench prison, the Pen-
itentiary and Naval establishments were spoken
of, but it appears tliat the court has no jurisdic
tion over these institutions, and it was uncer-
tain whether we would Be received into them or
not. Some one intimated f iat Mr. Batcheldor,
(the Governor of Li verp-ol Jail might do with
us what he pleased 1 wanted to tell then to
Jet us go, arid we w.ould not trouble them any
longer So/ i t is not certain whether we shall
bo removed, and if HO, where.

I retired from the court about 6 o'clock this
evening, which was not so crowded as the
Queen'" Bench was; still the room was full, but
ii has no ^Jlerics. ' The Judges were dressed
Wuch as Ote Queen's Bench Judges were, and
the Counseltofrsthe same. I suppose there were

about a hundred of these white wiged gentle-
men present. The Judges are very intelligent
looking men, and by their remarks they made,
to the Solicitor General and Sir F. Pollock,
convinced rn 3 that they understood the matter
at issue ; some points of which, I think, the
former Judges.did not understand.

I went out into the Great Hall that I before
mentioned, and walked up to the end of it.—
The walls are of white stone, and the arches
and segments of circles of a chestnut colored
stone—a beautiful piece of workmanship. It
is in this immense Hall that the Kings and
Queens of England arc crowned, and some
times dine on great public occasions.

After fifteen minutes indulgence in walking
up and down this Hall, I had attracted a little"
notice from the spectators, who began to sur-
round me, when I jumped into the little cab
with Mr. Batchelder, and drove up to my quar.
ters in_Newgate ; and, what was most aston-
ishing^ when we came up to the,,massy iron
grating, the door-keeper would not admit us.
What! said I, not let us into the Jail? and
what will you do with me? I cannot fully ex-
plain it, but it seems they require authority to
admit as well as release. In abouf half an hour
a person arrived with a paper wtych he deliver-
ed to the keeper of the door, and I was allowed
to enter again the hospitable.mansion and join
my fellow prisoners up stairs. The order for
my re-commitment, I suppose, was issued from
the Government office.

And now, my dear J—: , how will you be
off all this time of suspense and anxiety ? and
in what conditiou* will our dear children be?
'How are they to be educated ? how clothed ?—
how fed? and how-kept warm during a cold
American winter ? I fear that your resources
may be exhausted. These fears harass my
mind and create feelings of deep anxiety ; but
be of good courage, and put your trust in a
Heavenly Father, who is able to make all these
troubles and earthly afflictions result in our fi-
nal and eternal good. Oh ! that, your faith fail
not, but may it increase,—and may you possess
that confidence arid assurance of the love and
favor of God that you may rejoice even in the
hour of tribulation.

I hope all uor dear children are dutiful and
obedient—that no opportunity may be loot in
training them up in the fear, the love and the
virtue of the Lord. If H had a proper
opportunity, I think he would make a good
scholar ; you know that J needs peculiar
care, and great pains to lead him on in his
studies, and to guard him from the volatility of
children. I fear G has lost all her music :
how often have I reflected on the few happy
moments that I enjoyed in hearing her play
and sing my favorite " Sweet Home." Ah !
shall I ever again listen to that voice, under
my own roof and by my own fire side ? My
trust and my confidence is in him who rules the
hearts of all flesh; in whose hands I rejoice to
he, and who can deliver me from every trouble,
and support me under every sorrow* •

Wednesday, Jan. 30t.h.—You will already
have received copies of all the proceedings
toward* our liberation. How it may terminate
I cannot say, but Messrs. Hill, Roebuck.,
Ashurst. Falconer, Waller and. others, deserve
the highest commendations of every freeman,
for the undaunted,Taithful and devoted services
they have rendered in favor of the Canadian
provinces. Day and night have they labored,
with a determination to surmount every obeta.
cle. They now have a recess until May next,
the next term of court.

And now, may you find courage, confidence
and cons lation in the dealings of a kind^ Pro-
vidence, towards you. Remember that he Jays
on iio^niore than his people are able lo bear.—
Grearare your trials—great may your strength
be.

Trials make God's promise uweet •,
Trials give new life to prayer ;
Trials bring to Jesus' feet—
Lay ua low, uud keep us there.

The Preaeott Prisoners.—TUu Court-Martial
at Kingston lias adjourned, having gone through
with the trial of all llio Prisoners taken at Wind
Mill Point. Oi ihc 184 persons taken, 33 have
been executed, 5 pardoned, 4 acquitted, and 150
remain in Prison under sentence of death.—Alb.
Journal.

Court of Exchequer, Jan. 25, 1839.
Mr. Roebuck moved this day, for writs of ha.

beas tp bring up four of the prisoners, now in
Newgate, lately arrived from Canada. The mo-
tion was made on the affidavit of Mr. Ashurst,
the solicitor to the prisoners, one of his clefts,
and the prisoners themselves. The following
warrant was set out in the solicitor's affidavit
as being admitted authority under which these
men were detained.

PROVINCE OF LOWER CANADA.
(Seal.) j . COLBORNE.

Victoria, by the Grace of God, of the United
Kingdoms of Great Britain and Ireland.Queen,
Defender of the Faith, &c. &c. &c.

To DIGBY B. MORTON, Master of the Barque,
Captain Ross.

WHEREAS under and by virtue of a certain
warrant of his Excellency Sir George Arthur,
K. C. H., Lieutenant governor of our province
of Upper Canada, and Major.general command-
ing our forces therein, bearing date under his
hand and seal of office at Toronto, in the said
province of Upper Canada, the 5th day of No .
vember in the present year of our Lord, 1838,
and in the second year of our reign, Ira Ander-
son, James Brown, Randal Wixson, William
Alves, Robert Walker, Leonard Watson, John
Goldsbury Parker, Finlay Malcolm, Paul Bed."
ford, Horatio Hills, Chares P. Walroth, James
Gammel, John- Grant, John James M'Nulty,
Samuel Chandler, Benjamin Wait, Alexander
M'Leod, James Waggoner, Garret Vancamp,
John Vernon, and Jacob Beamer, severally in.
dieted and convicted in due course of law in the
cuurls of the said province of Upper Canada, of
the crime of high treason, Linus Wilson Miller,
George Cooley, William Reynolds, and Nor.
man Mallory, in like manner severally indicted
and convicted of the crime ef felony ; and Ed.
win Men it, in like manner indicted and con.
victed of the crime of murder; in all ot which
said persons and convicts pur gracious pardon
hath been extended, upon condition, neverthe-
less, that they and each of them be transported
and remain transported to our penal colony of
Van Diemen's Land, for-mnd during the period
named in the patents of pardon so as aforesaid
granted to the said convicts and each of them.
And whereas Uie said several persons aud con.
victs are by and under a warrant in that behalf,
of his Excellency Sir John Colborne, our ad-
mifiietrartor of the Government of our said prov-
ince of Lower Canada, in that behalf, are now
in the custody of our sheriff of the district of
Quebec, in our said province of Lower Canada,
iu order to their transportation,as aforesaid.

And whereas we being willing that the bo.
dies of the said Ira Anderson, James Brown.
Randal Wixon, William Alves, Robert Walker,
John Goldsbury Parker, Finlay Malcolm, Paul
Bedford, Horatio Hills. Charles P. Walrolh,
James Gaininei'Jolin Grant, Jno James|M'Nulty,
iSainucl Cuauuier, Benjamin Wait, Alexander
M'Lood, James Waggoner, Garret Vancamp,
Juhn Vernon, Jacob Beamer, Linus Wilson Mil-
ler, George Cooley, Wi Iliam Reynolds, Norman
Mallory, and Edwin Merrit, and of each and
every one of them now in our common Jail of
our district of Quebec, bhould be directly de-
livered lo you to be transported to Van Die.
man's Land, being one of our penal settlements
and foreign possessions, we have by our writ in
that buhatf, addressed to the said sheriff lately
commanded our said sheriff that he should de-
liver the said Ira Anderson, James Brown,
Randal'Wixon, William Alves, Robert Wajker,
JohnGoldsbury Parkur, Finlay Malcolm, Paul
BedRTrd, .Horatio Hills, Charles^ P.' Walroth,
Junes Gammel, Jno .Grant, Jno. James M'Nulty,
Samuel Chandler, Benjamin Wait, Alexander
M'Ljpd, James Waggoner, Garret Vancamp.
Jiiin Vurnon, Jacob Bjamer, Linus Wilsoa
Miller, George Cooley, William Reynolds, Nor.
mail Mailoty, and EJwiu Merrilt, and each aud
every one of liiem to your custody, without de-
lay to bu transported as aforesaid. We there-
lore command you receive the said Ira Ander-
son, James Brown, Randal Wixon, William
AIVLS, Robert Walker, Joh.i Goldebury Parker,
Finlay Malcom, Paul Bjdiord, Hdratio Hills,
Cnarles P. Wairolh, James Gammel, John
Grant, John James MNully, Samuel Chandler,

'Wait, Alexaudtr MLeod, Jame.
Buniamin e ,

Vernon, Ja-
Bunia
Wagoner, Garret Vancamp, Jolm Vernon, Ja
cob Bcarner, Linus Wilson Miller, George Coo
lev, William Reynolds, Norman Mallory an
Edwin Murrit, and «auh and every
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our laid sheriff of our said district of Quebec
and that you forthwith transport and convey,
or cause to be transported and conveyed, the
said Ira Anderson, James Brown, Randal Wix.
eon, William Alvos, Robert Walker, John Colds-
bury Parker, Finlay Malcolm, Paul Bedford,
Horatio Hills; Charles P. Walroth, James Gam-
mel, John Grant, John James M'Nulty, Samuel
Chandler. Benjamin Wait, Alexander M'Leod,
James Waggoner, Garret Vancamp, John Ver-
non, Jacob Beamer, Linus Wilson Miller,
George Cooley, William Reynolds, Norman
Mallory, .and Edwin Merritt, and each and eve-
ry of them, to such -part of Great Britain
and Ireland, called England, as to as may see
tit to the end that the said Ira Anderson, James
Brown, Randal Wixson, William Alves, \Rober
Walker, John Goldsbury Parker, Finlay Mai
colm, Paul Bedford, Horatio Hills, Charles P.
Walroth, James Gammel, John Grant, John
James M'Nulty, Samuel Chandler, Benjamin
Wait, Alexander M'Lex>d, James Waggoner,
Garret Vancamp, John Vernon, Jacob Beamer
Linus Wilson Miller, George Cooley, William
Reynolds, Norman Mallory "and Edwin Merrit,
may be thence again transported to our penal
colony of Van Diemen's Land, according to tke
condition in our aforesaid pardons severally and
respectively in that behalf contained, and that
you there deliver the bodies of the said Ira An-
derson, James Brown,"Randal Wixson, William
Alves, Robert Walker, John Goldsbury Parker,
Finjay Malcolm, Paul Bedford, Horatio Hills,
Charles P. Walrolh, James Gammel, John
Grant, John James M'Nulty, Samuel Chandler,
Benjamin Wait, Alexander M'Leod, James
Waggoner, Garret Vancampt John Vernon, Ja-
cob Beamer, Lin us Wilson Miller, George Coo-
ley William Reynolds, Norman Mallory, and
the bodies of each and every of them into the
custody of such persons as may be lawfully au-
thorised to receive the same.

In testimony whereof we have caused these
our letters to be made patent and the Great Seal
of our said Province of Lower Canada, to be
hereunto affixed.

Witness our trusty and well-beloved Sir John
Colborne, Knight Grand Cross of the Most
Honorable Military ortier of the Bath, and of
the Royal Hanoverian Guelphic Order, Com-
mapder-in Chief of our Forces, in our Province
of Lower Canada, &c. &o. &.c.^

At our Government House in our City of
Montreal, in our said Province of Lower Cana-
da, the 17th day of November, in the year" of
our Lord One Thousand eight hundred and
thirty eight, and in the second year of her Ma-
jesty's reign.

By Command,
D. PALY Sec'y. of the Prov.

OBSERVATIONS ON THE WARRANT*
Our readers will perceive whatever the first

recital was intended to predicate, the predica-
tion was not perfected. As it stands it simply
affirms that by a warrant of Gov. Arthur the
prisoners are convicted of certain crimes and
are to be taansportcd- Now it is manifest that
that was not what was inteuded to be recited.
What was intended is mailer of speculation,
and to speculation Governor Colborne who next
takes up the subject it is felt. For any thing
that appears, the men were found loose in Low-
er Canada, and how or why Sir John Colborne
laid hold of them is not told, but the next thing
that is inserted is that Governor1* Colborne had
made a Warrant,, why, or by what authority, is
not told, by which they were MI the custody of
the Sheriff of Quebec in Lower Canada. Then
our lady the Queen is made to Bay to the mister
of a small timber vessel, that she being willing
that the prisoners should be delivered to him to
be transported to Van Dieman's Land, com.
mands him to transport them to such
part of the United Kingdom as to her may seem
fit, to the end that they might be delivered into
the custody of such person or persons as might
be lawfully authorised to receive them

It is left, as far as any authorily goes, to the
master of a small limber-laden boal—one of the
last, we believe the last, that sailed for the sea-
son under no legal obligation to the Government.
Ilia left to him to deal with these poor prison,
era as he thought fit. How they were dealt with
we will now state. They were placed on board
• f this small vessel in the hold, in which they
could not stand upright, nor stand all at the
•ante limn. They wuro ironed in couples, and
«iily allowed to come on deck one hour out of
the 24. The place was formed out of the hold.

The vessel was laden with limber encrusted
with ice. We have seen a letter written by one
of the prisoners to a relative, in which he nar-
rates their sofferingaVHmd extracts from it
will be found in another column. 'We appre
hend it is clear law, that a provincial fegisla
ture can make no laws to bind out of the pro
vince. If therefore the Governor of Lower
Canada chose tp hold it lawful, that the warrant
of the Governor of Upper Canada, declaring
their offence ought to have accompanied them.
No other authority could know or certify their
offence. For any thing any bne else could
know, they were-forcibly an a illegally taken
out of their own country, and for any thing that
any document that accompanied them^ shows,
they were and, are at this time precisely in that
situation, for the document; or the so called
warrant, which does accompany them, is pre
pared by a stranger. Governor Colborne could
knowiiothing of the facts, and the warrant, im
perfect as it> is, shows that he knew nothing a-

'"bout it ; and that part of it which he attempts
to recite shows that Gov. Arthur's warrant con-
tained the statement of an untruth, and that an
untruth referable to the most vital fact, in rela.
tion to the whole case. It actually, in refer-
ence to theseJtwelve men, states, if the recital
in the warrant of Colborne be true, that nine
out of the twelve have been convicted, which of
course implies a trial; whereas they had never
so much, as seen the face of a judge, until
brought by writs of Habeas {Jorpus, before the
Court of Queen's Bench in this country.' Look
then at the situation, if this be law, and these
things are held to be legal,lit which every man
in an English colony is placed. He may be
seized by the Governor without any offence com-
muted in that colony, and upon a mere state-
ment that he has been tried and convicted in
some other colony of any crime, he may be
transported for life I .'

EXTRACT FROM A LETTER OF ONE OF THE PRIS-

ONERS.

Dear Brother and Sister,—I take this oppor-
tunity to inform you that I am well, and I hope
these few lines may find you enjoying the same
blessing. The time seems very long to be de-
prived of seeing or hearing from you, but I am
afraid that I shall never have the privilege of
seeing you again in (his world. I am under the
sentence of transportation to Van Dieman's
Land, but for how long, I cannot tell yet, but it
will not be less than fourteen years, and perhaps
for life, and therefore you need not expect to see
me any more ; but. if I had no family to suffer
as well as myself, I would not feej half so bad
about it. I have suffered every, thing but death,
and all of (hat is nothing to be compared to
what I have felt for my poor afflicted family,
who I have left behind to feel the want of a
companion and a father. I have suffered chains
and irons, cold and hunger, sickness and im.
piisonment, and am yet alive. And had the
Government inflicted the snme punishment on

'me that they did on Matthews and Lount, before
leaving my ovrn country, they would have done
me a kindness, and my poor family a greater
one, for then they would have known what had
become of me; but now they do not know
whether I am dt-ad, or, Buffering, or not. I was
in hopes of getting home *hilc'in Canada.and I
had no notice ef being sent, out of Canada un-
til the orders were to gut ready as ^oon as pos-
sible. You can read the letter that is directed
to Mary, and that will £iV j you a little insight
of my passage through the Canadas. There
are tweiuy.two besides myself that are state nri
soners. On the 22d day of November we were
put on 'board of a vessel for England, and
crowded in the hold of the vessel with eleven
others that were sentenced to transportation
during ],fe, having been convicted of house-
breakmg and highway robbbery ; the place we
were in was about uine feet 6quare, for thirty
lour human beings, and a statr-way, together
with a partition half the way through the room,
and two pa.ls for us to make use of? instead of
going to the bows, and the most of us sick.—
Wo were not allowed on deck for ten days, and
then we were allowed up for. one hour in twen
ty-four, and we landed inJLiverpool on the 17th
Uecembcr.

Ho then given a brief account of the proceed,
ings, and some suggetiona upon family matters

of distrust towarda the Colo,
nial employes seems to pervade the mind of ev-
ery prisoner. The following is from Another
letter :—

Dear Brother,—I take this opportunity of
writing a few line*, to let you know that I am
in good.health at present, hoping this will
find you and my wife and family in good health.
I wrote a letter to my wife, when I was in Fort
Henry, and another when I was in Quebec, but
as I cannot depend upon those who took
charge of .them, I just mention them here ; as
if my wife had got none of them she will be
thinking I have been careless and forgetful.—
I likewise wrote her one when I was at Liver-
pool. But on account of the tremendous hur-
ricane in which a great many ships have been
lost, I cannot depend on Jier having got that one,
as we were told that the most of our letters
were aboard the Pennsylvania and the St. An-
drew, both of which were wrecked on this coast,
so I will give you a short sketch of our travels
from Fort Henry to Liverpool. On the 9th of
November we were ordered to prepare for Que-
bec* and in less than an hour we were all ironed
hand and foot, and on board the Cobourg steam,
er which carried us to Prescolt; we were then
put aboard the Dolphin steamer and sent to
Cornwall. We run down Longsault, and alto-
gether we were then lodged iu Cornwall jaii
where we remained two days: We were then,
put aboard the Neptune which carried us to Co-

r teau, and from thence we were taken in carts to
the Coteau fort, which is about tKree miles
from the landing and a very bad road. Here
we slopped two nights, and were put on board
of a Batteaux. Bat when we put ouC it blew so
hard that they were obliged to put back. Wa
were then taken by carls and waggons to the
Cascades, where we stopped all night. Next
morning we were put aboard the Dragon steam-
er which conveyed us to Lachine ; we were
then immediately put aboard of a Durham boat
and sent through the canal to Montreal, and a
tremendous cold night it was, we were covered
with a complete sheet of ice, it having blown
sleefTand snow, and froze very hard ; and so in

like manner in coining f̂roin Coteau to Cas-
cades ; we were then put into a small room of
the-g-rand guard-room, at the head of the new-
market. But on their finding that wasjtoo small
for us all, eight of us were ordered to be taken to
the main guard-room at-the barracks, we were
kept in these places until about four o'clock the
next day without having any thing to ea-t,
when we were again taken on board the
British America steamer, which landed us on
the 18th at Quebec, where we stopped until the
24th, when, we were taken from the jail and put
aboard the barque Captain Ross, and sailed ror
Liverpool in this vessel. There were 23 state
prisoners, and 11 convicts, making iii all 34 liv-
ing beings, all stowed into a little hold, whete,
if a fanner was to put as many hogs in the
same spaca they would be suffocated in Jess than
one hour. And thus we were kept for the moBt
part of llje passage, night and day, with two
pails standing under the steps, that being the
only place where there was room enough to hold
them. * * * So you may conceive
in what state the air that we breathed was, in
this state of things, and more especially when
the hatches wera down, and a tarpaulin over it
for six days at a stuetch, and the sea rolling
mountains high, and every minute dashing over
th,e decks. We had our .bulwarks considerably
damaged and broken. After the first tcu days,
toe Captain allowed us up on deck about one
hour every day when the weather would permit.
The rest of the letter describes the passage,

Fifteen Canadians from the Parishes around
St. Cesair are named for trial on charge of High
Treason. The Ordinances of the Governor and
his flpecia|*souncil, are yut the laws of Lowor
Canada.

Danger to England.—The editor of the New
Yorker, in an article whic.i evinces1 a high de
gree of thorough research, shows that in the
event of a war with this Country, Great Brit-
am will run tlie risk ol l 0 8 i l l g her possession,
in Ind^a-and consequently D e v o l v e d in
bankruptcy and ruin. - If the energies of the
British nation were directed towards a war with
the United Slates, it would afford the ambition,
and grasping emperor of Russia an opportunity
to wrest rrom England, and place uJJThta ow J
dominion, iho vaat and fertije !,nlan p o J J !
SIGHS together with the hundred millions of
British subjects resident ii.—jSaretofTn Whig
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A H O M E F O R T H E H O M E L E S S .
Some ten days after old Mr. .Norton's inter-

ment, the Barclays were assembled round a well
lighted table. Mrs. Barclay, with a large work-
basket' before her, was putting in that stitch in
time which absorbs so large a portion of the life
of the mother of half a dozen children. Charles
and Wallace were seated on each side of her,
drawing, acquiring at a-leisure hour some
knowledge of an art for which a man in ahnost
every pursuit has some occasion. Alice was
bafting hems and ruling copy-books for the little
girl's next day's work. Mary was dressing a
doll Tor her youngest sister, grandmam knitting
iii the corner, and Aunt Betsey making a very
pretty dress for her pet'; and finally Mr. Barclay
was reading aloud the Life of Franklin, and
making now and then such remarks,as would
tend to impress its valueablc instructions on his
children. He was interrupted by an involunta-
ry exclamation from Alice of " O dear me !"

•» What p the matter, Alice ?"
" Nothing, only I can never make these red

lines straight, in my arithmetic book. I wish
Harry Norton was here, he does them so neatly."

" I wish he was here too," echoed Mary; " this
doll's arm torments me so,—1 cannot make it
•tay on." r

" I was just thinking," said Wallace, " I
would give any thing to have him come in, to
•how me how to stump this foreground."

"O, that's easy enough,Wallace,"said Charles;
" but I never can do these archers without his
help; ,1 wonder he docs not come."

" He cannot come, Charles, and leave Emily
atone."

*• Why cannot Emily come too?"
" Dear me ! I am sure nobody wants her,"

•aid Mary.
" And why not 7 I wonder."
44 Because she is so hateful."
" Mary, my dear child !—that's a hard word

for you. Come here, and tell me what n.akes
poor Emily so hateful."

" Because, sir, she is."
" Mary, dear," said grandmamma, " your

Bible tells you not to bring a '• railing accusa-
tion.* "

Grandmamma's gentle admonitions were
seldom disregarded by the children. Mary
looked crest-fallen, when Aunt Betsey came to
her aid.

"Mary is quite right," she said; "Emily
Norton is the most disagreeable little .upstart
that ever I came across." " *

" But, how is she disagreeable ? Come, Mary,
let us know. I suspect there is some prejudice
in the case. It is very important to poor little
Emily that you should have no pn judices against
her."

•41 don't think they arc prejudices," murmur,
ed Alice in an under voice.

" 1 know they are !" exclaimed Wallace.
" I think they arc loo,'1' said Charles.
" O yes, boys, you think, *ecau$rMiss Emily

has such beautiful hair, and eyes, and so forth,
that she must be. good." 1

" No, Alice," replied Charles, " it js not that ;
but I cannot bcliete tliat Harry Norton's own
sister can be such a horrid creature."

•' Dear me, Charles ! I did not say she was a
horrid creature, but I do say she is as different
from Harry as night irom day,"

" My dear Alice, you speak very confident.
]y, considering how little you know Emily."

"Ah, father, that is the very thing. Miss
Emily don't choose to know us. The fir HI day
we went to Smith's drawing, school, Sarah
Saott acked her if she knew us. She said sho

knew our names. Sarah said something about
our looking ladylike ; Miss Emily drew up her .
little scornful mouth,—you need not smile, for
those were Sarah's very words,—and paid we
might look so, but were not so, 'sister said no-
body visited mother,'—only think what a false
hood, sir,—and she advised Sarah not to get
acquainted with, us, for she said * sister did not
want her to.' Now, sir, do you think it is all
prejudice ?"

"Not all, my dear; but if we examine the
matter, we may find that a part of it is. In the
first place, I suspect the scornful mouth was an
addition of Sarah Scoil's ; that young lady has a
very lively imagination ; and a sweeter temper-
ed mouth than Emily's, one farther removed
from an expression of scorn, I never saw."

" So it is, sir, commonly, but you don't know
how girls can twist and spoil their mouths wTien
there are no grown people by. Besides if Sa-
rah did add that about the mouth, and 1 own
Bhe is apt to add and alter when she tells a sto-
ry, I am sure, she did not make the rest; for
whenever Emily meets Mary and me in Broad-
way, her eyes are suddenly staring every way ;
whatever else she sees, she never sees us."

"And," added Mary, "Bhe is always dressed
just like a grown up lady.—O! she does look

: loo proud !"
Mr. Barclay waited a moment as if expecting

something more, and then a&kcd, " Is this all,
my children 7"

'' Alfin particular, sir," replied Alice.
" 1 am sure it is quite enough! said Aunt

Betsey.
"Alice," said her.father, "sit down on my

knee,—here is another for you, Mary. Now
let us see if we cannot find some apology for
Emily."

•• She will not care whether we do or not."
" O ! my children, poor Emily has too much

reason to care for your good opinion, now."
44 Why, sir, now 7 don't she go and live with

Mrs. John Norton 7
44 No. Poor Emily has no home now."
" No home, father !"
The thought touched all their young kind

hearts, and Emily was at once placed in a new
aspect. Mr. Barclay look advantage of the fa-
vorable moment to proceed. " What do you
suppose, Alice, Mrs. Norton meant by telling
Emily that nobody visited your mother ?"

441 suppose she meant what she said, sir."
" Not at all, my dear. Sne meant that none

of her visiting acquaintance visited us. Mrs.
Norton calls all the people out of her circle no.
body."

" What a silly woman !"
44 Very silly, my dear ; and I am sure if you

reflect on it, you will very soonthink with me,
that Emily was more to be pitied than blamed
for the notions she got from this woman, into
whose hands she fell wlun BIIC was so v*ery
young. Her father, you all know, was not the
wisest man in the world. She bad no mother.
Harry was loo young to guide her. Mrs. John
Norton flattered her vanity, removed her entire-
ly from, her early associates, indulged her in ev-
ery idle wish, and woulJ have probably ruined
the poor child, had it not pleased Providence to
j . move her from her influence. Mrs. Norton
has gone back to her uncle's, to live again in
idle dependence upon him, and has shown h -w
little real affection she had for Emily ; for she
has given i^rsclf no concern aa to what is lo
become of her, though sho knows ahe has not a
penny, nor a relation to take care of her."

The cliildroii looked sad and pitiful.
"She is young enough, I believe," continued

Mr. Barclay, " to be admitted either into the
orphan's asylum or the aim-?.house."

" Both very good places for her," said Aunt
Betsey.

14 Aunt Betsey !" exclaimed Charles ; 4I Emily
Norton go to the alms-house !"

•" Harry's sister go to the alms-house—awful!"
cried Alice. "Do, father, let her come and live
"with us."

" Alice, are you beside yourself," asked Aunt
Betsey. "After your father has been all but
ruined by old Norton, lo think pf his taking up-
on himscrlf the support of Emily '!-•

Mr. Barclay went on, without directly an.
swering either Alice or her Aunt. " I have
seen a great deal of little Emily since her fa-
ther's deajh, and do not believe it will be diffi-
cult lo give her right notions. Poor child, her
heart is melted, and takes any impression you
please to put upon it. She is any thing but
proud now, Mary'; and the fine clothes tliat of-
fended you so much, are all gone."

" Gone, father ?"
"Yea I told her the greatest honor that

children in iheir case could- do to their father's
memory, was, as far as possible, lo pay his debts ;
and I told her what exertions and sacrifices
Harry had made. She immediately went up
stairs, and packed up all her finery,^her little
trinkets, and every ornamental thing she had in
the world, and begged me to have them sold to
pay the chambermaid! who had complained bit.
teily of the loss of the wages due her."

•• Did she, father 7" said Mary; " her'watchr,
her gold chain, and her real enamel buckle 7"

" Yes, my dear, those, and every article but
her necessary clothes."

" I always thought," eaid Wallace," that 15m.
ily had something noble in her."

" I felt sure of it," said Charles.
" Most persons, my dear boya, have some,

thing noble in them, if you but touch the rigut
spring to set it in motion. I think poor little
Emily has fine qualities, but her character will
depend much on the circumstances in which sho
is placed, fur she is easily influenced."

•• I like persons who are easily influenced."
said Wallace, as if thinking aloud. This_was
true, and a common disposition enough it is,
with those who are strong willed, and who seem
born, like our friend Wallace, lo influence oth-
crs.

" 1 called in on Harry and Emily as I came
home to tea," continued Mr. Barclay. "Their
house is in complete order for the auction which
is to lake place to-morrow. Harry has worked
like a beaver, and with the help of one man
and one woman and little Emily, who has done,
all she could every thing is ready." ,.

"O dear!"uaid Alice, heaving a deep sigh,
"how sadly they must feel."

" No, Alice they do not, and they ought not.
It in family love and happy domestic intercourse
that attaches us to the inanimate objects of our
home. This table around which we have so ma.
ny pleasant gatherings,—the sofa,—grandmam.
ma's rocking-chair,—the baby's cradle, are all
BO many Bigus, which, as often as you look up.
on them, call forth delightful feelings. No
books or maps will ever look to you like those
we have read and studied together. But sup.
poso our parlor emptied of all it now contains,
and costly furniture put in it,, such as would
make us appear genteel in other people's eyes;
suppose wo never entered it but lo receive
morning calls, or evening company ; our vanity
might bu- gratified, but do you think the furru.
ture would excite any sensations worthy of l!»a
name of Iiapi»incs9s7"

ii No, sir,—no," « a9 tha general verdict.
" The case I have supposed is just that of

Harry and Emily,—the family moved into a
new house when John Norton was married,—-
all the old furiiiture was sent to auction, and
new was bought. Harry has passed moBt ot tna
evenings with us, and |»oor little Emily, when
they had not company at home, has been left
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alone with her father, who did not know how to
amuse or instruct her, or with the servants, who
were very unfit companions, for Mrs. John Nor-
ton was never nice in the selection.of her ser-
vants, and was continually changing them.
This evening, I found Harry and Emily in1 the
little breakfast room. There WBB a lighi on ,the
table, and a book from which Harry had been
reading to his sister; but they had drawn near
the fire. They were sitting on the same chair.
Emily's arm was round his neck, and she was
listening to what he was saying with such a
tender, confiding look—"

" I wonder what tie was saying, father," said
Alice.

"Something of their separation, I believe,
my dear."

" But why need they be separated, father 7
—why can'l they both Cuine and live with us ?"

It had been a settled matter, from the moment
of Mr. Norton's death, that Harry was to come
into the family.

" Are you crazy, Alice ?" asked aunt Betsey.
" I am sure 1 don'l think Alice crazy at ail,"

said Mary. "-There are two beds in our room,
and Haddy sleeps with Alice, and I should like
of all things to have Emily sleep with me."

" And it is exceedingly important," said Wai-
Jace, as wise as Socrates on the occasion, " that
Emily should live in a good place, because, fa-
ther says, her character depends so much on
circumstances."

"And where can she go, if she don't come
here T" asked the tender hearted Charles.

The children had arrived at lhes very point
Mr. Barclay desired.

" Your right dispositions, my dear children,"
he said, "gratify me; but yuu must remem-
ber that it is on your mother that, the burden of
an increased family must chiefly fall. Consult
her. If she is willing to extend the blessing of
a lionu- to both these>orphan children, at the
cost, as much needs be- of much labor and self-
denial to herself, she will *et us an example of
disinterestedness and benevolence that we will
try to follow."

The children now all clustered round mother.
To .Mr. Barclay, sound in health, serene in
temper, and of the most benignant disposition,
no, .exertion for others seemed difficult; and
with one of her sweetest smileashe said, that,
as far as she was concerned, she should bfi most
happy that Harry and Emily should not be sep-
arated. The children clapped iheir hands, and
returned to their father, shouting, " It's all set-
tled."

" Not quite so fast; there is something yet to
be considered. You ali know that we allow our.
selves a fixed sum fur our annual expenses. If
wu indulge in the luxury of doing this kindness
to Emily, we must all give up something. You
and Mary, Alice, must give up the dancing,
school that has been running in your heads for
the last six weeks, and Charles and Wallace
cannot have a drawing master."

This suggestion seemed for a moment to a-
bate the zi-al of the young folks ; but Alice,
who was always tlie first to clear away obstruc-
tions, said, after a little reflection. " O ! well,
never mind the dancing-school. I have thought
of a nice plan,—Emily is Mr. Chanaud's best
scholar,—she can give us lessons in the the gar.
ret. l l is a good place for dancing, and we shall
not disturb grandmamma there."

•' And as to ihe drawing, sir," said Charles,
" with a little of Harry's help ^ o can teaeli our-
selves ; and when we have such a good motive
for il, we shall take twice as much pains as if
we had B master."

" Well, my good children, we will all take it
into consideration, and if we are of the same
mind to-morrow night, Emily shall come to us
with Harry."

This conversation, had not, an may well be
supposed, occurred without much consultation
between Mr. and Mrs, Barclay. They thought
they could not do a more cer.ain good, than by
extending the advantages of their home to the
young Nortona. Thby hoped this might be an
»oCCptable expression ol their gratitude to
Providence for their domestic blessings. They
knew their children had some prepossessions
fcgainal Emily, and Mr. Barclay had undertaken
to turn the current of their feelings in her favor.
In this he had so far succeeded, that her en-
trance in 1)0 the family was a favor, accorded to
them ; and thuc, instead of coming among them
•n object of their prejudices and distrust, they
h f h considered themselves as Emiiv's

atid^protecluru. Each onu was anx-

ious to shelter her infirmatives, to set her in a
favorable light, and to make her new home as
happy as possible.
, When all the family had retired excepting

Mrs. Barclay and her sister, Aunt Betsey jerked
round her chair, put her feet on the fender, and
gave vent to her pent up feelings. By the way,
it should be said in Aunt Betsey's favor, that
fretting was her sufety-yalve ; she thus let orT
her petty irritations, and in conduct she was not
JOBS humane than m»st persons.

41 You are the oddest people," she began,
" that ever I came across ; with seven children,
and no onu knows how many more you may
have, the old lady and myself, and only Martha
for help, to undertake for these two children thai,
have no claim on earth upon you. Claim ! the
children of your greatest enemy, the man that
ha* all but ruined you, and in such an under-
hand way too,—a pretty reward for knavery!
I hopi: you mean to put up, a sign, William Bar-
clay & Co.'s orphan asylum or almH.house !"

Mrs. Barclay was too much accustomed to
her sister's railing to be disturbed by it.

" If it were more the practice, Betsey," she
mildly replied, '-for those who have homes to
extend the blessing to those, who have them not,
there would be liltle occasion^ for orphan asy-
lums, a d the charity now done by tbe public,
would be more effectivi-ly done in private fami-
lies."

" I see no advantage whatever in turning pri-
vale houses into aims houses and such sort of
plates. I always thought home was a sacred
place, from which it was a duty to shut out ev-
ery thing disagreeable and unpleasant."

Fortunately Aunt Betsey's self-love prevent!
ed her perceiving how,hard ,1 his rule would-bear
upon herself. Her brolher-inlaw had given her a
home, simply because her temper was so un
comfortable, that no other member of her fam-
ily was willing to receive her,—•none other
would have made allowances for the. trials of
her single and solitary condition, and, by al-
ways opposing a. smooth surface to her sharp
corners, have gradually worn them down.

" It is a duty, as you say, Betsey," replied her
sister, J* to exclude *very thing permanently
disagreeable from the family; for home should
resemble heaven in happiness as well as love.
But wu canuol exclude from our earthly homes
the infirmities of humanity. There are few
persons, no young persons, who, if they are
lroated wisely and tenderly, wilt not be found to
have more good than evil in them. In the Nor-
tons, I am sure, the good greatly preponderates.
Our children, we think, will be beiufuted by
having new excitements to kindness, generosity
and forbearance."

" O, Betsey, it does seem to mo that, seeing,
you see not. 1 don't mean to hurt you.—but
how can you help feeling Mr. Barclay's noble
ness, has returnsd good for evil with good !"
Aunt Betsey said nothing, and Mrs.Barclay pro-
ceeded, •' Our children, I am Bure, cannot but.
profit by such an example."

" But they dou't need it. You are both of
you always teaching them."

" ' Example is better than precept,' Betsey."
•' Well, let that rest. But I should like to

know how you BUM alibrd to set such exam-
ples ?"

" As to that, the way is clear enough. Har-
ry's earnings will pay his board and all his oth.
er expenses. He vtyll only be indebted to us,
fur what, he nays, he esteems above all other
things, a home in our house."

" But little Miss Emily cannot be boarded,
clothed, and schooled lor nothing."

"Certainly not; but the expense of feediny
a little giil in a family where there are three a-
buudunl meals a day is really trifling. The
oust of Alices clothes has never exceeded thirty
dollars a year; Emily's will not cost more."

"No , to bo sure. You will not have to buy
new for her. , She is so much more slender than
Alice, that I can easily manage to make Alice's
old f ock over for her."

"Thank you, Betsey; but I would rather
Alice should take lior'a. A person in the situa
lion Emily will hold, should never be degraded
in the eyes of others, or heijf own, by any-such
sign of dependence or inferiority. That is a
very poor kindness done to the body, which re-

s u l t s in injury to the mind.'!
Aunt Betsey was reduced to biting her nails,

and her sister proceeded. " Emily'* schooling,
it is true, will be expensive. Pity it is, that it
is BO> in a country, where, of all others, good
leaching should be cheap, and easily attained ;

but it is not so, at least in this city. However,
Mr, Barclay is quite willing to meet the ex-
pense, whatever it may be "
' " O, I dare say,—' Education llie best invest,
mentof capitol'—you know he is always harp,
ing on that; but when you have precio-s little
to invest, it is worth while to consider. That's
all I have to say." .

•». We have considered, Betsey. Mr. Barclay,
whose hoblo natun* it is, as you know, to impart
of his abundance to others,—freely to give
what he so freely receives,—says thai kis bum,
ness was never more productive than at this mo.
ment. We cannot therefore go on fretting over
our losses. We shall -continue to live frugally,
and to educate our girls and Emily to earn their
own living, should it be necessary. Harry's
highest ambition for Emily is, that she should
be qualified for a teacher. He will himself be a
great assistance, to h<>r.

" That he will. Ho is not like other boys,—
Harry is not."

" I shall endeavor," continued Mrs. Barclay,
"in my domestic school, to qualify Enily for
the offices of wife and mother. Those in all
human probability she will fill,—-she may never
be a teacher. You will help us, Betsey, and
will not give grudgingly. If her faults trouble
us, remember how sadly the poor child has been
neglected. All children, the best of them, re-
quire patience."

" Patience 7—yes, the patience of Job."
" Emily may prove b- tier and more agreeable

than we expect,.and we may be thankful to Pro-
vidence for enabling us to take Ihe homeless
young creatures into the family."

Aunt Betsey was softened by being put in the
light of a participator in the boon lo Emily, and
as she took up her lamp to go to bed, she said
in a lone of real kindness—' I'll try to do my
part."

Ah, if all the individuals of the human fami-
ly would " do their part," there would be no
wanderers, no outcasts.- The chain of mutual
dependence would be preserved unbroken,,
strong, and bright. All would be linked togeth-
er in the bonds of natural affection and Chris,
lian love,—the bonds of unity and peace..

A PEEP INTO THE HIVE.
How ditli the little busy b>:e

Improve each shining hour.
And gather honey all tlie day.

From every opon.UK flower.

Many persons who act from generous impul-
ses, are soon checked and disheartened in a.
course of benevolence, merely from not having
judiciously surveyed the ground before them and
estimated the necessary amount of efforts, that
is, counted the coat. Those who are true disci-
plus of that devoted friend of man, whose whole
life wan a succession of painful efforts and self
sacrifice, will not become wearied with a duty
because il demands labor and self-denial. The
Barclays knew that two additional members of
their family must bring them additional anxiety
and toil ; and when it oaine, they, endured it
cheerfully, yes, thankfully, as faithful servants,
wiio are zealous to perform well an extra task
for a kind master.

Emily Norton, daintily bred and petted from
her infancy, had the habits, though not the vi-
cious dispositions, that sometimes grow out of
indulgence. Her pride and little vanities had
taken hub slight root in her heart, and they were
swept away by the Btorm that passed over her
father's house. But never was a liltle fine lady
more thoroughly helpless and good for nothing
than Emily, when she entered the Barclay fam-
ily ; but, once in that hive, where every liltle
busy beu did its appointed task, where labor was
rendered cheerful by participation, and light r»y
regularity and order, she gradually worked into
the ways of the household, and enjoyed, through
the whole of;h5sr afterlife, the happy result* of
well directed effort. But this was not achieved
without much watchfulness and patience on ihw
part of the cjpjuren, and many a struggle and
heart-ache on Ihe part of the poor child.

Many a scene resembling the following, oc-
curred after she entered the family.

" You have promised to be one of my chil-
dren, dear Emily," said Mrs. Barclay, at tuo
close of a long conversation witli her ; ' I in.
tend to treat you 1'r.cWe y as I do them." Sim
tbjen went through with the enum. ration of va-
rious household offices which sho expected Eini.
ly to perform, and concluded with saying,
" The girls lake care of their apartment w«ek
and week about. I hold any want of
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and order in a young lady's room to be an aboin
ination, and I never excuse it. This is Alice's
week ; Ihc next Mary's, the week after will be
yours. In the moan time, observe how they
manage, and when it cornea your turn, you
will have learned iheir way. Remember, dear,
there is a right and a wrong way to do every
thing." J

Emily was eure, that before her turn came,
she should know how to take care of the room
•s well as the otlusr girls ; but Ernily was yet lo
I.arn that •' practice alone makes perfect." Her
week came. Alice enteied her mother's room
and shutting the door after her; and lowering her
voice, " Do mother," sin: said, " let Mary go and
do our room, and let E uily come, and tend the
baby ;—it's the only thing she ia fit for."

" She certainly does that beticr than either
you or Mary. Sue gives her undivided attention
lu it. while you and Mary inubt always be doing
toniething else."

•' I know tliat, mother, but then "
"Then what?"

"" Tending baby is a lazy sort of businessMhat
juBl8uils Emily."

"She is not Jazy about it ; on the contrary
she is indefatigable iu trying to please Effie
a:id Effic'a moUier."

"•So she is, ma'am, I own; and so I wish
you would keep her at it, and let us do what she
can't do, and we like best."

"That would be hardly just to eitjM^E.nily
or you, as there is a great. Heal be s id ATien.liug
baby that a woman ought to know how to do,
and tending baby every woman must know how
to do."

" Well, I suppose she must learn, but I don't
know when, nor how. To tell the truth, moth,
er, she is a real cry-baby. Ii. ie almost school-
time, and she' has not touched the bed yet.
They are just as we left them, this morning, the
bud.clothen stripped off, the pillows on the win-
dow-sill airing, and she sitting down and crying.
I cannot get one word out of her.

" Perhaps she cannot turn over the mattrasses,
Alice."

" Mother !—those light maltrasses i"
"Light to you, my dear, but you must remem-

ber that Emily probably ,never made a bed in
her life, aud what is light to you, is an Hercu-
lean task lo her. Suppose, Alice, you were to
go to live in another family, and were required
lo do something you had never done 7"

" I should try, mother ; I should not sit down
and cry." And so she would have done; for
Alice, though by some months younger than
E.nily, hud been in tne habit of using all licr
faculties of mind and body. She was a Hebe
in hoallh, and very spirit of cheerfulness, so
that no task looked formidable in her eyes.

" Alice," said her mother, •' if you wero to
see a poor child- whose hands had been lied up
from her birth, who by gross mismanagement
had been robbed, of the energy of her mind,
and half the health and strength natural to her,
would not you be grieved lor her, and take
pains to restore her to the use of her faculties?"

" To be sure I should, mother."
" Then go back to Emily. Do not ask her

what troubles her. She will be ashamed to tell
you, but oSer to help her turn over the maltras-
ses, and assist her whatever else seems to come
awkwardly to her. Help her bear her burden at
first, and a lcr awhile she will be able to bear it
all herself. Be delicate and gentle with her,
dear. 'Above all, d'> not' laugh at her Don't
come to me again. Settle Hie matter yourself.
II is best 1 should not interfere."

FrorrwtJ.e moment Alice felt that the respon-
sibility Jfc* gelling Emily on, rested on herself,
t-hu 1'urPal once tager lor success; and more
good-natured than the god in the fable, she hur-
ried back to put her shoulder to the wheel.

" Einily, dear," said she kindly,'-1 dont think
you tool very well this morning.'

'* Yes, I do, Alice, pcifeclly well," replied
Emily, in a voice that Bounded as if it came
from the tombs.

•• Well, come then, Emily, you had better
mako haste,—it is past eight,—come, jump up,
—I will give you a lift. These maUrasaca are
too heavy for you, till yon can get used to them
&UA then Lbey will seem as light as a feather;"
pTfu1 suiting the action lo the word, she threw
pver the mattresses, while Emily crept languid-

4 I#lo the other side,of the bed.
•*• Now lei's beat it up, Emily, and then we

Will have the clothes on in an instant. There,
smooth that sheet down, dear. Mother makes
iw as particular as old women about making up

the beds—lay the pillow Btraight Erny,—plum-
met and line, you know,—now, hem over the
sheet this fashion,—there it is done ! and I defy
a Shaker to make a bed better."

Emily was inspired by Alice's cheerful kind-
ness, and when they they went to the other bed,
she bagged Alice to let her .try to do it alone.
She tried, as if she had a mountain lo move,
but all in vain. Alice looked the other way to
hide her smiles.

" I cannot do it !" said Emily despairingly.
" Poor thing!" thought Alice, " her hand?', an

mother says, hav& been tied, but we'll contrive
to loosen them." " Take hold here,. Emily,*
she said ; " not with just the little tips of your
fingers, but BO,—with your whole hand,—there
*t goes !—O, you'll soon learn."

" Dayou really think I ever shall, Alice 7"
" Ever ! Yes, indeed, very soon. I will sliow

you a little every day and you w ill edge on by
degrees. The world was not made in a day,
you know, as Aunt Betsty says."

"But the sweeping Alice? Po not, pray
tell any body, but I never swept a room in my
life." -

A girl of her own age, who did not know how
to sweep a room, seemed lo Alice an object of

.equal wonder and commiseration. She, how.
ever, suppressed the exclamation that rose to
her lips, and merely said, "Well, that is not
your fault, Emily ; take the broom and I will
show _you.'-

Emily took it.. " O not so, Emily,—no, not
se ;—just nee me." Again Einily began, and
looked so anxious and worked so desperately
hard, thai Alice could,sca cely forbear laughing
outright. She did not, however, awd very kind,
ly and patiently continued to instruct Emily,
til! the mighty task was finished.

" O you will leam after awhile," she said, as
poor Emily s. l down the broom and sunk into
a chair, out of breath and looking at her red-
dened paJrns. " I will ttach you to sweep, and
you shall teach me to dance, Emily."

" O, you are very, very kind, Alice. I am
sure I Uiink it is worth a great deal more lo
know how to sweep, than how to dance."

" And so do I," said Alice ; " and yet we take
a great deal or pains for the one, and the othur
we learn, we don't know how."

Alice spoke truly. We learn, toe don't know
how, the arts of domestic life,—the manual of a
woman's household duties

Some among Mrs. Barclay's friends wondered
she did not " get more out of Martha," and they
never could exhaust their astonishment at what
they called her inconsistency (d very convenient,
indefinite word) in giving her girls accomplish-
ments, s trie I iy so called, and putting them in
1MB humblest domestic employments. The
Barclays neither raw, nor had ihoy ever occa-
blou t> feel, this incompatibility. They believ-
ed that there was no way so certain of giving
their buys habits of order, regularity aud neat-
ness, aud ot inspiring them with a grateful con-
sideration for that sex whose lot it is to be the
domestic ministers of boy and man, as the being
early accustomed to receive household services
from their mother and sisters,—from those they
respected and loved. They believed, loo, thai
their girls, destined lo play the parts of wives
and mothers, iu a country whero it is difficult
and sometimes impossible to obtain servants,
would be made most independent and conse-
quently most happy, by having their getting a.
lung 1 acuities developed by use. These little
operatives, by light labors which encroached
neither upon their hours of study nor social
pleasure, became industrious, efficient, and or-
derly, and were trained lo be the dispensers of
comfort in that true and best sphere of woman,
home. Equal, loo, would they be to either for-
tune; it miaiiesses, capable, just, and consider-
ate, towards those who served them ; and if,
perchance, obliged to perform their own domes-
tic labor, their practical acquaintance with the
procebs would make it light and cheerful.

Never, we believe, was there a pleasanter do
mestic scene, than the homo of the liarcla;, s ;—
Marlha, the queen bee, in her kitchen, as clean
as any parlor, or as (lo use the superlative de.
grce of comparison) l!>e kitchen of the pale,
joyless Shakers ; her little handmaiJs. in her
school of mutual aid and instruction, with their
sleeves rolled up from their fal, fair arm-, their
cuWs tucked under Iheir cups, and their gingham
aprons, learning liie mysteries o^cake and pas-
u-y manufacture, pickling, preserving, and olh.
er coarser arts; wlnle anotherhttl^maiden, her
eyes sparkling and hur cheeks flushed with ex.

ercisc, might be heard plying her hroom " up
stairs and down stairs and in the lady's cham-
ber," and warbling songs that might soothe the
savage breast, for they breathed the very eoulof
health and cheerfulness.

Nor were they in the least disqualified by these
household duties for more refined employments ;
and when they assembled in the evening, with
their pretty work-boxes and fancy work, their
books and drawing, they formed a group to grace
any drawing.room in Ihc land.

Their labors and Ihcir pleasures were transi-
tory, but tho vivifying spirit of love and intelli-
gence that informed them was abidihg and car-
rying them on to higher and higher otages of
improvement, and preparing them for that pe-
riod to which their efforts and h pes pointed,
when Ibe terrestrial shall put on the celestial.

* * * * *
{To be Continued.)

Knickerbocker Magazine.—The rumor which
lias prevailed for a fanlight p'ast, that Mr. Ir-
ving had enlisted among the contributors of
this excellent periodical, is verified by the March
number which has just appeared with its wont,
ed variety of interesting contributions, and a.
mong them, the first of the Crayon Papers,
which we extract beneath. No one can read
i!ii? characteristic and beautiful epistle without
a thrill of-pleasure at the prospect its mingled
poetry and humour hold forth of a rich and pe.
riodical supply of our gifted countryman'*) lucu-
brations. It proclaims itself right admirably.
His pen was never more sportive and grateful
than in the introduction of DIEDRICU REDIVIVUS

and the celebration of his final union to the r>v-
er, his first love. We hail the alliance—fore.
shadowing a pure and noble progeny—destined
to impart a quickening impulse to the litera-
lure of our country; and we ask what eye will
refuse to brighten with admiration on beholding
the knight—whose life has been a romance, and
whose lance has won him laurel crowns in all
the tourney-fields of European letters—-again
descend into the arena to indicate, by his gal.
lant example and noble prowess, to the young
and to the ardent, the career of literary glory.—-
N. Y. American-

THE OR A YON PAPEUS.
To the Editor of tHe Knickexbucker.

Sir:—I have observed that as a man advances
in life, he is snbj ct to a kind of plethora of the
mind, doubtless occasioned by the vast accumu-
lation of wisdom and experience upon the
brain. Hence he is apt to become narrative and
admonitory—that is. to say, fond of telling long
stories, and of doling out advice, to. the small
profit aryl great annoyance of his friends At
I have a great horror of becoming the oracle, or,
more technically speaking, the ' bore,' of the
domestic circle, and would much rather benlow
my wisdom and ted jousness upon the world at
large, I have always sought to ease off this sur-
charge of Ihf intellect by means of my pen, and
hence have inflicted divers goseipping vplumei
upon the patieuce.of the public. 1 ;wn growing
too indolent er unambitious for any tiling that
acquires labor or display. "I have thought,

I therefore, of securing to mysdl a snug corner
in some periodical work, where I might., a s k
were, loll at my ease in my elbow chair, and
ahat sociably wiih the public, as with an old
friend, on any chance subject lhat might pop
into my brain.

In looking around, for this purpose, upon tht
various interesting periodicals with which our
country abounds, my eye was struck by the tt.
tic utyour work—' THE KNICKERBOCKER.1 My
heart leaped at the sight.

DIKDIIICII KNICKERBOCKER, Sir, was one. of my
earliest and inosl valued friends, and the recel-
lection of him is associated ^with some of the
plcasantest scenes of my youthful days. To
explain this, and to show how I came into pos.
session of sundry of his posthumous .works,
which I have from lime to time given lo ihe
world, purmit ino to relate a few particulars of
our early intercourse. I give them with the
more confidence, us 1 know the interest yon
take in that departed worthy, whose, nane and
effigy are Btainpcd^upon your title-page, aud as
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they will be found important to tho better un-
derstanding ai.d rciishing divers coinmunica.
lions I may have to tnako to you.

My first acquaintance with that great and
good man—for such I may venture to call him,
now that the lapse of some thirty years las
shrouded his name with venernblo antiquity,
and the popular voice of yore has elevated him
to the rank cf the classical historian of yore—
my first, acquaintance with him was fornud on
the banks of the Hudson, not far from the wiz-
ard region of Sleepy Hollow. Ho had come
there in the course of his'researches among the
Dutch neighborhoods for materials for his im-
mortal history. For this purpose he was ran.
sacking the archives of one of the most ancient
and historical mansions in the country. It was
a lowly edifice, built in the time of the Dutch
dynasty, and stood on a green bank, overshad-
owed by trees, from which it peeped forth upon
tho Great Tappan Zee, so famous among early
Dutch navigators. A bright pure spring well,
sd up at the foot of the green bank ; a wild
brook came murmuring down a neighboring ra-
vine, and threw itself into a little woody cove,
in front of the mansion. It was indeed as qui.
et and sheltered a nook as the heart of. man
could require, in which to take refuge from the
cares and troubles of the world ; and as such it
had been chosen in old times, by Wolfert Ack-
er, one of the privy councillors of the renowned
Peter Sluyvesant.

This worthy but ill starred man had led a
weary and worried life, throughout the stormy
reign of chivalric Peter, being one of those
unlucky wights with whom the world ia ever at
variance, and who are kept in a continual fume
and' fret, by the wickedness of mankind. At
the time of the subjugation of the province by
the E»glibh,.be retired hilhctr in high dudgeon ;
with the bitter determination to bury himself
from the world, and live here in peace and qui-
etness for the remainder of his days. In token
of this -resolution! he inscribed over his door
the favorite Dutch motto, ' Lust in Rust,1 (pleas,
ure in rep.ose.) The mansion was then called,
'Wolfert's Rust'—Wolfertfs Rest; but in pro-
cess of time-, the name was vitiated into Wol-
feri'a Roost,- probably from its quaim cock loft
look, or from its having a weathercock perched
on every gable. This name it continued to bear,
long ufter-'tho unlucky Wolfert was driven forth
once more upon a wrangling world, by the
tongue of a,termagant wife ; for it passed into
a proverb through the neighborhood, and has
been handed down to tradition, that the cock of
the Roost was the most hen-pecked bird in the
uouutry.

This-primitive and historical mansion has pas.
sed through many changes and trials, which it
may be tny lot hereafter to notice. At the time
of the sojourn of Diedrich Knickerbocker, it
was in'possession of the gallant family of the
Van Tassels, who have figured so conspicuously
in his writings. What appears to have given it
peculiar value in his eyes, was the rich ireasu.
ry of historical facts here secretly hoarded up,
like buried gold; for it is said that Wolfert
Acker, when he retreated from New Amsterdam,
carried off with him many of the records and
jour/ials of the province, pretaining to the
Dutoh dynasty ; swearing that ihcy should nev-
er f&U into the hands of the English. These,
like7 the last books of Livy, had baffled the re.
oearch-of former historians ; but these did I find
the indefatigable Diedrich diligently decipher*
ing. "SJB- was already a sage in years and expuri-
ence*. fcfcat an idle stripling; yet he did not de-
apire toy youth and ignorance, but took me kind-
ly by the hand, and led mo gently into those
paths-of local and traditional lure which ho was
so fond of exploring. I sat with Iiim in his lit-
tle chamber at the Koost, and watched tho anti.
quarian.piiticnce and perseverance with which he
deciphered those venerable Dutch documents,
worse than Herculean manuscripts. I sat with
him by the spring, al the foot of the green bank,
and listened to his-heroic tales about the worthies
of the olden time, the paladins of New Amster-
dam. I accompanied him in his legendary re-
searches about Tarrytown and Sing Sing, and
explored with him the spell bound recesses of
Sleepy Hollow. I was present at many of his
conferences with'the good old Dutch burghers
and their wives, from whom lie derived many of
those marvellous facts not laid down in books
or records, and whieh give such superior value
utd authenticity to his history, over all others
thai have been written concerning the New
Netherlands.

But let me check my proneness to dilate up-
on this favorite theme ; I may recur to it here,
after. Suffice it to Bay, the intimacy thus form-
ed, continued for a considerable time ; and in
company with the worthy Deidrich, I visited
many of the places celebrated by his pen. The
currents of our lives at length diverged* He
remained at Home to complete his mighty work,
while a vagrant fancy led me to wander about
the world. Many, many years elapsed, before'
I returned to the parent soil. In the interim,
the venerable historian of" the New Netherlands
bad been gathered to his fathers, but his name
had risen to renown. His native city, that city
in which he so much delighted, had. decreed all
manner of costly honors to his memory. I
found his effigy imprinted upon new.year cakes?
and -devoured with eager relish by .holiday
urchins ; a great oyster house bore the name of
4 Knickerbocker Hall;' and I narrowly escaped
ihe pleasure of being run over by a Knickerbock-
er omnibus!

Proud of having associated with a man who
had achieved such greatness, I now recalled
our early intimacy with tenfold pleasure, and
sought to revisit the scenes we had trodden, to-
gether. The most important of these was the
mansion of the Van Tassels, the Roost of the
unfortunate Wolfert. Time, which changes
all things, is but slow in its operation upon a
Dutchman's dwelling. I found the venerable
and quaint litfle edifice much as I had seen it
during the sojourn of Deidrich. There stood
his. elbow chair in the corner of the room he had
occupied ; the old-fashioned Dutch writing desk
at which he had pored over the chronicles-of
the Manhattoes; there wa^ the old wooden
chest, with the archives left by Wolfert Acker,
many of which, however, had been fired off as
wadding from the long duck gun of the Van
Tassel*. The scene around Hie mansion was
still the same ; the green bank ; the spring be-
side which I had listened to.the legendary nar-
ratives of the historian ; the wild brook babbling
down to the woody cove, and the overshadowing
locust tree?, half shutting out the prospect of
the Great Tappan Zee.

As I looked around upon the scene, my heart
yearned at the recollection of my departed friend
and I wistfully eyed the mansion which he had
inhabited, and which was fast mouldering tode.
cay. The thought struck me to arrest the deso-
lating hand of Time ; to rescue the historic pile
from utter ruin, and to make it the closing scene
of my wanderings; a quiet home, where I might
enjoy 'lustinrusi' for the remainder of my days.
It is true, tho fate of the unlucky WoJfert paus-
ed across my mind ; but I consoled myself with
the reflection, that I was a bachelor, and that I
had no termagant wife to dispute the sovereign-
ty of the Uoosl with me.

I have become possessor of the Roost! I have
repaired and renovated it with religious care, in
the genuine Dutch style, and have adorned and
il| list rated it with sundry rcliques of the glorious
days of the New Netherlands. A venerable
weather-cock-, of portly Dutch dimensions, which
once battled with the wind on the top of the

-Stadt House of New Amsterdam, in tho time of
Peter Stuyvcsant, now erects its crest on tlie
gable end of my edifice; a gilded horse, in lull
gallop, once the weather-cock of the great Vau-
der ileyden Palace of Aibany, now glitters in
the sunshine, and veers with every breeze, on
the peaked turret over my portal ; my sanctum
sanctorum is the chamber once honored by the
il.uslrious Diedrich, and it is from his elbow,
char, and his identical old Dutch writing desk,
that I pen this rambling epistle.

Here, then, havo I set up my rest, surrounded
by the recollect ions ot early da>s, and the me".
mentos of the historian of tho Manhattoes, will,
that glorious rivtr before me, which flows with
such majesty through his works, and which has
ever beon to me a river of delight.

I thank God I was born on the banks of the
Hudson! I think it an invaluable advan age
to be born and brought up in the neighborhood
of some grand and noble object in Nature; a
river, a lake, or a mountain. We make a friend,
ship with it, wo in.a manner ally ourselves to it
for life. It remains an object of our pride and
affections, a rallying poiut, to call us home a
gain after all our wanderings. 'The things
which wo have learned in our childhood,1 says
an old writer, 'grow up with our souls,, and u
nite themselves to it.' So it is with the scenes
among which wo have passed our early days;
they influence the whole course of pur thoughts
a.td feelings; "and I i'aucy I cau truce much of

what is good and pleasant in my own heterogen-
eous compound, to my early companionship
with this glorious river. In the warmth of m j
youthful enthusiasm, I used to clothe it with
moral attributes, and almost to give it a souh—
I admired its frank, bold, honest chaiacter; its
noble sincerity and perfect truth. Here was no
specious, smiling surface, covering the danger,
ous sandbar or perfidious rock ; but a stream
deep as it was broad, and bearing with honorable
faith the bark that trusted to its waves. I glo-
ried in its simple, quiet, majestic, epic flow \—
ever straightforward. Once indeed, it turns a.

'side for a moment, forced^frorn its course by op-
posing mountains, but it struggles bravely thror

them, and immediately resumes its straightfor-
ward march. Behold, thought I, an emblem of
a good man's course through life ; ever simple,
open and direct; or if, overpowered by adverse
circumstances, he deviate into error, it ia but
momentary; he soon recovers his onward and
honorable career, and continues it to the end
of. his pilgrimage.

. Excuse this rhapsody into which I have been
betrayed by a revival of early feelings. Tho
Hudson is, in a manner, my first an,d last love;
and after all my wanderings, and seeming in.
fidelities, I return to it with a heart-felt prefer,
ence over all the other rivers in the world. I
see-m to catch new life, as I. bathe in its ample
billows, and inhale the pure breezes of its hills.
It is true, the romance of youth is past, that
once spread illusions over every scene. I can
no longer picture an Arcadia in every green-
valley ; nor a fairyland among, the distant
mountains; nor a peerless beauty in every villa
gleaming among^ the trees; but though the illu-
sions of youth have faded from the landscape,
the recollections of departed years and departed
pleasures shed over it the mellow charm of
evening sunshine.

Permit qie then, Mr. Editor, through the me-
dium of your work, to hold occasional discourse
from my retreat, with the busy world I have a.
bandoned. I have much to say about what I
have seen, heard, felt and thought, through tho
course of a varied and rambling life,'and some
lucubrations, that hive long been encumbering
my portfolio ; together with divers reminiscen-
ces of the venerable historian of .the New Neth-
erlands, that may pot be unacceptable to those "
who have taken an interest in his writings, and
are desirous of anything that may cast a light
back upon our early history. Let our readers
rest assured of one thing, that though retired
from the world, I am not disgusted with i t ; and
that if, in my communing-with it, 1 do not
prove very wise, 1 trust I shall at least prove
very good natured. Which is all at present
from Yours, etc. GEOFFREY CRAYON.

From the N. Y. Morning News.
The following story was published on our in •

side last week, and the demand for copies of our
paper, in consequence, became so great, and has
continued so throughout the week, that we take
pleasure in inserting it again. The hero will bo
recognised as the keeper of a hotel, not far from
the city, where our young blades and those who
are fond of an afternoon ride resort, as to the
Mecca of their pilgrimage of pleasure. Tho
story is true in every particular, we believe, and
will be read with additional pleasure by those
who are so fortunate as to know tho worthy
landlord who forma a chief feature of the
sketch.

As it is the intention of the writer to drama,
lise to story, he trusts to find no other Rich,
mond in the fluid.

, THE OLD CLOCK.
" Here she (joes, there she goes!"

Some years ago there came to this country a
family from Englaud, which settled on the up-
per part of this island, and opened a public
house. Among their chattels was an old family
clock, which they prized nnre for its age than
its actual value, although it had told the hours
for years on years, with the most commendable
fidelity. This clock is now situated in one of
the private parlor* of the house, rind many a
time has it been the theme of^remark, in con.
sequence of its solemnly antique exterior.

A few days since, about dusk, a couple of mad
wags drove up to the door of the hotel, snated.
in a light and beautiful wagon, drawn by a su
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perb bay horse. They sprang out—ordered the
oatler to pay every attention K> the animal and
to stable him for the night. Entering the hotel,
th«y tossed off a glass of wine a piece, beinouth-
ed a cigar, and directed the landlord to'provide
the best game supper in his power. There was
a winsome look in the countenance of the elder—
« bright sparkling in his eyes which occasion-
ally he half closed in a style that gave him the
air of a •• knowing one" and a slight curving of
the corners of the mouth that showed his ability
to enjoy, while his whole demeanor made every
scute observer sure' of his ability to perpetrate,
a joke. Now'and then, when his lips parted
and he ran his fingers through his hair w ith a
languid expression, it was evident he was eager
to be at work in his vocation—that of a practi-
cal joker ! The other was a dapper young man,
*ithough different in appearance, yet with fea-
tures which indicated that his mind was well fit.
ted to be a successful copartner with his mate,
and a dry pun or gravely delivered witticism
was frequently worked off with an air of phil-
osophy or unconcern that gave him at once the
credit of being a first-rate wit. Supper on the
table, these two Yankees were not dull as a
eouple generally will be at table, but made mirth
and laughter, and fun with their companions.and
ae Wine in his parti-colored flowing robes pre-
sided, there was a "set out" fit for a prince and
his associates. The Yaukccfr ate and drank and
were right merry, when the old family clock
whirred and whizzed as the hammer on the bell
struck one, two, three, four, five, six, seven,
eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve! The elder
looked up at the old monitor before him, stuck
his elbow on the table and looked again steadily
for a minute, and then laughed out heartily,
awakening tiic waiter, who was just dc zing by
the window silk

4 What in the name of Moraus are you laugh-
ing at?" asked the dapper Yankee, as he
east his eyes now over the table, now over and
around himself to ascertain where the nest of
the joke was concealed. The elder winked sly-
ly, and yawning lazily, slowly raised the fore-
fiii^er of his right hand and applied it graceful,
ly to his nose. The dapper man understood the
hint.

Oho 1' I underslandy ou—no, you don't come
over this child ! waiter, another bottle of chatn-
pagne.' The servant left the room and our he.
ro nclining themselves over the table held a
long conversation in a low tone, when the elder
of the two raised his voice, and with an air of
•satisfaction exclaimed,

1 Clocks alway? go it!'
Then both cautiously ro3e from their chairs,

and advanced to the clock, turned the hey of the
door, and looked Within, the elder in a half in-
quiring, half decided manner saying,

- Won't it V
The waiter was on the stairs, and they return.

ed to their seats in a trice as if nothing had
happened—both scolding the waiter, as he en-
tered, for being so lazy on his errand.

Having heard the clock strike one, they were
shown to their beds, where they talked in asub-
duud tone, and finally sunk to sleep. In the
morning, they were early up, and ordered their
horse to be harnessed and brought to the door.—
Descending to the bar-room they asked for their
bill, and with becoming promptitude paid the
amount due over to the keeper. The elder per.
eeiving the landlord through the window placed
his anus upon the bar, and in a serious tone in-
quired of the bar keeper if he would dispose of
the old clock. The young man hesitated—he
knew not what to answer. The old cloak seem-
ed to him such a miserable piece of furniture
that he had an impression that it might as well
be his em his employer's yet he could nut corn,
prehend why such a person should want such a
hidtuus article. While he Was attempting tore-
ply, tho good-natured landlord entered, and the
question was referred lo him for an answer.

' 1 wish to purchase that old clock up stairs !
Will you sell it V asked the elder Yankee, while
the younger lighted a cigar, and cast liis eye
over the columns of thesuiiday Morning News,
whi«h Jay upon the table. The landlord, who
had set no great value upon the clock, except as
an heirloom, began lo suspect that it might pos
BUSS the virtues of Martin Heywood's chair, and
be filled with dollars : and, almost involuntarily,
the three ascended to the room which contain-
ed it.

• The fact is,' said the Yankee, "I once won
a hundred dollars with a clock like that!'

' A hundred dollare !' ejaculated the landlord.

' Y e s ! You see there was ono like it in a
room over in Jersey, and a fellow bet me be
could keep his fore finger swinging with the
pendulum for an hour, only saying • Here she
goes, there she goes.1 He could'nt do it. I
walked tho money out of him in no time.'

You did 7 You could'nt walk it out of me.
I'll bet you fifty dollars I can do it on the spot V

Done,' cried the yankee.
The clock struck eight, and with his back lo

the table and the door, the landlord popped into
a chair—

' Here she goes, there she goes !' and his fin.
ger waved in a curve, his eyes fully fixed on the
pendulum. The Yankees behind him interrupt-
ed—' Where's the money 7 plank the money."

The landlord was not to lose in that way.—
His fore finger slowly and surely went with
the pendulum,and his left disengaged his purse
from his pocket, which he threw behind him
upon the table. All was silent. The dapper
man at length exclaimed—

• Shall I deposite tho money in the hands of
the bar keeper ?'

1 Here she goes, there she goes !' was the
only answer.

One of the Yankees left the room. The
landlord heard him go down stairs; but he was
not to be disturbed by that trick.

Presently the bar keeper entered, and touch,
ing him upon the shoulder, asked—

• Mr. B , are you crazy 7 What are
you doing !'

' Here she goes, there she goes !' he respond-
ed, his hand waving the forefinger as before.

The bar keeper rushed down stairs ; he celled
one of the neighbors and asked him lo go up.
They ascended, and the neighbor seizing him
gently by the collar, ia an imploring voice,
said—

• Mr. B. , do not sit here. Come, come
down stairs; what can possess you to sit
here V

Here she goes, there she goes!' was the
Bole reply, and the solemn fact and the slowly
moving finger settled the matter. He was
mad !

He ia mad,' wispered the friend in a low
voice. • We must go for a doctor.'

The landlord was not to be deceived, altho'
the whole town come to interrupt him. ' You
had better call up his wife,1 added tho friend.

' Here she goes, there f he goes !' repeated the
landlord, and his hand still moved on.

In a minute his wife entered, full ot agony
of soul.

4 My dear,' Bhe kindly eaid, ' look on me.—
It is your wife who speaks !'

Here she goes, there she goes!' and his
hand continued to go, but his wife would'nt go;
she would stay, and he thought she was deter-
mined to conspire against him and make him
lose the wager. She wept, and she contin-
ued—-

• What cause have you for this 7 Why do you
do so 7 Has your wife," ,_

Here she goes, there she goes !' and his fin-
ger seemed to be tracing her airy progress, for
any thing she could ascertain to the contrary.

' My dear,' she still continued, thinking that
the thought of his child, whom he fondly loved,
would tend to restore him, ' shall I call up
your daughter V

• Here she goes, there she goes !' the land-
lord again repeated his eyes becoming more
and more fixed and glazed, from the steadi-
ness of gaze. A slight smile, which had great
effect upon the minds of those present, played
upon his face, aa ho thought of the many un-
successful resorts lo win him from his purpose,
and of his snecess in baffling them. The phy-
sician entered. He stood by the side of the
busy man. He looked at him in silence, shook
his head, and the anxioua inquiry of his wile,
answered—

No madam! The fewer persons here the
better. The maid had better stay away; do not
let the maid'—

1 Here ahe goes, there she goes !' yet again
and again, in harmony with his waving finger,
issued from the lips of the landlord.

4 A consultation, I think, will be necessary,1

said the physician. Will you run for Doctor
W m« , ?

The kind neighbor buttoned up his coat and
hurried from the room.

In a few minutes Dr. W — m » , with anoth-
er medical gentleman, entered.

' This is a sorry Bight,' said ho to the doctor
present.

67

It is' Indeed it is sir," was the reply,
sudden attack, one of the ' —

' Here sho goes, there she goes !' was the
sole reply. , ». •

The physicians stepped into the corner and
consulted together. •

Will you be good enough lo run for a bar.
ber 7 We must have his head shaved and blis.
tered,' said Dr. W ms.

4 Ah poor, dear husband.' said the lady ; * I
fear he never again, will know his miserable
wife.'

4 Here she goes—there she goes !' said the
landlord with a little ny>re emphasis, and with
a more nervous yet determined waving of his
finger in concert with the pendulum; for the
minute hand was near the twelve—the point
which was to put fifty dollars into his pocket,
if the hand arrived at it without hia suffering
himself to be interrupted.

The wife in a low, bewailing tone continued
her utterances—

' No ! never; nor of his daughter '—
4 Here she goes—there shu goes,' almost

shouted the landlord, as the minute hand ad.
vanecd to the desired point.

The barber arrived ; he was naturally a talk*
ative man,—and when the doctor made some
casual remark, reflecting upon the quality of
the instrument he was about to use, lie re.
plied—

4 A h ! ha! no, Monsieur, you say very bad
to razor—tres beautiful—eh 7—look—look—
very fine isn't she 7'

1 Here she goes—there she goes !' screamed
the landlord, his hand waving on—on, and his
face gathering a smile, and his whole frame in
re ad in ens to be convulsed with joy. '

The baibcr was amazed. Here she goes—
there she goes !' he responded in the best Eng.
lish he could use—' Vare 7 varc shall I begin 1
Vat is dat he say 7'

4 Shave his head at once!' interrupted the
doctor, while the lady sank into a chair.

Here she goes—there she—go!' for the last
time cried the landlord, as the clock struck the
hour of nine, and ho sprang from his seat in an
ecslacy as he skipped about the room—

4 I've ono it!—I've won it!'
4 What?' said the bar keeper.
4 What?' echoed the doctors.

What?' re-echoed the wife,
4Why, the wages—fifty dollars!' But cast-

ing his eyes round the room, and missing the
young men who induced him to watch the
clock, he asked his bar.keeper—

Where are those young men who supped
here last night 7 oh 7 quick, where are they 7

4 They went away in their wagon nearly an
hour ago, sir !' was the reply.

The truth flashed like a thunderbolt through
his mind. They had taken his pockotbook
with the one hun'lrcd and seven dollars therein
and decamped—a couple of swindling sharp-
ers, with wit to back them. The story is rife
on all men's tongues in the neighborhood where
this affair occurred ; but we regret that the
worthy landlord in endeavoring to overtake the
rascals, was thrown from his wagon, and so
severely injured as to be confined to his room
at the present moment, where he can watch the
pendulum of his clock at his leisure.

From the Neio York Gazette.
Tho story of the Old Clock has excited tho

mirth of the community to such an extent, that
any light which can be thrown upon its history
must be received with avidity. The accom-
panying sketch contains what may be consid-
erod an approximation lo tho leading idea of
the very ingenious trick practised upon our host
of the Third Avenue.

The literary world has thus an additional
proof of the wonderful coincidence which is
sometimes discovered in the productions of wri-
ters of different countries and epochs. The
tale of Waltic Dron I discovered in an old scrap
book where it is inserted in the shape of a news-
paper slip, and has been in the possession of
its present owner for years. The originality of
the contributor in the Sunday Morning News
must be now considered as established most dis-
tinctly, and the frequenters of our theatres
should redouble their hilarity at the new found
merits of this excellent juku. However, "here
she goes."

THE BARBER OF DUNSE.
A gentleman possessing an uncommon share

of wit and humor, had occasion to lodge for
tho night, in company with some friends, at
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the inn of a town which for certain reasons we
shall denominate Dunse. Requiring the servi-
ces of & barker, ha was recommended to Wai.
ter Dron, who waa represented as not only
•killed in that profession, but excellent at
stacking a joke or telling a story. This func
tivmary being forthwith introduced, made such
a display of his oral and manual dexterity as to
leave on the mind, aa well as tlie body of his
customer, a very favorable impression, and in-
duccd the latter to invite him to sit down to a
friendly glass. The circulation • of the bottle
tended to show off the barber in his happiest
mood, and the facetious gentleman amid the
general hilarity thus add teased him :

•Now Walter, I.engage to give youa guinea
OB the following terms—that you leap backward
and forward over your chair, for the epaoe of
half an- hour—leisurely yet regularly ̂ -crying
out at every leap, 'here goes I, Waller Dron,
barber of Dunse;' but should you utter any
thing else in the time specified, you forfeit the
reward.' (S '•

Walter, though no doubt surprised at the ab-
eurdity of the proposal, yet considering how
easily he could earn the guinea, and the im-'
probability that such an opportunity would ever
again present itself, agreed to the stipulations.

•The watch was set, and the barber, having
stripped off his coat, leaning with one hand on
the back of bis chair, commenced leaping over
the seat, uniformly repealing in an exulting
tone the words prescribed.

After matters had gone on thus smoothly for
about five minutes, the gentleman rang the bell
and thus accosted the waiter :

'What is the reason, sir, you insult me by
sending a mad fellow like that, instead of a
proper barber as you pretended he was ?'

Barber, (leaping)—'Here goes I, Walter
Dro*i, barber of Dunee.'

Waiter.—'Oh sir, I dont know what is the
matter ; I never saw him in thjs state before.—
Mr. Dron, Mr. Dron, what do you moan ?'

Barber.—'Here goes I, Waller—•
Waiter.—'Bless me, Mr. Dron, recollect

these are gefttlemen, how can you make such a
fool of yourself.'

Barber.—'Here goes I——'
Landlord, (entering in haste).—'What the

devil, sir, is all this ? The fellow is mad.—
How dare you insult gentlemen in my houau by
such conduct V

Barber.—Here goes I, Walter Dren—'
Landlord.—'I eay Bob, run for his wife, fur

this can't be put up with. Gentlemen, the man'
is evidently deranged, and 1 hope you will not
let my house be injured by this butfineBs.'

Barber.— Here goeB—r

Wife, (pushing in.)—Oh! Walter, Walter,
what's this, that's come ower ye ? Do you not
ken ycr ain wife V

Barber —Here goes I—'
Wife (weeping).-r-Oh 1 Walter, Walter! If

ye care.ua for me, mind yor bairns at home,
and come-away with me.1

Barber —'Here goon 1, Wai—'
Tne afflicted wife nov claspod her husband

round the neck, and hung on him so effectually
as to resist his further progress. Much did
poor Walter struggle to shake off his loving but
unwelcome spouse, but it was now 'nogo*—his
gallopii g was at an end.

'Confound you for an idiol!' he bitterly ex-
claimed, I never could win a guinea so easily
in iny life.'

It is only necessary to add, that the explana-
tion which immediately eii«ued, was much more
satisfactory to mine host than the hater's bet-
ter half, and that the gentleman restored Wal-
ter to his usual good humor, by generously re-
warding - his exertion with .the well earned
guinea.—Scotch paper.

Distinction with and without a Difference.—
Distinction with a difference :—" I bave no ob
jection," said a leveller, that the ranks below

. me should be preserved juet as ih«y arcjiow,
but I wish to have none above me ; arid this is
my notion of a fair and perfect piqualily." An
instance of distinction without a difference was
offered by the Irishman, who,, having legs of
different sizes, ordered his boots to be made ac-
cordingly. His directioiis were obeyed ; but,
as he had the smallest-boot on his largest leg,
he exclaimed, pctulently, "confound the fellow I
I ordered him to make one larger than the oth.
er and, instead of that, he has made one smal-
ler than the other."

Hints to Lovers.—If a youth is wooingly dis-
posed towards any damsel, as he values hio hap-
piness let him follow my advice- Gallon the
lady when she least expects him, and take note
of the appearance of all uiat is under her controj-
Observe if the shoe fits neatly-if the gloves are
clean, and the hair well polished. Arid I would
forgive a man for breaking off an engagement,
if he discovered a greasy novel hid away under
the cuMiion of a sofa, or a hole in the garniture
of the prettiest foot in the world. Slovenliness
will over be avoided by a well regulated mind,
as would a pestilence. A woman cannot be
what is called dressed, particularly on.- in mid-
dle or humble life, where her duly, and it is con-
sequently to be hoped, her pleasure lies, in sup-
erintending and assisting in all ,domestic mat-
ters ; but she may be always neat,—well appoin-
ted. And as certainly as a virtous woman is a
crown of glory to her husband so in a slovenly
one a crown of ifi.orns.—Mfs. C. Hill.

Contentment.—Forgot not, O man! that thy
station on earth is appointed by the wisdom of
the Eternal ; who knoweth thy heart, who seeth
the vanity'or'al) thy wishes, and who often, in
mercy, denielh thy requests.

Yet for all reasonable desires, ,for all honest
endeavors, his benevolence hath esiablished, in
the nature, of things, a probability of success.

The uneasiness thou feelest the misfortune
tliou bewailest, behold the root from whence they
spring—evun thine own folly, thine own pride,

.thine own distempered fancy !
Murmur not, therefore, at the dispensation of

God, but correct thine own heart: neither say
within thyself, " If I had wealth or power, or
leisuiR'-I should be happy ;" for know, they all
bring to their several possessors their peculiar
inconveniences.

The poor man seeth not the vexations and anx-
ietiefiofthe rich; he feeleth not the difficulties
and perplexities of power, neither knowclh he
the wearisomenrss of leisure ; and therefore- it is
that he repinetfi at his own lot.

Thou shall learn, that the cup of felicity pure
and unmixed, is by no means a draught for
mortal man. Virtue is the race which God hath
sent him to run, and happiness the gaol, which
none can arrive at till lie hath finished his

JPihe Extract —Thu wreath of the bard may
wither ; the creation of the sculptor moulder in-
to dust ; the throne of the conqueror may be
(shivered, by an opposing p iwei", into atoms ;
ilie fame of the warrio • may no longer be
hym i'd by the recording minstrrl ; the hope of
ih-> youth may br; disappointed'; but that which
hallows the collate and s'teds a glory around
thi' palace, (vjiiTUK ) shall never decay. It is
celi'braied by the angels of ($od ; jt is written
on thu pillars of Heaven and reflected down to
earth. The rock-oracker, who -possesses it, is
m ire noble than the inlrigueing statesman. I
would rather have the 'in '•» ard gloiy' with which
the poor man 'is crowned,' than overshadow
the world wilh my martial banners.' I would
not exchange his lot for the reputation of a
Raphael;..the inspiration of a Byrnn ; the elo.
quence of a Mirabeau, or the intellect of a Ba-
con. I may be despised here, but if J possess
it, then shall I tower above them all, when the
guilty shall tremble in their secret places, as
they behold the 'heavens roll together as a
scroll.'

If you want to make a fool of a man, first see
f you can oasily flitter him { and if you can

succeed, your purpose ie half gained.
Secure the approbation of the aged, and you

will otijoy the confidence if not the love of the
young. "--^

Our affections and our pleasures resemble
those fabulous trees described by St. Oderie the
fruits which they bring fortrr are no sooner ri.
pened into maturity than they are transformed-
into birds and fly away.

•# : '

Lawyer W.while entering his cold bed in a cold
winter night, exclaimed, of all the ways of get.
ting a living, the worst a man could follow,
would be going about town in «uch nights as
this and getting into bed for folks '.

I wish you would give me that gold ring on
your finger, uaid^a villuge>dandy to a country
girl, "for it resembles the tinralion of my love
for you—ii has no end," "Excuse me sir," said
she, " I choose to keep it, for it is likewise cm.
btematical of mine foi you—it^bas no beginning.

M
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.—We are happy to learn that our
friend RUSSELL, the vocalist, proposes a visit to
our city^in a few days. Others may please, but
it is left for him alon« to charm. His voice is
unique. It can neither be excelled nor imitated.
He is the very best vocalist in the United States,
without any "equivocation or mental reserva-
tion." Oat citizens are always delighted to
hear him ; and we are sure that whenever ho
docs come amongst ua, he will be greeted with

; full houses, as of yore.

The Old Clock.—We publish to-day [says the
Harrisburg (Penn.) Intelligencer,] one of the
most amusing sketches we have seen for years.
When we rea.d it, we were reminded of 3 8tor"y.
we had somewhere read, of a certain barber who
was employed Id jump over a chair in pretty
much the same manner that the worthy-landlord
was employed to keep lime with the clock, and
with similar results. Since " the Old Clock"
has been in type we have met the barber story
again in one of our exchanges, and will insert
it in our next. . If nora plagiarism, " the Ol
Clock" possessesiadditional merit, but Certain!
there is a great coincidence between the two
skutches. The Clock- .story has J»een dramati-
zed in New York city.

" Preaching and Hearing,"—A new work, by
THOMAS H. SKiNN&R,,designed to aid the preach-
er awd hearer; the preacher, in matter and man-
ser, and the hearer, in understanding and con-
equent action,' is before us. The author adl
heres, generally, to the practice of the moa,
eminent of mod ern rwivalists. His style may
with few exceptions, be pronounced elegant
and finely adapted to the subject. His reason,
ing, specially on " rbili'ty," is close and poini-
ed, amounting almost to subtilty. The work i«
characterized by candor and earnestness, indis.
pi-nsable requisites for every one who is dealing
with the highest interests of man. For sale at
WM. AJLLINQ'S. NO. 12 Exchange street.

IfcF Until the film was stricken from thn'eyci
of Homei's Diomed, he could not .behold th©
tine texture of the colestail forme. So until
the film is purged from the mantal vision, i' is
impossible to comprehend the rich-excelleuciea
of pure religion.

ETJealousy is the mother of detraction ;
and mankind rather condemn than approve.

EXTRACTS FROM BULWER.
Never chase a lie, for if you keep, quiei^,

truth will eventually overtake and destroy it.
Never trust a person who solicits your con.

fidence, for in all probability ho will betray
you.

Mr. H. Russell's Concert.—We were much
gratifi d in witnessing'a wry full and fashion-

••able audience assembled in ClericII'K Concert
Room, on Monday evening, at the Coi-cer*. uf
his hicrlily accomplished Composer and V-oea.
list. The select ion waa as various in c 'arncter
as it was generally excellent in^the performance.
Among the various pieces which Mr. Russell
favored us with, was one which can never be
erased from the mrnory. We a'lude to th*
Maniac. There are passages in this piece which
.Mr. Russell 'executes,'such as we never heard
before. There was a'noatnt-ss and precision,
and at the same time unerring truth of intena-
tion that wore as astonishing as they Wbre sat-
isfactory. We hope Mr. Russell will often be
induced to favor our citizens with his excellent
music. We know of few persons who deserve
the estecBi and rSfpeol of our community more
than Mr. H. Russell, whom wo shall always weK
come to Auburn.—Auburn Jour.
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THE GEM
COMMUNICATION.

M R . EDITOR—I attended the exhibition of
Mr. Brittan's School at Concert Hall, on
Thursday evening, and can bear witness to the
•ble manner in which it was conducted and
passed off. Although the weather was unpro-
pilious yet the room was well filled, and the
order and quiet attention of the assembly, be.
spoke the interest which they took in the ex-
ercises.

The various selected pieces were well spoken
—some of them exceedingly so. The orato.
fical powers of many of the young gentlemen
were admirably displayed, and the energy which
they excibited on the occasion but added to the
interest of the same.

The originals were all well written, and de-
livered witti becoming ease and dignity. The
tone and temper of the large part of them plain-
ly indicated, that should the powers of their
minds receive proper attention, they could in
days to come add beauty and grandeur to the
»nany literary productions with which our coun-
try is now favored.

These exhibitions are admirably calculated
to strengthen the Pupils, and they should be
vei l attended, as in fact they always are, by
our citizens. This together with others with
which we have been favored of-late, shows
that our citizens are not wanting in the proper
attention to the education of their children.

PHILO.
Written for tht Gem .

A FRAGMENT.
'Twaa night—and such a night as earth ne'er

saw before. Murky clouds veiled the fair face
of heaven, and gave to pitchy darkness still a
deeper dye. The moon had fled—the stars had
closed their eyes, for deeds were doing they
dared not look upon. The gods of elements
were abroad. jEolus exulting led forth his le-
gions howling from their dark caverns—Nep-
tune foaming with rage roared madly, as he
contended with his rock-bound prison. The
incensed Thunderer drawn by his winged steeds
in his serial chariot, flashing lightning from his
eyes, bellowing forth his mandates—and ever
and anon the demoniac shouts of Ate, and the
fiendish laughter of Hecate and her crew were
heard above the tempest. For a time the pure
streams turned stagnant and ceased to flow,—
the mountains trembled—the forest dropped its
leaves—the flowers lost their fragrance and with,
ered, and all nature became desolate. In glee
serpents hissed-liarpies screamed-and satyr's re.
veled beneath the branches of the deadly Upas.
Domestic beasts trembling crept near the abode
of men. The lion relinquished his half eaten
pCey—the tiget forgetful^ of his fierceness ran
howling to his lair—and even the hyena desert-
ed his repast of dead men's bones. Man alone
pf all earth's creatures slept. But still he slept
»« if the boding of tome half unknown calami-
ty brooded o'er his mind. The aspiring youth
muttered of blasted hopes, long cherished—
young., fair and gifted maidens, would start and
trembling weep their injured innocence—and
mothers, too, would half awake, and while they
«loeer pressed their little nurslings to their
breast*, would breath still another prayer for
tUfir protection. Oh such a night—hell yawn
i d and gave lo earth the SLANDERER.

Alexander, 1839.

There is a great deal of poetry in the butter
trade, as we learn from a Providence grocer,
who advertises a lot "o f a prcposseB.sing color,
•ad sweet as morning roses newly washed with
dttt." .

A man in Fall river had a goose stolen from
fchnlast week, which he had owned twenty-

years! A real tough 'un.

Plain Diet.—This is what children ought on
every account to be accustomed to, trom the
very first. It is vastly more for their present
health and comfort, than those little nice things,
with which fond parents flare so apt-to vitiate
their appetites ; and it will save them a great
deal of mortification in after life. If you make
it a point, to give them the best of every thing ;
to pamper them with rich cakeB, and sweet
meats, and sugar plumbs ; if you allow them
to say, with a scowl, 'don't like this, and I can't
eat that,' and then go away and make them a lit-
tle toast, or kill a chicken for their dainty pa-
lates, depend upon it you are doing them a great
injury ; not only on the score of denying them
a full muscle and of a rosy cheek ; but of form-
ing one of the most inconvenient habits
that they can carry along with them in after
life. Belter, far, to put them upon water gruel,
or brown bread, till their appetite cornea, and
they can be satisfied with such food as others
eat at the same table. If you learn your chil.
dren to " eat whatj is set before' them, asking
no questions," they will always find something,
among whatever class of people they may af.
terwards be thrown, upon which they can make
a comfortable meal; whereas, if you allow them
to mince and find fault at our own table, when
they come to leave you, they wiil not half the
time, find any thing they can eat, and thus you
will prepare them to go ehafirigand grumbling
aleng through life, the veriest Blaves, almost, in
the world.

Conjugal Pastimes.—We heard of an old Blue
Beard of a fellow who enjoyed infinite sport in
tickling his wife to death, in which manner he
made away with about as great & number as that
notable personage himself; A gentleman in the
upper part of this city, though not with the
same diabolioal intent, thought to have a little
amusement at the expense of his lady, and so
proposed to give her an elegant silk dress, if she
would hold her fi iger ten minutes in a mixture
of salt and snow. The offer was readily accep-
ted, and the experiment commenced. "It is
cold said the lady. "Take it out then," said
the husband "But the drcsn ?" "Ah, you will
lose it," said the husband "I must have it," said
the lady, and she persevered most heroically till
the ten minutes expired, when, on withdrawing
her finger, it might have been as easily broken
off as any finger on the hand of Lot's wife,
being completely frozen ; and the husband has
the double amusement of paying a round bill lo
his doctor. This instance of perseverance is
excelled only by that of the lady who threatened
if her husband refused her request to attend an
entertainment, to cut off one of her fingers, and
on his refnsal actually carried her threat into
execution ; both abundantly proving the truth of
the old couplet concerning woman, that

"When she will, she will—you may depend on't
Whrcn she won't, she won't—and there's an end on't.

—Alb Tran.

Haydn.—An anecdote, well worth recording,
is related of Haydn, the great composer, who
on one occasion, went into a music store, in
Leicester, and after looking at a variety of his
own pieces, said he wanted something better.
"Do you see they are by Haydn?" asked the
shop-keeper, a fervent admirer of that artist.
'•Well, sir, I do,'' was the reply ; "but I wish
for something better." "Better!" indignantly
cried the enthusiastic amateur; "a gentleman
of your taste I am not anxious to serve ;" and
he was turning away, when the ''hard customer'
made known that he was Haydn himself.

Personal Cleanliness.—" A scrupulous attcn
tion to cleanliness, " says an English Journal,
" is among the surest means of restoring health
t<> those who are sick, and securing il to those
who are well." " A Frenchman in the mid-
dling rank of life," says one, "oftenputs on a
dirty shirt over a clean skin ; but an English-
man, of the same condition, still oftener puts,
on a clean shirt over a dirty skin." As sarcas-
tic as this may appear, says the Mod ical Jour-
nal, we arc disposed lo apply the same remark
to nine-tenths of the laboring class in our own
couutryf and to this source we attribute the
prevalence of many complaints among them.—
Bait. Trans.

Capital Retort,—Prentice has the following ,
The editor of the Louisville Journal should

eiiher be hung or transported.—Pa. Democrat.

Please get hung yourself and we shall certain
Iy be transported.

Written for the Gem.

Why is it we so oft distrust
The spark which in us lies—

Surrounded, clogged, 'tis true, with dust,
Yet destined for the skies?

Why feel ourselves so abject, weak—
Our highest aims so low,

We scarcely dare our feelings speak,
Scarce let our reason flow 1

Were talents given us for naught 1
Is mental toil a shame 7

Oh when was bliss with riches bought 7
With pleasure—or a name?

No—let the worldling tell his g o l d -
Let fashion's minion weur

Chains which e'en make the heart grow old
Before the miser's care.

Let bunk claim homage, vainer still,
Let e'en the gifted seek

Their fame—from any earth born rill,
Its source the drought will spenk.

On high! on high! ye heavenly taught—
Soar upward in your flight!

Earth's inspirations all are frught
With clouds which bear the light.

Mouut up ! mount up! ye eagle winged !
Tune'high your well toned lyres !

Let your best notes for heaven be string'd
Lighted with holy fires.

Millvale.N Y. O.

Written for the Gem.

ON THE DEATH OF MRS. H****T K***»*L.

Well may ye weep, ye stricken band !
The soul of that loved one

Hath passed unto the spirit land—
" The bourne whence none return."

A void is left that many years,
To fill, in vain may roll;

To give its sorrow vent in tears
Will soothe the bleeding soul.

Then weep; ye oft shall miss her form
Around the evening hearth;

Her winning smtle, her greeting warm
No more shall.eheer on earth.

Weep, mother, weep ; the turf, the stone
Are o'er thy daughter^ head !

Thy fair, thine own beloved one
Is sleeping with the dead!

Weep, husband, weep; ihy gentle wifa
Shall meet thee now no more !

Drear midnight shrouds thy morn of life,
Thy household joys are o'er!

Weep, sisters, weep, ofher bereft,
Ye held so fondly dear;

For Blie hath passed away and left
Ka h heart how sad and drear !

Aye, weep ; for brief the warning given ;
Health spread its rainbow round her,

But death hath come and rudely rent
Each tender tie that bound her !

She passed from earth alone, alone,
To the dread bar of God !

No friend, no kind and faithful one
The dark path with her trod!

A voice now collcth from the dead,
To you ye mourning band;

Ye too must BOOR that lone path tread.
Before that bar must stand.

It soundeth from her early tomb,
And sneaketh from her sod—

" In life'fc bright morn, in henlth's fresh bloom,

Fr pare to meet your God!"

Rochester, April 5,1839. S. J. C.

Long Yarn.—Ji. thread 169 miles in length
may now be spun from a single pound of cotton
by the application of steam.

A mystery unravelled.—Mr. Winicker, of Co-
lumbus, Ohio, has, it is affirmed, made a great
improvement in teaching music, via., by inapa,
illustrative of the mathematical division of
sounds, the semitones, niBj ir and miqor scabs
being thus intelligible at a glance, including
contrapnnto, &-c. If he has accomplished thia
desideratum, he is the first; fur we never saw a
professor yet who could make the thing in ten.
gible.—Star.
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GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.

We know not to whom credit should DO given for the
following hvmn, which for sublimity of thougliLand
beauty of expression, we do not recollect to haye seen
eqatled. It lias been written many years—Pittsburgh

HYMN TO THE STARS.
Aye! there ye shine, and there have shone,

In one eternal 'hour of prime,'
Each rolling, burningly, alone,

Through boundless space and countless time.
Aye! there ve shine, the gotdcn«jdews

That pave the realms by seraphs tro I!
There, through vour echoing vnult diffuse

The song of choral worlds to God.

Ye visable spirits! bright as erst
Young Eden's birlhnightsaw ye shine,

On all her flowers and fountains first,
Ye sparkled from the hand divine -,

Yes! bright as then ye smiled to catch
The music of a sphere BO fuir,

To hold your high immortal watch.
And gird your God's pavi.lion there.

Gold frets to dust; yet there ye are;
Time rots the linmond j.the.e ye roll

On primal light as if each star
EnBhrined an everlasting soul.

And do they not 7. Since yon bright throng
One all enlightning spirit own ;

Praised there by pure siderial tongues,
Eternal, glorious, blest, alone.

Could man hut see what ye have seen,
Unfold awhile the shrouded past,

From all that is, to what has been,
The glance how rich, the range Jiow vast!

The birth of lime, the rise, the fall
Of Empires; myriads, ages, flown ;

Thrones, cities, tongues, arts, worships ; all
The thing whose echoes art: not gone.

Ye saw red ZoroaBter send
His soul into your mystic reign;

Ve saw the adoring Sabtan band,
The living-hills his mighty fane.

Beneath his blue and beaming sky.
He Worshipped at our lofty shrine.

And deemed he saw with gifted eye,
The godhead, in his works divine.

And there ye shine, as if to mock
The children of an earthly sire;

The storm, the bolt, ilie earthquakes shock.
The red volcano's cat'ract fire.

Drought, famine, plague and blood, and flame,
All nature's ills, and life's worst woes,

Are naugth to you ; ye smile the same,
And scorn alike their dawn and close.

Aye! there ye roll, emblem sublime
Of Him whose spirit o'er us movcp,

Beyend the cloud of grief and crime,
Still shining on the wor.d he loves.

Nor is one scene to mortals given.
That more divides the soul and sod,

Than you, proud heraldry of heaven.
You burning blazonry of God.

The following lines, which disclose their subject in
the beginning, were handed us yesterday morning, by
the Rev. Waiter Colton, of the United States Navy.—
That officer, much as he has produced that is good, has
never excelled this effusion. It is touching—it is beau-
tiful.

From the Philadelphia Gazette.
STANZAS:

Suggested by a recent instance of suicide, resulting from
the despair of disappointed affection.

No tears regret may shed for thee
Can now avail to save!

No smiles, that love may now decree,
Can light thy lowly grave;

All dnrk tint dee J that drained the bowl,
And freed from earthly ill the soul—

Uncalled by him who gave!
Yet blighted hopes and passion plead \
And erring pity veils the deed!
What now to thee that envied hearth,

That sweet surviving thrall?
Alike the voice of wail or mirth.

Where death's dim shadows fall;
The all, which love could once rep -y.
With thy own heart hath passed away i

Nor may it now recall
More than a fuint nnd fitful beam.
To light thee back in inein'ry's dream.

But they, who never lov'd as thou.
May doubt, in their dismay,

If reason, on viiy burning vow,
Poured its diviner ray :

They only knew that feebler flame,
Which moat may quench and all may tame,

In their les.»senaute clay ;
And deem the heart may calmly bear
Tnefiienzied grief of love's despair.

There is in ruined hopes a leaf,
By others all unread,

Portrayed in characters of grief,
That paint the early dead.

Dim words, that with a prophet tone,
O'er all, where light and love have shone,

Their sable shadows spread -,
And such to thee the future rose,
When crime escaped its omen'd woes.

What passed with thy departing breath,
In shape of hurried prayer,

Unknown to.thcau, who watched till death
Had left its stillness there;

It may have been A pleading tone,
That winged its way to Mercy's throne—

Unquenched by guilt's despair—
And won, with its availing tears.
The meed of long repentant years,

W . C . , U .S . Navy.
Philadelphia, Feb. S3.

TO THE I HIST SPRING BIRD.
Blue Bird • on yon.leafless tree,
Dost thou carol thus to me,
'Spring is coming!—Spring is here!1

Say'st thou BO, my birdie dear V >
What is that in misty shroud,
Stealing from the darken'd cloud 7
Snow!—my friend!—it gathers round
Deeply o'er the whiten'd ground,—
Still thou singest blittie and clear,
• Spring is coming!—Spring is here (•

Slrik'st thou not too bold a strain t.
Winds arc piping o'er the plain.
Clouds are sweeping o'er the sky,
With a black and threat'ning eye,
Urchins, by their frozen rill,
Wrap their -nnntles closer still,
Yon pour man, with doublet old,
Doth he shiver at the cold?
Hath he not a nose of blue 7
Tell me, birdling, tell me true.

Spring's a mnrie of mirth and glee,
'Rosy wreaths and revelry,—
Hast thou woo'd some winged love
To a nest in verdant grove ?
Sung to her, of greenwood bower,
Sunny skies that never lower?
Liir'd her wiih thy promise fair,
Of a lot that knows no care?
Prythee, bird, in coal of blue.
Though a lover—tell her true.

Ask her,if when sorras are long,
She can'sing a chetrful song—
When the rude wiends rock the tree.
If she'll closer cling to thee,—
Then the blast* that sweep the sky
Unappall'd shall paes thee by,—
Thn' thy ciirtain'd chamber show
Sittings of untimely snow.
Warm and glad thy heart shall be.
Love shall make it Spring for thee.

Hartford, Conn., Jan. 25,1839.
L. H. S.

THE WIDOW'S MITE.
BY L. E. L.

And hesaid. of a truth, I say unto, you, that this poor
widow hath cast in inorotlian they all. St. Luke xxi. 3.

It is the fruit of waking hours
When others are asleep, *

When moaning round the low thatch'd roof,
The winds of winter creep."

It is the fruit of summer days
Pent in the gloomy room.

When others are abroad to taste
The pleasant morning bloom.

'TIB given from a scanty store,
And miss'd while it is given :

'Tis given—for the claims of earth,
Are less than those of heaven.

Few, save the poor, feel for the poor,
The rich know not how hard

It is to be of needful food,
And needful rest debarred.

Their paths are paths ofpIenteousneM,
They sleep on beds of down,

And never think how heavily
The weary head lies down.

They know not of the scanty meal
With small pala faces round;

No fire upon the cold damp hearth.
When snow is on the ground.

They never by their window Bit,
And see the gay pass by ;

Yet take their weary work ngain,
Though with a-mournful eye.

The rich they give—they miss it not—
A blessing cannot be,

Like that which rests, thotf widow'd one,
Upon thy gift and thee.

FAREWELL OF THE SOUL TO THE BODY.
DT MRS. 8IOOURKEV.

Companion dear! the hour draws nigh,
The sentence epceds--to die. to die;
So long in mystic union held,
So clone with strong embrace compell'd,
How can'st ihou hear the dread decree,
That strikes thy clasping nerves from mo 1

To him who on this mortal shore.
The same cncirculing vestment wore;
To Him I look, to Him I bend.
To Him thy shuddering frame commend.

If I have ever caused thee pain,
The throbbing lirenst. the burning brain,
With cares and vigils turn'd thee pale
And scorn'd thee when thy strength did fail,
Forgive! foisivi; ! thy tnsk doth cease,
Friend ! lover ! let us part in peace.

That tlmu did'st sometimes check my force,
Or trifling stay mine upward course.
Or lure fr >m Heaven my wavering trust,

'Or bow my drooping wins to dust,—
I blame thee not; the strife is done,
I knew thou wert tin: weaker one.
The vase of earth, the trembling clod,
Constrained to hold the breath of God.

Well hast thou in my service wrought.
Thy boon huth mirrnr'd forth my thought;
To wear mv smile thy lip hath giow'd.
Thy tear to speak, my sorrows flow'd ;
Thine eai hath borne me rich supplies
Of sweetly varied melodies;
Thy bands my prompted deeds have done,
Thy feet upon my errands run;—
Yes, thou hint mnrk'iil my bidding well,
Faithful and true < farewell, farewell.

©o to tfiy rest. A quiBt'nert
Meek mother Earth with fliwers shall spread.
Where I no more thy sleep can break
Wilh fever'd dream, nor rudely wake
Thy wearied eye.

Ob! quit thy hold
For thou art faint, and chill'd and cold,
And long thy grasp and groan of pain
Have bound me pitying in thy chain,
Tho' angels urge me hence to soar,
Where 1 shall shnre thy ills no more.
Yet we shall meet. To sooth thy pain,
Remember we shall meet again,
Quell with this hope the victors sting
And keep it as asigrcetring.
When tijcdire. worm shall pierce thy breast.
And naught bul ashes mark thy rest,
When stars ehall tall and skies grow dark,
And proud suns quench fchei'" glow-worm spark,
Keep thou that-hopft to light thy eloora,
'Till the lust trumpet rend the tomb.
Then elialt thou glorious rise and fair,
Norspoi, nor stain, nor wrinkle bear,
And 1, wilh hovering wing elate,
The bursting oi the bonds shall Wait;
A ndlircathe the welcome of the sky
'• No more to part, no more to die,
Co-lieir of liniiiortality."

A NAME IN THE SAND.

BT r . H . GOULD.

Alone I walk the ocean strand,
A pearly shell was in my hand,
I stooped, and wrote upon the sand

My name, the year, the day:
As onward from the spot I passed,
One lingering look I fondly cast;
A wave came rolling high and fast,

And washed my lines away.

And so, methought, 'twill shortly be
With every mark on earth from me!
A wave of dark oblivion's sea

Will sweep across the place
Where I have trod the sandy shore
Of time'; and been, to be no more;
Of me- my day—the name I bore.

To leave no track nor trace.

And yet. with Him who counts the sands,
And holds the waters in his hands,
I know a lasting record stands,

Inscribed agninst my name.
Of all this mortal part has wrought;
Of all this thinking soul has thought,
And from these fleeting momeuU caught,

For glory, or for shame!

Affection is to be always distinguished from
hypocrisy, as being the art of counterfeiting
those good qualities which we might with in-
nocence and safety be known to want. Hypoc-
risy is the necessary burthen of villainy—-
affection part of the chosen trappings of folly.

MARRIED.
In Chili, on the 3rd instant, by the Rev. Mr. 8hort,

Mr. Ben]. Wells, to Miss Sabra ti. Bowen, all of'he
above place.

In Avon, 14th Feb. by Rev. O. Roberts, Mr. D. B.
Whaley, to Miss Catharine F. Martin, all of Avon.

On the 30th ult., at West Avon, by the Rev. Mr.
Pierpbint, Mr. W. S. Brown, of Rochester, to Miss
Harriet A. Whiting, of the former place.

At Greece, on the lOih instant, by Rev. Mr. Clapp,
Mr. William Murray, to Miss Lucy Reed.

At the rc6id.rnce of Capt. Chester Scott, in Elba, on
the 19ih inst.. by the Rev. James A. Bolles, Rector of
St. James' Church, Bissell Humphrey, Esq. to Mrs.
Eliza Carpenter.

In Uatavia, on the 21st inst., by the Rev. J. A. Boltei,
Mr. E. F. Lewis, to Miss C. A. Kellogg.

In Batavin, omhe.2d instant, by Nathan Read, E«q.
Mr. Ruggles Hubbard, to Miss Mary Benzony. all of
Batavia.

O" 1 0 0 subscribers to tl>c Cluistian Journal wanted,
a religious pawr published in the city ef New York.—
I feel as though I should ccmr fur short of giving a re--
commendation which the Journal deserves if I should
attempt, and would therefore respectfully invite all of
our friends to call at the Jeweler's Shop of Mr. C. A.
Burr, and'examine a copy, or at my Landi Office, OB
Jones si reel, No. 7.

mar 16 T. SHELDON, Agent.

AGENTS FOR THE GEM AND AMULET.
ARTEMAS ENOS, Traveling Agent.

Luke Wells, Amber, Onondaga county, New York.
Z. Barney, Adams, Jefferson county, do do
S. P. Brock, Brnnchport. Yates county, do do
Cyrus P. !,ee, Buffalo. (P. O.) Erie co., do do
R. B. Brown, IJrowsvillo, Windsor co.. Vermont
Alonzo Bennett, Berrien, Bcrrien co.. Michigan.
(}. M Copeland, Clarendon. Orleans co., N«wYortt.
Miss E. A. Adams. Canandnigun, Ontario co. do do
E. Maxwell, lOlmira. Chemung co., ' do do
A. Powler, Fowlerville,Livlncstonco., do do
W. C. French, Gnmbier, Knox co., Ohio.'
S. Hunt Hunt's Hollow. Alleguny co., New York,
K. B. Warner, Lima, Livingston co., do do
Israel Pennington, Macon, Lennwa co., Michigan.
K. \ \ . Townscnd, Newark, Wayne co.. New Yorfck
P S. Church, Onkfield, fienesee co., d o d o
Henry Henion, Rusnville, Ontario co., do do
S. lieeve, Seneca Fulls, Stviecaco., do do

OFFICE OF THE GEM
O? BUWAL0 A$D STATE 8T8, ROCHiSTJUU
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From " Home," by Mist. Sedgtoick.

A HOME FOR THE HOMELESS.
[CONTINUED FROM PAGE 55.]

The Americans are sometimes reproached
with being deficient in that love for the home of
childhood, which is so general a feature of the
human race, that it was supposed to be univer-
sal, till an exception was made to our discredit.
If this be BO, (we believe it is not, at least in
New England, for which, alone, we can an-
swer.) it should be remembered, in palliation of
the unnatural sin, that bur homes are com para,
tively recent, not consecrated by the memories
of centuries, and that the Yankee boy, from the
earliest period of forecast, dreams of seeking
his fortune in the richer soij and kinder climate
which bis far spread country provides for him.
He goes, but his heart* lingers at the homestead.
Many a yeoman who has felled the trees of the
western forest have we heard confess, that
through weary months he pined with that bitter-
est of all maladies, homesickness; and that
even after years had passed, no day went by,
that his thoughts did not return to his father's
house, nor night that did not restore him to the
old place. And when age and hardship have
furrowed his cheek, and grayed and thinned his
hair, and bent his Bturdy frame, he may be seen
travelling hundreds and hundreds and hundreds
of miles to revisit " the old place,"— to linger
about the haunts of his childhood, and live over,
for a few brief days, the Gunny hours of youth.
Then (as we have heard him) he says, " I have
a rioher farm at the West, than any in New
England,—it is a wonderful growing country,—

my house is bigger than Colonel.il 's or
Doctor P 's," {the palaces of his native
village,) " but dear me ! it has not the pleasant
look of the old place."

And if it be true that our hearts are dead to
this love of " our own, our native land," why
is it that BO many, with the fire of enterprise
burning in their young bosoms, and the West
with mines of gold in its unbroken soil alluring
them, still linger about the old place,—still pa-
tiently plough oar stony hills, and subdue our
cold morasses? No, God has not denied, to
any of his creatures, from the time that the
eiiles of Judea hung their harps on the willows
of a strange land, to the present moment, that
strong love of birthplace which tempers, to the
native the fierce winds of the north, and the
fiercer heats of the Equator,—which equalizes
every soil, and gives that inimitable, that "pleas-
ant look" to the old place.

A few evenings after the family were quietly
established at the old place, and in a soft, fra-
grant June evening, they assembled on the piaz-
»a, just as the moon was rising above the hazy
line of mountain that bounded the eastern hor-
izon, and sending a flood of softened radiance
through the valley. " O," exclaimed Effie,
4t-how much bigger the moon looks, than it does
in New York !"

" That's because " said William, eager to
impart a little science which he had just acquir-
ed.

•» Pahaw, Willie ! I don'talways want to know
the cause; every thing here is bigger, and bright-
er, and pleaeanler, and sweeter than in New
York, because it in, and that is enough."

William appealed to his.father whether it
were not best always to find out the reason of
the thing.

" Certainly, my dear boy, if you can ; unless
like Effie, and Effie's father at this moment, you
•re so brimful of satisfaction that nothing can
»dd to it." , . . . „ , . . . « - »r

•• And do you think, fir," Mked Harry Nor-

ton, who was sitting .'with Alice at one end of
the piazza, under a closely woven honeysuckle,
" do you think you shall continue satisfied; with
your present tranquil enjoyments? Will you
not miss the occupation of'the office ?"

"No, I shall substitute the occupations of
my garden and farm, which are far more agree-
able to me."

"But will you not miss the excitements of
the city ?" v

" I think not, Harry. The excitements of
the country are underrated. Here nature is the
kind and healthful minister to the keen appetite
for sensation. The changes of the seasons, the
rising and setting of the sun, droughts and
floods, a good crop, a blight,—frosts and show-
era, are all excitements. In the country the tie
of human brotherhood is felt through the circle,
the social electric chain is bound so closely that
the ^vibration of every touch is felt. We not
only sympathize with the great joys and sorrows
of our neighbors, but in all the little circum-
stances that make up life. The whole village
was alive this afternoon with the running away
of Allen's horse ; and when they heard that the
widow Ray's boy, Sam, had been thrown from
the cart and injured, what sympathy was mani-
fested! what running to and from the widow's !
what profferings of aid, advice, and consolation!
'•The wreck of an omnibus in Broadway would
not have caused half so much commotion. The
children were as much excited by their berrying
frolic yesterday, as they would have been by a
visit to Scudder's Museum ; and they are as
eager to see Deacon Bennett's twin lambs, aa
they would be to see a Chinese, or a mysterious
or invisible lady."

" O, I do not doubt, sir, that children may find
excitement anywhere; but I speak of yourself
and Mrs. Barclay."

" Ah, Harry, it is a sad mistake that some
people, even at our time of life, make, te de-
pend on e»enl« for excitement. How can we
want for excitement in our brief lives, while
there is so much knowledge to be gained and so
much good to be done ? We have not here the
abject poverty and brutish ignorance that exrst
among the foreigners in the city, but the poor
we have always with us;' the poor, whose con-
dition may be raised ; the sick, whose suffer-
ings may be alleviated; the ignorant, who may
be instructed ; the idle and vicious, w-ho may be
reclaimed. The excitement must be within our-
selves in a respect for our species, in a deep, in-
exhauetible love for them."

" I ought to have known better," said Harry,
" than to ask you such an idle question, after
living with you eight years. I see but one de-
ficiency here; you will miss the society of

_ o, Harry, 1 think not. I confess that in
this matter of society, I have been somewhat
disappointed. There has not been so rapid an
improvement as I expected ; but we must have
patience. It takes time to change the forms ot
society; to give a new direction to a current
that has been wearing into its channel for cen-
tunes. Distinctions in our city are favored by
great disparities of fortune, and cherished per.
haps equally by the pale arrogance, and little
vanities of the exclusives, a»d the servile imita-
tions, the eager striving, the wa t of real inde.
pendonceand self respect in the second class.
You know,. Harry, that I have no fanciful ex-
pectations of st perfect equality, a dead level ;
this can only exist among such savages aa tne
Hottentots. But I believe the time will come,
- n o t in*iny day, perhaps not in y » » " . - b u t

h
l 1

will come, as soon as the social spirit of the
Christian religion is understood, when society
will only be an extension of the.intercourse o f
home, wneh we .hall meet together h* inl™*°
Vual intercourse, for the generous exchange of

knowledge and of all the charities of social lif
Then the just and full influence of mind anQ

heart will be felt on society, and then our reli-
gious emotions and affections will no longer be
kept for the closet and the church. But to re-
.lize those social benefits which our religion,has
yet in store for us, we must first realize that we
have a common nature and destiny. I have
made an harrangue, instead of giving a plain
answer to your question, whether I should not
miss the society of town. You know that
what is called society there, was inaccessible to
me While I was an actual printer with a mod-
erate fortune, I was without the barrier. The
mechanics in the city are unfortunately too
much absorbed in their occupations to care for
the pleasures of society, or to prepare their
children for it. We had, you know, a few val.
uable friends with whom we lived on terms of
intimacy; but our intercourse was very limited,
and we did not escape the reproach of being
unsocial. Now, in Greenbrook, society,—you
smile, Harry, but I do not mean soc.ety in tfte
conventional sense,—approaches my standard.
The intrinsic claims of each individual are
known and admitted. Whether a man be lawyer,
farmer or mechanic, matters not, if he be intel-
ligent and respectable. Mr. Barlow, one of the
most eminent lawyers in the sUte, does not es.
teem my family one grade below his,^and 1 *s-
teem no man's below mine provided—

" Ah, there is. a provided then, Bir l
" Stop, my dear fellow, hear me out'--Prfvi-

ded my neighbor is a man of good morals, that
he has knowledge and is willing to impart it, or
being ignorant, that he wishes to be enlighten,
ed! and provided he does not offend against the
usages of civilized society."

.'But is there not a barrier in what you call
he usages ef civilized society, that will_ be ef-

fectual against some of your rough neighbors ?
» I think not. They lack some f f ™m e n t

ampwssm
Esssm

^ k ^ C p H e a S , blushing. - that I
prefer him to all the world" s h a l l
V -That is quite enough, Alice. ana J
teller not tell P«uoulj«». « / J £ g B to Alice,
come, Harry, adjourn 3 ^ £ ' 7 £ / a a notion,
and hear me out. You know ^ ^ w e
that wherever we are P ' ^ l 0 a 8 B u m e th«
have a mission. I do no i n G r e e n .
inviduous character oi a * worker
brook. N o , b » a j ; ; ere< M a .
with my good fnendfli anflneig faeU

n y things they k j ^ ^ X u l d ' b . a schoolter than they. A" „ ' „ / i n this school muchof mutual instrucuon and tnthtie ^ ^

W^5
elevating

regulated home."
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62 THE GEM AND LADIES1 AMULET.
41 Xea, sir, and they might imitate you, if

there were naore Mr. and Mrs. Barclays in_the
world."

41 Ah, Harry, it is not the superior capacity
that accomplishes most, but setting out with a
firm purpose to attain a certain object. Your
mother, Alice, began life with a determination
to make a happy home. As she is not present,
I may say of her what she would not permit me
to say if she were here."

" O let me speak of her, sir," interrupted
Harry Norton.

" Let me speak of her," said the modest
Emily.

" O, 1 guess we all love to speak of mother,
if speaking means praising," cried little Effie.

Grandmamma's tremulous voice hushed all
others. " Her children arise up and call her
blessed,',"she said ; " 'her husband also, and he
praiseth her."'

" Yes, ma'am," said Harry ; " that and every
other' verse in Scripture that describe a virtuous
woman, might be applied to her; and those who
have not the natural rights of children might
rise up too and call her blessed,—those on whom
she has bestowed a mother's care and tender-
ness. And what, that woman should do. has she
left undone ? How faithfully she has perform-
ed all the duties of her lot; how generously un.
dertaken those that were not imposed on her-
What sense she manifested, whal beautiful order
and neatness in her domestic economy ; and in
a higher, moral economy, how she excels all
others. How she sees and foresees, provides
against all wants, avoid initations and jealous-
ies, economizes happiness, saving those Hllle
odds and ends that others waste. How she em-
ploys the faculties of all, brings the virtue of
each inl) operation, and if she cannot cure,
shelters faults. She shows each in the bust
light, and is herself the light that shines on all,
—the sun of her home."

" Do not flatter, Harry," said Mr. Barclay, in
a voice, however, which proved .that he felt this
was no flattery.

" O, Mt. Barclay," said Emily, " we must
sometimes spsbk out our hearts, or they would
bur'Bt !"

" I t is testimony, not flattery," added Harry.

CROSS.PURPOSES.
" The worst fault you have, is to be in love."

A letter was one morning brought to Mis
Barclay, while she was sitting amidst her family
She read it twice over, and then without speak,
ing laid it on the table. " No bad news, I hope
mother ?" said Alice, inquiringly.

" I t ought to be good news, Alice, and yet I
am afraid we shall all feel as if it were very
bad."

Mrs. Barclay took up the letter, and read i
aloud. It proved to be an application from a
Carolinian lady, to whom Emily had been re
commended as agovernness. There were three
young children to be instructed, and very gen-
erous'terms were offered. Mrs. Barclay made
no comments.
. " I am sure I ought to be very glad and
thankful." 6aid Ernily, in a voice that indicated
how far I ought was from I am.

" Glad and thankful," echoed Alice, " for an
opportunity to leave us, just as we have al
come to be so happy here ! No indeed, Emily
you shall not leave us now." *

" Now nor ever," thought Wallace, " if I can
prevent it." He looked eagerly towards his
mother, in the hope she would put in a discour
aging word ; but she did not speak, and ventur
ed to say, " It is very little in the lady's favor
that shu asks Emily to go •* the South at thii
season."

" That is quite conclusive against me project,
mother," said Charles.

" And why need she ever leave us, mother
Why not stay and teach us?"

" I have already taught you, dear Effic. all I
know."

" Ah, but now we are at Greenbrook, you
can have a new scholar."

" Who, Effie?" asked Emily, little aware o
the toils into which she was falling.

" Charles."
"And what in the world can I teach Charles?1
11 What you have taught all the rest of us,—

what you teach beet,—and without seeming t
try, too," 6

" And what can that be, Effie ?"
The little girl threw her arms round Emily'

neofc, and, looking fondly in her face, replied
" To Jove you."

Wallace was standing by the window, appa-
rently absorbed in playing with a pet squirrel
which Charles had tamed for Emily. His eye
involuntarily turned towards her, and encoun-
tered hers. A blush suffused her cheek. Wal-
lace flung the squirrel from him. " Did Bob
bite you !" asked Effie, observing the sudden
change of her brother's countenance.-

'• Yes,—no, no," he replied, and hurried out
of the room in no very tianquil frame of mind.
He went he knew not where, and did he knew
not what, till Alice ran down the s.eps of the
piazza, exclaiming, " Wallace ! Wallace ! don't
break off thos~e carnations ; don't you see how
nicelv Emily has shaded them from the sun to
preserve them as long as possible ? O what a
pity you have broken this off! Charles has.ta.
ken such pains to have it as fine as possible for
Emily."

" For Emily?"
There was a world of meaning in this concise

inquiry, but Alice did not comprehend it. "Yes
for Emily. What is there strange in that?
Emily is very fond of carnations."

The impetuosity which had appeared in out.
breakings of temper in Wallace's childhood,
was now manifest in dicision, energy, and ar-
dent affectionfi Natural qualities may be mod.
ified by moral education, not extirpated ;—the
stream may flaw, its course may be- directed.
"Come with me down this walk, Alice," said
her brother; " I have something to ask you,
and you must answer me frankly." His voice
became tremulous, but he proceeded ; -" Alice,
vou girls have a way of finding out one anoth-
er's feelings ;—I do not ask you to betray COIJ.
fidence, but you may have observed something,

there may have been some accidental betray-
al—te)l me at once, Alice."

"Tell you what. Wallac ?"
" You certainly understand me."
" Indeed I do not."
"Then in plain English, do you think Emily
"he stammered, but in plain English it must

be spoken, and he proceeded, " has any par.
tiality for Charles ?"

" Wallace !" exclaimed Alice, in whom the
truth now for the first time glimmered.

" Answer me truly, my dear sister; all I
want if, to know/the truth."

•• Why,—it is difficult to judge of Emily;
she has a way"of always laughing about such
matters. She is not in the least sentimental
you know."

•'Not foolishly sentimental, but she has
strong feelings."

" Very strong."
11 Then if she has a preference, I am sure she

must at some time have betrayed it."
" Not of course, Wallace. I am sure your

feelings are strong enough, and yet I never sus-
peeled—"

"There were reasons for that; but girls are
always confidential. Come, Alice, do put me
out of misery."

" If I could, Wallace."
" Then you do think she loves Charles ?"
" Yes, I think she cares more for him than

for any one else."
"I<!on't believe it!" The exclamation was

involuntary. Wallace was ashamed ; he tried
to keep down his rising heart. " I beg your
pardon, Alice," he said : " but—I may have
been dreaming ; what indications have you ob-
served ?"

" When we arc together, she talks ten times
as much of Charles, as of you." "That is no
proof," thought Wallace. " When he was at
Greenbrook and we in town," continued Alice,
" we agreed to write to him alternately; her
letter was already ready in time, filled and cross
ed, and often she wrote in my turn. Charles
used to say it was like being at home to got one
of her letters. To be sure there was nothing
particular in them ; they were such as a sister
might write."

Wallace thought over the only two letters he
had ever received jrom Emily. Snatches of let-
ters they were, rambling and indefinite ; but he
thought they were not such as a sister would
write, and he felt a painful sort of triumph in
thinking they were not. " A little circumstance
occurred not long ago," continued Alice, " that,
as I thought, let me into the real slate of Emi-
ly's feelings. The evening Harry of d I made
our engagement, we were walking on the Bait
tery all the evening. The family believed I had
been walking with Charles, and I did not feel
like undeceiving them; but when I went to our
room with Emily, it seemed as if my hear

would burst if I did not speak. 1 threw
arms around her neck, and called her my future

sister. SUe misunderstood me; I felt her tear8

on my cheek, and she said something about my
being too good, and Charles tod good, and all
that; so I was forced to relieve her embarrass,
ment, and tell plainly my meaning. I believed
she had only anticipated a little, for I was sure
Charles loved h&r; are you not, Wallace?"

" Yes, Alice,-loo sure; but I have been
strangely blind,—it never occurred to me till
within the last two hours. I am not equally
sure that—" Emily loves him, he would have
added; but he could not communicate the rea-
sons of his long cherished opinions, or rather
hopes, on the subject of Emily's affections, and
he abruptly turned away and left his sister to
solitary and painful reflections. " Poor Wal-
lace !" she thought, " it would have been far
easier for Charles to have gotten over it; his
feelings are so much more gentle and managea-
ble."

Hour after hour passed away while Wallace
unconsciously wandered'along the river's bank,
revolving the past, balancing every trifling cir-
cumstance to which love, and hope, and- fear
gave weight, and painfully meditating on the
future,—oh what he could do and what he ought
to do; the ought soon becomes the could in a
virtuous mind.

Circumstances had led the brothers v_ery inno-
cently into the indulgence of_ these jarring
hopes. Nothing was more natural, than that an
intimate intercourse with a girl very lovely in
person and character, and attractive in manners
should excite their affections, and that affection
in the boy should ripen into love in the man.
It was not so natural that each should indulge
his own hopes,, form his (Own plans, and never
suspect the sentiments of his brother. For the
last half dozen years,. Charles had been, for nine
months -of every year at Greenbrook, and when
the brothers were together, they found the frank
and affectionate intercourse of the family a safe
and convenient shelter fer their private feelings.
Neither of them had for a long time had a dis-
tinct purpose, or been himself aware of the ex-
istence of an-all-controlling sentiment, but,
for a few months past, they .had been waiting
for a moment when their affairs should warrant
the disclosure of their attachment, or any crisis
(on the brink of which lovers always seem to
tiiemselves to be) shonld render it inevitable.
In the meantime, Emily's entrance on her vo-
cation of teacher had been, on some pretext de-
ferred from spring to fall, and from fall to

| spring. The truth was, none of the family
could bear to part with her, and even Mr. and
Mrs. Barclay were for once betrayed into the
delay of a most excellent plan in favor of a pre-
sent indulgence.'

Wallace passed a sleepless night, the first in
his healthy and happy life. It was not profit,
less; for, during the silent watches,, he firmly
retolved upon an immediate and frank disclos-
ure to Charles. This he believed would prevent
as far as itwas possible to prevent them, all fu-
ture regrets and unhappiness. He could not
bear to risk, fur a moment, that the harmonv
and sweet'auctions, which hud made then:
home a^heaven, should give plo.ee to suspic.oii,
secret jealousy, selfish competition, and possible
hatred. ••No," he said ; " He who has com.
manded us to pluck out an eye if it offend us,
will enable me or Charles to root out an affec.
lion which we have both innocently, though one
of us blindly cherished."

Wallace was (what all are not) true to the
rebolution formed in solitude ; and early the
next day he sought an interview with Charles.
At first it was embarrassed and painful. Charles*
delicate and somewhat reserved nature was
shocked by having the soeict ho had so long
cherished, known and canvassed. But by de-
grees the hearts of both were opened. Their
mutual confidence called forth all the vigor of
their mutual affections. The noblest powers of
their nature were roused ; and such was iho
glow of fraternal love, that each folt that sue
cess with Emily would be almost as hard to bear
as failure. Emily's preference must of course
decide the matter, and the sooner that decision
was known, they felt to be the better. Charles
proposed that the whole affair should be conn*,
dod to their mother, and that she should ascer.
tain for them which way Emily's heart leaned.
Wallace was disinclined to this. He had al.
ways thought he would have no medium, not
even his mother, in an affair of this sort. •• If

J denial comes, it does not, Charles, matter how j
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but if acceptance,1 I would* first know it from
Emily's eye andl ips ."

The sensations that darted through Charles'
besom at this expression of Wallace, made him
realize the precipice on which they stood, and
stimulated his desire to have his fate decided at
once. He again urged the mode lie had sugges.
ted. •• Let Emily," he said, " know the happi-
ness 6he bestows, but nevor the pain she inflicts.
If I am to be her brother, Wallace, I would not
for worlds that the frank auct ions she has
shown me" t" a«i now misinterpreted!" he
thought,) " should be withdrawn, or shackled
wjth reserve—a source of suffering to us both,
to UB all."

Wallace at length acquiesced, and felt and said
that Charles was always more considerate, more
generous than he. The brothers parted, and
Charles hasted with his painful confidence to
his mother. The mother, always ready to bear
her part in the hope and fears, success and dis-
appointments, of her children; received his
communication with tears of sympathy. But
over every other feeling,—regret that the.
catastrophe had not been foreseen and avoided,
anxiety for the future,- and perplexity with the
present,—-the holy joy of the Christian mother
triumphed; and from the depths of her heart
a silent, fervent thanksgiving, that the religious
principle of her sons had swayed their affections
and been victorious over the temptations of the
most subtile of the human passions.

The application of the southern lady was the
theme on which Mrs Barclay, began her sound.
ings of Emily ,' but how she discharged,her de-
licate office, need not be told. A woman's man-
agement on such occasions is so marked by the
adroitness and sagacity manifested by the lower
orders of creation, that we might call it by the
name we give to the inspiration of the bee and
the bird, and say that one woman instinctively
finds the clue that leads through a labyrinth of
another's heart.

When Charles again met his mother, he read
his fate in her face. " It is as I expected," she
said; Emily herself asks how-it could be oth-
erwise."'

'• Mother ! you did not tell her thatl—" -
" N o , no, my son, she does-not suspect the

nature of your feelings; but, as I was going to -
tell you, she said, amid the blushes and tears of
her confession, that she feared it was very
wrong, received as she.had been into the fami-
ly, to indulge such an affection for Wallace; but
she could not help it. If he had gone away, as
you did, she should have loved him as she does
you and her brother Harry ; but to be with him
every day, and every day find him more and
more—"

" You need not check yourself, mother ; I can
bear to hear why she loves Wallace."

Mrs. Barclay was proceeding ;—Charles again
interrupted her. " Never mind, dear mother;
some other time I will hear the rest;''and he
left her, to still in solitude the throbbing of his
heart. Something must be allowed to human
infirmity. Charles had fortunately a pretext of
business, and in a few hours, without again see-
ing his brother or Emily, he was on his way to
a distant part of the state.

Those hours which should have been the hap.
-piest in Wallace's life were clouded; but the
clouds which are fraught with generous consid.
eration for another are better than sunshine.
It is good to have the joy of success tempered,
the expectations of youth abated, and above all
it is good, by personal and even bitter experi-
ence, to have our convictions strengthened,, that
the 'highest and only stable happiness results
from an obedience to the sense of duty. Even
in the first intoxicating moments of assured af-
fection, the certainty of possessing Emily's love

""*" Jess to Wallace than the certainty of" hav-
preserved his brother's unimpaired.

Charles' trial was the severest. His fendest
hopes were suddenly annihilated. Emily, who
unconsciously had shaped the plan of his life,
and lit up his futurity, was lost to him for ever ;
but even the possession of her pure and tendfer
heart, lovely and beloved as she was, could not
have inspired the holy emotions he felt, from
the assurance that his love for Wallace was not
abated one jot,—that he could contemplate his
happiness, not only without a pang of envy,
but with gratitude to Heaven, that what was de-
nied to him had fallen to his brother's lot.

Whence came this self-conquest 7* whence
this power over the most selfish and exhorbiunt
of the passions ? and at that period of life
when passion is Btrongestand reason weakest 7
It eame from a home cultivation of the affection &

that springs from the natural and unchanging
relations. It came from what the Apostle calls
a •• mystery," the knitting of hearts together in
love; and alas! to a great portion of the world
the power of domestic love is still a mystery.
The vital -principle of the religion of Christ,
the pervading element of the divine namre, love
was the informing spirit of the Barclays' home.
This inspired their exertions, and their self-res-
traints, and that a jrenerous sympathy which
enabled each to transfuse, as it'were, his exist-
ence into a brothel's—to weep when he wept,
and to rejoice when he njoiced.

FAMILY LETTERS.
Vet! let tlie rich deride, the proud disdain,
These simple hlessinss of the lowly train;
To ine more dear, congenial to my heart,
One native charm than all the gloss of art.

Goldsmith.

To the younger members of the Greenbrook
family, the announcement of Wallace's and
Emily engagement was unmixed joy. " Thev
had always," they said "loved her like a sister,
and now she. was going.to be their own sister.
Mother had always said that Emily would
make one of the best little house wives in the
world, if she did not a wonderfuLteacher, and
they guessed mother knew all the while what
was going to happen ; but that was nothing
strange, mother knew every thing I Arid how
nicely father fixed it to have Wallace and Har-
ry Norton partners. They wondered " if fath-
er meant that all should come out so like the
end of a story-book when he took Harry and
Emily home! And what would Mr. Anthon
say now ? O, he would say it was all father's
luck .' Poor Mr. Anlhon ! To be sure he had
bad luck enough, as he called it. John such a
drunkard, and Dick acting so shockingly, and
Anjie quarrelling with her mother-in-law."
Thus the children dwelt on results ; older heads
may speculate.on causes.

Charles, in due time, returned to Greenbrook.
His gentle and still affectionate manner (per-
haps even more than usually so) betrayed no
secret to Emily ; but his increased thoughtful-
ness and occasional embarrassment did note's-
cape his mother's vigilant eye. He was himself
conscious of a weight on his spirits that he
could not throw oft',—an accustomed and de.
lightful stimulus was withdrawn. It was the
change from a day of sunshine and ethereal at
mosphei'c to leaden skies and east winds. He ful-
ly realized- that it was easy for a mind formed
upon right principles to resolve upon a right
course, but very hard to cure the same mind of
long indulged habits. There was not a walk, a
view, a tree, or plant at Greenbrook, that did
not tend by its associations to keep alive feelings
which it was now his dnly and his endeavor to
extinguish. Human virtues partake of human
constitution,—they are weak, and need external
aid and support; the true wisdom is to find this
out arid apply the remedy in time. After aeon-
flict of weeks and months, Charles came to the
conclusiou that a change of climate is some-
times as essential to the mind, as the body ; and
having frankly disclosed his reasons to his pa.
rents, he announced to them his determination,
with their approbation, to remove to Ohio. The
Greenbrook farm, he said, was no more than
his father could manage without him at present,
and the younger boys were coming on to take
his place; for himself, he should find the excite-
ment he wanted, in the activity and novelty of
a new slate ; and while he remembered his
home, he should be stimulated to do some good,
if he failed in getting all he hopedj He had
communicated his plans to Wallace, and had
received a letter from him filled with the most
affectionate expostulations, but they had not
changed his view. Charles was so important to
the home circle, he filled so many places which
nobody else could fill, that the whole family pro-
tested against his leaving them. His father
and mother after much anxious deliberation,
were the first to acquiesce in his wishes. His
removal was the greatest disappointment "they
had ever met with, but, once having made up
their minds that it was best for Jiim, they bore
it cheerfully. Self-sacrifice is so common in
a good parent, that it strikes us no more than the
falling ofMhe rain, or the shining of the sun,
or any i»ther natural result of the beneficient ar-
rangements of Providence.

Charles' departure was loudly lamented by
the good people of Greenbrook. They liberal-
ly used the right whicl* all social country gos-
sips assume on such occasion's, and "judged it
a poor move for such a young man as Charles c

Barclay to leave h is privileges in New England
to rough it in the West. However, it was noth"
ing strange; all-the boys caught the western
fever now-a-dayB." But deeply as Charles re-
gretted the " privileges" of a more advanced
state of society, and above ail the •• privilege"
of his blessed home, he had no regret for the
vigorous resolution he had taken, when he found
his mind recovering its cheerful tone, without
which all the " privileges" thai the happiest son
of New England ever toiled for and enjoyed
would have been unavailing to him. The
healthful state of his mind, the " prosperity of
his heart," is best exhibited in the following ex-
tract from a letter to his mother.

" I have profited by father's rule to drive out
private and personal griefs by devotion to the
weU being of others. Life is indeed too short
to be wasted in brooding over disappointment,
and I am convinced there is much more of sel-
fishness than of sensibility in thus brooding.
The affections are given to us for activity and
diffusion,—they are the fire to warm, riot to
consume us* I am a living witness, dear mo-
ther/against the corrupting: eloquence we meet
with in novels and poetry to- persuade us that
true love is an unconquerable passion; I did
love long and truly, as you know. My affec-
tions weie worthily placed, and at first,I confess
I thought it impossible they should' ever cease to
be exclusively devoted to that object. I re-
member the night before I left you, when I was
expressing my dread of the solitariness that
awaited me at my new residence, father said,
4 O my son, you will soon have a family around
you.' I replied, querplously; I never shall
have a family J' arid I secretly wondered that
father could so have forgotten the feelings of
his youth, as to think that I could. Now I
look forward tn such an event as possible ; my
heart is free.

" I have much reason to rejoice that I came
here ; there is no time in these busy new settle-
ments to look back. The * go ahead' principle
keeps hands and|heads at work,—and hearts too,
dear mother. Do not imagine that in our eager
devotion to phisical wants, we forget what be-
longs to the lasting1 and nobler part of our na-
ture. I have literally made a circulating libra,
ry of the books father gave me ; and if your
household maxim holds good here, and ' the
proof of the pudding is in the eating,' the eag-
erness with which they are devoured is ajjroof
that they were well selected. I have built a
small log-house, with two apartments, at a short
distance from the good family where I get my
meals. One of the apartments is my bed-room,
and I assure you it has quite a home look. A
little pine table in the corner of the room is
covered with the me.rino cloth which Mary and
Haddy umbroidered with braids for me ; there is
my flute, my portfolio, and the little pile of
books that was always on my table at home,—
then the quilt the girls made of bits of their
pretty frocks is on my bed, the curtains Emily
hemmed and fringed, before my windows.. All
these home memorials, with your sweet picture
hanging over the fireplace, do confoundedly
blur my eyes sometimes.

" The other apartment is, at present, a read-
ing room. I have inducod the young men to
join me in a society which we call (you know
we are fond of grand names in these parts)
P/iilomathian. Our Philos subscribe for half a
dozen newspapers, and three periodicals. They
remain a week at the reading-room where we
meet evenings and rainy days. These meetings
keep alive a social spirit, and a barter trade of
our ideas, by which all gain, some more . and
some less All gain, I say, and so it is; tor the
most humble has something peculiar in his ob-
servations and experience, by which those that
are more highly endowed, and far bitter instruct-
ed, may profit. After a certain time our paP
pers, &c. are put in circulation for the benefit
of the womankind. My little reading room
serves another purpose that will particularly
please you, mother. We meet in it every Sab.
bath morning for religious service. I am reacj.
cr to our little congregation. I find the «er.
mons and other devotional books father select-
ed, admirably adapted to our purpose. I began
with reading prayers; but our settlers, being
chiefly from New England, ptefer an extempore
service. At first I toll bashful at being^ their
organ, and, I confess it with shame I thought
more of those who were around me than, of
Him whom I addressed ; bat I soon learned to
abstract myself, and to enter into the spirit of
my petitions. We are but an extended family
"iroto, perfectly acquainted with each ether's
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condition, feeling one another's wants; after
our service we have a Sunday school. I adopt
ray father's mode of passing the afternoon as
far as practicable here. I visit the sick and af-
flicted, and where there are no such paramount
claims, I impart what religious and moral in.
struction I can to the children, and to the ig-
norant who are but grownup children.

" Tell father the slips of fruit-trees he gave
me, are thriving on many a sunny patch,—
growing while we are sleeping; and pray tell
the girls, that their last package of flower seeds
arrived safely, and they have come up famous-
ly. Eve had not a finer soil for her culture in
Paradise than we have here. Flowers grow
like weeds ; and I know many a village in old
Massachusetts, shame to them*! that has not so
many of these luxuries as there are in our little
settlement which has been opened to the sun
but three years.

" I assisted two little barefoot girls to-day to
train a native clematis (a pretty species) over
the logs of their hut. There is a honeysuckle
and white rose clambering over my window,
that came from slips I cut,—yon know where,
mother, the morning I left home. How soon
may we plant a paradise in the wilds, if we
will! The physical, moral, and intellectual
soil is ready ; it only wants the spirit of cuiti
vation.

" That honeysuckle and white rose! They
have recalled imageB of the past, but they are
no longer spectres that trouble, but spirits that
soothe me. How I wish I could be with you on
the happy occasion at hand. I cannot, so there
is an end of wishing; but pray tell Wallace,
with my best love, that I rejoice in his joy, and
have no feeling that may not exist when all mar-
rying and giving in marriage is past, and we
meet, as I humbly trust we shall, a family in
heaven.1*

The happy occasion alluded to by Charles,
was the double marriage of Alice and Harry
Norton, Wallace and Emily.

41 What a pity you were not here, dear
Charles," wrote Mary Barclay to her brother,
*• we had such a delightful wedding. At first
it was decided it should be quite private- Emi-
ly wished it so, and mother preferred it; but
Alice, who, as father says, always goes for the
greatest happiness to the greatest number,' said
that she waB to be married but once in her life,
and that those who could get pleasure from look-
ing at her, were quite welcome to it. The girls
were dressed sweetly, but unexpensively; for
father, you know, thinks a wedding a poor ex.
cuse for extravagance, or, to express It as he
would, a woman is unfit to assume the most se-
rious cares and responsibilities of life till she
better estimate the uses of money than to in.
vest it in blond and pearls,—a common rigging
now.a-days, even for portionless brides. Our
brides looked pretty enough, in all conscience,
in white muslins and natural flowers. Father
and mother had a long talk with us the evening
before( and we did all our crying then, and one
and all resolved we would have nothing but
smiles at the wedding. Good old Mr. Marvin
performed the ceremony. He was rather long
and particular, and too plain tpoken; but his
age and right intention were a warrant for his
freedom, and his earnest feeling mado amends
for all. You remember his • narrative style* in
prayer. He told our whole family history, and
such a• patriarch' as he made of father ! such a
' mother in Israel' of mother! and such ' plants
and polished corner-stones' of their sons and
daughters? There was an allusion that shock.
ed us all to poor old Mr. Norton, and father's
Christain conduct towards him, but happily it
was so wrapped in S6ripture phraseology, that I
doubt if any understood it but such as were ac-
quainted with particulars. But when he spoke
of the blessed issues of thai painful business,
of the gentle Ruth and faithful Jacob (these
wore tho names by which he designated Harry
and Emily) who had been trained u.ider our
our roof in the ' nurture and admonition of the
Lord,' all hearts were touched. The only mis.
•ing member of the family, dear Charles, was
not forgotten, and, wo all joined in the earnest
petition that the spirit of your father's house
might rest on your new home ; and that the
waste places around you might blossom as the
rose.

•• After the ceremony, the crying (alas, for
our previous resolution !), the kissing, and the
wishing were over, a lower of wedding-cake
was set on the centre table, wreathed, as Emily
had requested, with rose* and houoyauokle* from

those you planted for her. In spite of the
searching and scrambling among the ready can
didateB for future weddings, little Effie got tho
ring. Fortune pets her as well as we. Howev
er, I suspected this was a contrivance of Biddy's
whose true love of merry-making has been all
called forth on this occasion. By the way,
Biddy is an inexpressible comfort since we came
to Greenbrook, where the family work is so
much increased.. She takes all the burden of it
from Martha, and is as dutiful to her as a child
could be. Martha says herself, she is paid a
hundred fold for all the trouble she had with
her.

" The brides leave us to-morrow, and I am so
busy that I must finish my letter with half our
wedding festivities untold,—how they danced
while I played—how Captain Fisher, who in his
youth was drummer in a militia company, sent
home for his old drum and played an ametueran
accompaniment to the ' White Cockade,' and
' Hasle to the wedding!'—how the kind old peo-
ple, who used to think dancing a sin looked on
complaeently. They grow wiser, and we more
rational.

"How lonesome we shall be to-morrow! O
dear me! I wish, as Willie used to say, we had
* a big banging house were all my peoples as
loves one another could live together and not
make a noise.' Do you remember, Charles ?
It seems but yesterday that we all laughed at
this outbreak of the loving little fellow's heart,
and he is getting a beard, and looking mannish.
Well, the accomplishment of,Willie's wish is
reserved for a happier condition of existence,
when we shall no more have to toil in cities, or
ga to the forests to make new abodes. Then,
dear, Charles, shall we dwell together in one
home. Till then, then, yours, dear brother.

"Must affectionately,
" MARY BARCLAY."

THE CONCLUSION.
"Thy mercy bids all nature bloom ;

The sun shines bright and man is gay -,
Thine equal mercy spreads the gloom,

That darkens o'er his little day."
" WHAT man is there that liveth and shall not

see death ?" The, import of these words comes
home at some time or other to every bosom.
Some think of death at a moment of sudden
alarm, in seasons of sickness, or in the silent
watcheB of ihe night, when the ministry of the
senses is suspended, and the consciousness of
mortality presses on the spirit. But should not
the thought of death be associated with the ne-
cessary pursuits and cheerful occupations of
life? Not introduced, like the skeleton at the
Egyptian feasts, to mingle gloom with gayiety,
but to give a just coloring and weight to the af-
fairs of life by enabling us to estimate them in
relation to this great circumstance of existence,
habitually to associate life with immortality,—

" Of all the wonders that I yet have heard,
It seems to me most strange that men should fear:
Seeing ihat death, a necessary end,
Will come when will it come."

If a heathen, to whom the- grave was still
wrapped in s.lence and darkness, could, from
the mere consideration that death was inevita-
ble, be supposed tr> await it with firmness, what
ought we to expect from the Christain, for
whom life and immortality have been brought
to light,—who believes that there is a place pre.
pared for him in his father's house ?

Does he believe that death is but a brief pas.
sage, a " circumstance" of life ? that there is no
death to those who believe in Jesus ? that the
mortal shall put on immortality? that death be
swallowed up in victory? If these are not
werds, but articles of faith, why does death
bring such dismay and gloom into the home of
the Christian ? If Jesus were now to appear to
his disciples, would he not have much reason to
say to them, " O ye of little faith ?»

Early in the autumn following the marriage
of his children, Mr. Barclay returned from his
usual daily walk to the village poBtoffice with
a letter in his hand. His face indicated anxiety
and sorrow. Every eye was fixed on him for
explanation. He gave the letter to Mrs. Bar-
clay, and turning to the children said. " Your
brother Charles is ill with a fever."

** Very ill, father !"
" Yes, Effid; and he had been so for ten days

when the letter was written."
•• O father ! and we have all been so happy

"™ Charles perhaps was" "dying,* a he
would have said, but there are words hard to ap.
ply to those whose livea seem to be a portion of
our own. r

" Do not yon think, Effie, it would have griev-
ed Charles tohave abated one particle of your
happiness V :

" Q yes, it would, father. Charles always
loved^ to have us glad, and never sorry, and he
always made us glad, But we ahall never be
gl*d again if he dies."

" Never, Effiie ?" Her father took her on hi*
knee. .'" And what would Charles think, if we
never could be happy because it had pleased our
Heavenly Father, to take him a little before us
to heaven?" *

" I don't know, sir, what people think in
heaven, but I know what we feel on earth. Do
you think he will die, father 7" she added very
softly, and laying her cheek to her father's.

•' I fear he must, my child." The children
whose eyes were on their father, as if awaiting
a sentence of life or death, could no longer res-
train their tears. Mary and her mother were
eagerly reading the letter. They too thought
Charles must die, and when they had read
through the physician's statement, and saw at
the end of it, " God's will be done," written al-
most illegibly in Charles' hand, Mary "hid her
face on her mother's heaving bosom. Mr. Bar-
clay took the letter and showed the line to the
younger children " Let us, too, my dear -chil.
dren, try honestly to say ' God's will be done.1

Let us all bow down before our Father in heav-
en, and ask Him to give us the spirit of obedi-
ence and faith, that we may quietly submit to
his holy will.-" They all gathered around him,
and as they knelt with him they caught the spirit
of his expressions of trust,—they felt what it
was to be the children of light, and not of dark,
ness,—of the light from heaven which shines
through the gospel of Christ.

Two days must pass before farther in tell-
gence could be received. In the mean time the
Bad news spread through Greenbrook, and a
general sympathy perva'ded the little oommuni.
ty. Charles' gracious qualities had commended
him to all hearts, and each family-felt as if it
were menaced with a calamity. * When the
stage-coach arrived, by which, as all knew,
news must come from Charles, and Mr. Barclay
was seen riding towards the post-office, many
an eager and tearful'eye followed him. "The
mail is not opened, sir," said the post-master.
By this time several persons bad lefl their busi-
ness, and were approaching to get the first in.
telligence. " O that I could get my letter and
be away with it," thought Mr. Barclay, reluc-
tant as every delicate person is, to betray emo-
tion before observers. He was recalled to bis
better feelings.

" Shall I hold your horse for you, Mr. Bar.
clay ?" asked a voice almost for the first time
low and gentle.

" Thank you, Dow," he replied ; and giving
him the bridle, he dismounted. Dow was a de-
mi-outlaw, who lived on the outskirts of Green-
brook. Every man's face was set against him,
and his against every man except Charles
Barclay. And why was he an exoep.
tion ? " Charles," he said, " had treat,
ed him like a human creature, had done him
many a good turn, and had many a laugh with

Jxim;" and now Dow had come from hia moun-
tain.hut, and stood with his rifle in his hand,
and his shaggy our at his side, awaiting the first
breath of news from Charles.

•• What are you standing there, for ?" said the
post-master to a little girl on the doer-step,
"you are in my light, child."

" Mother .wants to know, sir, what's in the
letter." " Mother" was the widow Ely, to
whom Charles had done many an unfoigottm
kindness.

•• He's got a letter, has not he?" exclaimed
old blind Palmer, whose quick ear caught the
breaking of the seal. "Hush, Meddler!" hgy
added, laying his hand on the head of ha 8agw|
cious Jitlle terrier Charles had given him, and
eagerly listening for the first word that should
be uttered. Mr. Barclay devoured the ooutents
of the letter at a glance, then threw it on
the table, mounted his horse, and gillopcd
hameward.

44 He is dead !" exclaimed one.
" I do not believe it," said another.
" He has left his letter." •« He has lefl it for

us to read," was tho natural conclusion. They
did accordingly read the few lines announcing
that the fever had reached its crisis and the pa.
ty>nt was convalescing; and they were just a-
b0 .UV« *•? " h

L
0W i t r a n B e l y Mr. Barclay had

acted," when they felt their voices broken by
their owa emotions, and they realised how ranch}
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more difficult it might be to control an unex-
peoted joy, than a grief painfully prepared for.

After this came regular and encouraging ac-
counts from Charles ; but the first letter from
himself written with apparent effort and at long
intervals, checked their hopes. Ho expressed
with manly piejy his deep gratitude for the ex.
perience of his sickness. Over and over again
he thanked his parents for his religious educa.
Hon. He said that a tranquil reliance on the
mercy of God, and faith in the immortality-re-
vealed by Christ and assured by his resurrection,
had never, for a moment, forsaken him. He
had but one inextinguishable earthly desire, and
that was to see home. " Home and Heaven,
blended together in his thoughts by day and his
dreams by night." The letter was filled with
the most tender longing for a sight of his moth.
er's face,—his father, and each brother and
Bister, were named in the most endearing Ian.
guage.

Soon after came a letter informing them
that symptoms of a rapid consumption had ap-
peared, which no longer admitted a doubt as to
the termination ef the disease, and that he bad
determined immediately to make an effort to
reach home. He intended to embark the next
day for New Orleans, whence he should go to
New York, where he hoped to meet his parents
The letter indicated perfect firmness and tran.
quillity of mind. It contained his wishes as to
the disposition of his effects. Some memorial
was allotted to each member of the family, not
forgetting Martha and Biddy ; and some poor
Greenbrook friends were remembered by be.
quests adapted.to their necessities.

At 'he end of a few weeks he arrived at New
York, where his parents were awaiting him,
and whence they conveyed him by slow stages
to Greenbrook. For the last few miles he was
borne on a litter. His father, Wallace, and
Harry Norton aiding to carry, or walkingbeside
him, till his eyes rested on his' beloved home,
where, on every side, were traces of bis tasteful
and diligent hand.

Mary, with thoughtful care, had arranged his
room precisely as he left it. When they laid
him on his bed, no emotion was visible save a
slight fluttering at his heart. His face was
placed, and from his eye, which literally glowed,
there came " holy revealing?." He was alone
with his brother. " O Wallace," he said, rais-
ing his eye gratefully to Him who had granted
his last earthly prayer, "how pleasant it is to.
be here ! How I longed for this! O home,
home ! Open wide those blinds, Wallace,"—he
pointed to the cast window opposite his bed.
*' Now raise my head and let it rest on your
breast. I always loved to look on those hills
when the sun was going down !"

It was one of those moments in the harmo-
nies of nature, when the outward world seems
to answer to the spirit. The valley was in deep
shadow, while the summit of the hills, rich with
the last softened, serious tints of autumn, was
lighted,—kindled, with the rays of the sun.
•• The falling leaf! and the setting sun!" said
Charles, without expressing in words the rela-
tion to his own condition so manifest. " Is it
not beautiful, Wallace ?"

" Yes, very beautiful V faintly echoed Wai.
lace, his-eye fixed on his brother's pale, serene
brow, where it seemed to him there was a more
beautiful light,—light from Heaven. As Wai-,
lace gently rested his cheek on that brow, what
a contrast in the two faces, and yel what har-
mony ! His was rich with.health and untouch-
ed vitality. His eyes were suffused with tears,
bis brow contracted, and his lips compressed
with the effort to subdue his struggling feelings.
The beautiful coloring of health had Jong and
for ever forsaken Charles. His cheeks were
sunken, and there were dark shadows in their
cavities ; but there was an ineffable sweetness,
a Komething like the repose of satisfied infancy
on his lips, and such tranquillity on his smooth
brow, that it seemed as if the seal of eternal
peace were set there. A tear fall from Wai-
lace's cheek on bis, Charles faintly smiled, and
looking up he said, " Why are you troubled, my
dear brother ? I am noi,—kiss me, Wallace.
Thank God, dear brother, our hearts have nev-
or been divided,—and yet we were tned."

" You were,—you were, Charles !" Wallace's
voice in spite of his efforts was chocked.

» Well, Wallace:, if you have children, bring
them up in that strict family love in which we
were brought up. * God is love,' and wherever
love M, there cannot be strifes and envy ings."

After a night of *• much rppose as could be
\* Charles' eircwnfUoeee, and made

sweet to him by the sense of being under his
father's roof, each member of the family was
admitted to his apartment.

" This is too much happiness !" be said, as he
welcomed one after another to his bedside.

He was too weak for sustained conversation ;
but some seasonable, and never to be forgotten
words, he uttered at intervals. And inquiries
were to be made about the condition of the gar.
den, and the grounds, and the affairs of the
Greenbrook neighborhood, all evincing that
there was nothing in his past pursuits and inter,
est discordant with his present circumstances.
He wished his sisters to bring in their work-
baskets, (" I cannot spare your hand, mother,"
be said, pressing his lips to it when he made the
request,) that he might see them at their usual
employments, and have more completely the
feeling of being at home.

This was the first time that death had come
into Mr. Barclay's habitation. He was received
not as an enemy, but as an expected friend,—as
the messenger of God. The affections were
not cooled nor abated, (was this ever the effect
of religion?) and therefore their countenances
were sad, and their hearts sorrowful; but it
was sorrow without bitterness or repining.
The visible domestic chain was for the first time
to be broken,—a precious link for a time sever-
ed. The event was attended with peculiar dis-
appointment to Mr. Barclay. Without favorit.
ism there is often, perhaps always, a closer tie
to one child than to another. There was a per.
feet sympathy between Charles and hu father.
Their minds seemed cast in the same mould.
They had the same views and purposes in life,
--the same resolute, steady application of their
theories. Mr. Barclay had relied on Charles to
be the guide and support of his younger chil-
dren. But God had ordered it otherwise, and
he submitted, as a Christian should submit, in
the spirit of love and of a sound mind.

For two days Charles' disease seemed to be
suspei ded, aud the energies of nature to be
callqd forth by moral causes ; but on the third
day afi appeared to be rapidly sinking away.
He could now only endure an upright position.
His head rested on his mother's bosom. Little
Effie, who read truly the fixed and intense looks
of the family, but who could not imitate their
calmness, shrunk behind her mother sobbing
aloud.

•• Come here, Effie," said her brother, " why
lio you cry 7"

V Because, Charles"—she could not speak the
rest.

" Because I must die, Effie 1"
" YOB," she faintly answered.
" It is not hard to die, dear Effie,—not if we

love God, not if we believe the promises of
Chirst. Gome closer, Effie, I. cannot speak
loud ; I ani going home, to a home like this,
for Jove is there; to a better home than this,
for there, there is neither sickness nor sor-
row—"

" Rest now, my dear son," said the tender
mother, as Charles paused from exhaustion
and closed his eyes,

" First, mother, lei me tell Effie what is best
of all in that home. There is no sin there,
Effie."

• " O, Charles, you never did any thing wrong
here."

" My dear little sister, I have done and felt
much that was wrong, and it is because I know
our God is a God of forgiveness and tender
mercy, that I hope to be accepted of Him.
Kiss me, Effie,—be a good girl, and when you
come to lie on a sick bed you will have a great

'many pleasant thoughts. Mary, my dear sister
do not grieve so,—we shall very soon meet
again. Alice, one last word, my sister,—do
not give your heurt too much to the world. Em-
ily, my dear sister, too, we shall be one family
in heaven."

These and few more short sentences (ever af-
ter treasured in faithful hearts) Charles uttered
at long intervals; then, after a short pause, he
said, " I am very weak, - father, lay your hand
upon my breast, here,—what does this mean 7"

His father perceived the tokens of dissolution;
14 It is death, my dear child," he replied.

Wallace offered to lake his mother's place K—
" No," said Charles, •• my bead is easiest on
mother** bosom ; mother, you am not afraid to
see me die 7"

"O, no, no, my son."
" Nor am I alraid to die, mother; God hath

redeemed my soul from the power of the grave.
jFatber, pray with us."

AH felt their weakness, and the necessity for
a stronger than a human arm to lean upon, and
they bowed themselves in supplication to their
father in heaven, as children in trouble fly to
the arms of their parents. The demands of the
soul at such a moment are pressing and few.
1 hey were briefly expressed by the tender parent
in the language of Scripture,—in words that in
great exigencies are felt to convey the oracles of
OrOd.

11 Thank you, dear father," saidflCharlea, »" I
am better for this." He looked around on each
one of the family and said, •• It is hard parting,
—but there is sweet peace here."

His voice had become more indistinct, and his
spirit seemed to rise from the home where itlin.
gered to that which awaited it. His lips still
moved as if in prayer. Suddenly he raised both
hands and said clearly," Thanks be to God who
giveth—" the bodily organs were too feeble for
the parting soul. His father finished the sen.
tence; "Thankshe to God, who giveth us the
victory through our Lord Jesus Christ."

Charles bowed his head. A few moments
longer*they watched his ebbing life, and he was
gone, gently as a child falls asleep on its moth-
er's bosom. A deep, holy Bilence followed. It
seemed as if all heard the vohe of God, " It is
I, be not afraid."

But then came the mortal feeling, the sense
of separation, the poignant anguish of the part,
ing stroke, and feigns and tears broke forth.
They laid their cheeks to his, they kissed his
hands, sobbing, " Charles!—dear, blessed broth,
er !"

The mother sat motionless, her son's head
still resting on her bosom. She could not bear
to change this last manifestation of his love to
her. Mr. Barclay gently disengaged him from
her arms, and laid him on the pillow, saying as
he did so, " He was our first-born."'

What a world to the parent there i» in these
few words ! They recall the hours of bri ghost,
freshest hope, and deepest gratitude. They ex-
press what has been dearest and happiest in life,
and when Mr. Barclay, after a moment's pause,
added in a firmer voice, " The Lord gave,—the
Lerd hath taken away,—blessed be his name,"—
it was the meek Christian triumphing over the
man and father.

" My children," he said, " it is finished. Now
let us unite our hearts in thanksgiving to God
for the life and death of your dear brother."
They all knelt while with a steady voice he
poured out his heart. Memory, kindled by love,
lighted up Charles' past life, and all, as it passed
in review, was the subject, not of lamentation
that it was gone, but of pious gratitude that it
had been enjoyed. He blessed God for the
healthful infancy of his son ; for the obedience
and docility of his cdildhood; for the progressive
knowledge'and virtue of his youth ; and above
all, for the faith in Jeeus that had given effect
to his life, and peace in the hour of death.

First Visit to a Theatre.—At length, on a
certain (and oh, fatal) night'—a dark and gloo.
my night—suited to the perpetration of such
an act of disobedience, with stealthy steps I
trod my way. I dared not look right or left, BO
conscious was I of the '• deep damnation of the
deed:" but my soul was in atms, my time was
my own, my will was free, my father had de-
nted for Whetstone, his constant custom on a
Saturday evening, and I issued forth with my

friend Litchfield, of the Council office, to
make my first entree at a public theatre; this
was in the autumn of 1790. Oh tho delights of
that night!—that two shillings worth of diso.
bedience ! My companion and I have-frequently
laughed over the recollection of my frantic bo-
haviour. He could not pacify me. He had
long been initiated into the mysteries of the see-
nic art; but here I was, at fourteen, at "my first
play," which Charles Lamb has so beautifully
described, The very curtain filled me with an-
ticipations of delight; the scenery, the dresses,
the feathers, the russet boots, the very smell of
the theatre, that mixture of orange-pee and oil,
the applause in which I joined so heartily as to
bring all eyes and many ' o m a r k i ™?°u ™e* n°
the areat scandal of my circerone, filled my sen.
sea with delight. From that night my mind
Bes with ojng i rr iUtion. I could

stair* to a four lo

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



66 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET

SATURDAY, APRIL 20, 1839.

Plagiarism.—The last and grossest of mod-
ern plagiarism is the " Old Clock" story. The
jtst of the joke is the ridiculous position of the
landlord while watching the vibrations of the
old pendulum. That same idea is as old as the
Btory of the Barber of Dunse, who agreed, for a
guinea, to leap back and forth over a broomstick
for an hour, with no music save the continual
•repetition, at each leap, of his own name and
occupation. While thus engaged his friends
entered the shop, and his wife clung to the neck
of her, as she supposed, crazed spouse, in the
most intense agony. Her importunities induced
him to suspend his vocation, before the expira-
tion of the hour, and to forfeit the guinea; but
he had persevered long enough to induce the
wags who had bribed him into the operation, to
leave him his promised reward. It is from this
atory that " here she goes-—there she goes'1 origi-
nated ; and as the Sunday Morning News gen.
ileman has made such a fuss about the wit of
his story, and censured so many for copying it,
after he had taken out the copy right, it is no
more than fair that the truth should be all
known.

O* "I'm in the melting mood," as the ice-
berg said to the June sun.

"You flatter me," as the spoiled child said
when his father told him his neck would yet
grace the halter.

"Yours truly," as the oyster said to the g*or-
mandiser.

"I've been roaming," as the dandy said after
having been sent a hundred feet into the air by
the bursting of a steam-boat boiler.

"Your's in haste," as the shattered leg said
to the cannon ball.

"Charity covereth a multitude of sins," as
the loafer said when he walked off with a tur-
key under tiie old cloak he had just received as
present.

"Fare-the-well, for I must leave thee," as
the trout said to his companions after having
swallowed the fish hook.

A mans best fortune, or his worst, is a wife.
Froud looks loose hearts, but courteous words

win them.

O* There is an "o/d clock" association in
New York. At their balls the apartment is
decorated with old clocks. It must be an easy
matter for dancers, in such an apartment, to
keep time.

The Hudson Bay Company.—The following
extract from an article in the North American
Review for January, on the snbject of 'Nautical
Discovery in the North-Weat,' gives the reader
some idea of the 'gigantic monopoly, known by
the name of the 'Hudson's Bay Company :'

'The fact is now thoroughly established that
the Artie Sea encompasses the northern extrem-
ity of Arnarica- The Hudson's Bay Companv,
for more than a century was the great obstucle
to the proper exploration of the Artie regions of
North America. Or, in the pugent language
df the Quarterly Review, 'from the moment
this'body of 'Adventuers' was instituted J the
spirit of adventure died away; and every sue
ceeding effort was palsied by this baneful in-
fluence of monopoly, of which the discovery ef
a north-west passage wag deemed the forerunner
of destruction.'—The North-WeRt Company,
after competing awhile with the Hudson's Bay
Company, drove tlio latter to a compromise;
and the result has beenthe union of the two as.
eociations under the charter of the latter, aud
the formation of a still more gigantic monopoly
which, like the East India Company in Asia
has gradually extended its odious and usurped

dominion over an immense'region of North A-
merica, constituting a dangerous nondescript
foreign power, intruded among us under the
cover of the flag of Great Briain, which nation
Btands ready to avow or disavow its acts, as
the tide of circumstances may turn. This
Company, we say, which we desire at all'proper
times to holdup to the censure and watchful,
ness of the people, of the United States—has
in latter times been shamed into ocasional acts
ofexploration along the Artie Sea. It professes
to have finished that which Perry, Ross and
Franklin had all but fiuished. Messrs. Dease
and Simpson, of the Hudson's Bay Company,
have recently explored the little, there was left
unknown betwixt the mouth of Mackenzie's
river and Behring's strait. And we may now
aver— There is a strait of Ariiay. That is to
say, there is a. water communication (though
more or less obstructed by ice> from the Atlan-
tic to the Pacific, along the artic side of North
America.

The Ladies—Mr. Combe's Lectures.—A very
considerable portion of the lectures of Mr.
Combe, on Monday evening, was of a very prae.
tical nature, and of such importance, that, with
all deference, love and respect for the intelli-
gent and beautiful ladies of Philadelphia, (and
no city in the Union is ahead of us in these es.
sentials,) we heartily wish every mother and
daughter could have heard it-

It was a practical demonstration of the art of
wasp waists. The lecturer had a skeleton and
several charts of beautiful colored illustrations,
to aid in the demonstrations of the incalculable
evils of tight-lacing.

It may not be uninteresting if we set forth a
few of the facts gtated.

The blood, for instance, circulates through
the head 4000 times an hour, and the. whole
passes once every three minutes ; now, if there
be any thing to impede a full circulation, of
course the whole system must suffer.

Insensible perspiration goes on at the rale of
24 ounces, given off from the surfacejBf the
body every day; and some have contended
that the whole system, is made over every seven
vears.

The stomach is exquisitively sensitive. It
sympathises with every other functiou. If the
skin is neglected in its cleanliness—if the cloth,
ing is too light over the organs of digestion—if
the body be kept too warm or too cold—if an
impure air be constantly breathed, it is obvious
enough that the organs of life cannot go on
performing their duties in a hc.illhy manner.

Sir Humphrey Davy discovered tliat he re-
spired 31 cubic inches of oxygen (or common
air) -every minute. How deeply important is it,
therefore, thai free ventilation should be attend,
ed to in our sleeping chambers, sitting rooms
and places of public worship.

In the British House of Commons, arrange
ments have been made for supplying every mem-
brr with 30 cubic feet of pure air to-each indi-
vidual. This is done-by means of the floor be-
ing perforated and covered with thin coating,
through which the air circulates .freely. The
walls are arranged on a similar principle ; and
besides there is a hot air chamber, so construct-
ed as to induce a constant column of fresh air
from without, which is ihence passed to all parts
of the House. j f

It was well remarked, that in Scotland, they
formerly had long sermons against Jflhe sin of
sleeping in church," but by increased knowledge
it had been found out that a perfect ventilation
of their churches did more to keep people a.
wake than all the sermons, illustrative of the
sin of "church.sleeping." In that country loo,
BJ common had become the knowledge of phys.
iological anatomical science, that the ladies
were accustomed, on soeing a lady with a tight
laced waist, to remark, "there is an uneducited
woman." *

And there is riftl a gentleman who has the
smallest claim to a knowledge of the function
of life, who docs not turn away from squeezed
waists with unqualified disgust.

The gentlemen, then, came in for a fair hit
off, which we reserve for another day.— Phila.
Herald.

Men of genius make the most ductile hus-
bands. ^

A fool has to much opinion of his own dear
self, and too little of woman.e to be easily gov-
erned.

From the Newark Daily Advertiser.
POTATO SOAP FOR WASHING.

It was discovered by a French chemist many
years ago, that potatoes only three parts boiled,
make better soap for washing than the trouble-
some, caustic, and expensive article usually
made use of by our wash-women. They make
the clothes cleaner and without injury. Let me
give you the result of the experience of my
family which is a large one.

The soiled clothes are first soaked in a tab of
water about an hour. They are then trans-
ferred to a copper of hot water; from which
they are taken piece by piece, to be thoroughly
rubbed with . the potatoes* the same as with
soap. The whole thus prepared, after having
been well rubbed, rolled and wrung, are a sec-
ond lime plunged into the copper, together with
a quantity of potatoes in the above. After
boiling for about an hour, the -linen or clothes
are again taken out—turned, thoroughly^rubbed
well over, aud wrung; and afterwards again
thrown into the copper for some minutes. The
clothes are then well rinsed in clean cold water,
and hung up to dry; the whole process occupy-
ing two hours and a half.

The linen thus washed, is perfectly clean, the
kitchen garments free from all grease, and per-
fectly sweet, though in the old way they usually
retain a greasy smell.

A HOUSEKEEPER.

A Happy Lookin* Critter.—Happy look in
critter, ain't he, with that are little short, black
pipe, in his mouth ? The fact in, squire, the
moment a man takes' to a pipe, he becomes a
philosofer—it's the poor man's friend; it calms
the mind, soothes the temper, and makes a man
patient under trouble; It has made much more
good men, good husbands, kind masters, indul-
gent fathers, and honest fellers, than any other
blessed thing in this universal world. The Iud.
gians always buried a pipe and a skin of tobac-
co with their friends, in case smokin' should be
the fashion in the next world, that they might'nt
go unprovided. Gist loi>k at him—his hat has
got no crown in it, and the rim hangs loose by
the side, like the bale of a bucket. His.trow-
sers and jacket are all flying in tatters of differ,
ent colored, patches. He has one old shoe on
one foot, and an ontanned moccasin on t'other.
He ain't had his beard cut since last sheep shear-
in', and he looks as shaggy as a year!in' colt.
And yet, you see, the old critter his a rakish
look, loo. That are old hat is cocked on one
side quite knowin', he has both hands in his
trousers'pocket, as if he had soinelhin' worth
foeljrp there ; while one eye shut to on account
of the smoke, and the other standin' out of the
way of it as it can makes him look like a bit of
a wag. A man that didn't smoke couldn't Jo
that, squire. You may talk about fortitude,
and patience, and Christian resignation, and all
that sort of thing, till you're tired ; I've seen it
and heerd tell of it lo, but I never knew an in-
stance yet where it didn't come a little grain.-
heavy or sour out of the oven.—Saw Slick's
Sayings and Doings.

Jonathan Outdone.—A short time ago." a fi IC
old English gentleman," in the good town of
Burnly, though perhaps not one of the " olden
times," always anxious to have the earliest
news, went, in the course of hia daily rounds,
to a Mr. Bonniface, who is distinguished for his
wit and intelligence, and inquired of him the
news of the morning. Mr. Bonniface hesita-
ted and stammered out,- " None," but shortly,
as if recollecting himself, told him thai the most
authentic news was, that a superb and elegant-
ly filled up steam vessel was about to cross the
Atlantic from Liverpool, which had on board
two acres of grass land, as many cows and
sheep, and poultry, &c , as would fill them with
milk and butcher's meat during the voyage out
and home, and the spirited proprietors intended
to bore for coal, which they hoped to find, and
|.hus be- prepared for any length of voyage,
without the fear of being short of fuel. The
old gentleman, astonished, scratched his head,
and muttering as he went, " these are. strange
times ; what shall wo see next!"—English Pa.
per. *

Principle.—-There is no such thing as a new
principle; all principles were impressed by the
hands of Omnipotence in the begining of lime.
A person may discover dr invent a new opplica.
tiou of a principle, but the principle itself must
be as old as the creation of matter.
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THE GEM
Shade Trees.—M this is the season for spru-

cinjr up one's groTmda, setting out fruit and
•hade trees, shrubs, &c., a word or two on the
subject moy not be amiss.

Sir Waller Scott, in his "Heart of Mid Lo-
thian," makes the prudent Laird of Dumbie-
dikes give the followfhjr advice in his death-bed
admonition to his son Jock :

"Jock, when ye hae naething else to do, ye
"may be aye sticking in a tree; it will- be a
•'growing, Jock, when ye are sleeping. My
•'father tauld me sae forty years sin, but I ne
ver found time to mind him."

This injunction of the careful Scottish Laird
had undoubtedly far more reference to the mere
profits of the trees, as timber, than to any beau
ties which th$y might add to his grounds ; but
it ie«xceedingly well to repeat his instructions,
even to the cit who does not calculate the value
of the shade trees rhal grace his premises, ei-
ther as timber or fuel. There is no way in
which properly can be so cheaply adorned, and
its value actually added to, as by the judicious
planting o f trees. A.house will rent for con-
•iderably more money, when embowered in fo-
liage, and fragrance, which it costs but a little
trouble and expense to procure.

Whatgiyes to the pretly rural villages which
now and then we find scattternd over the coun'
try, their chiefest charm, and makes the'eare
worn man of business sigh, as.he hurries throngh
them, for that competence which shall enable
him to seek repose and the real enj jyment of
life in some rustic villa, surrounded with clus-
tering roses,-its casements and flnted 'columns
hung with woodbines or honey suckles, and its
walks and grounds graced with beautiful shrubs
and ornamental trees ? It is the happy taste
which has decorated their avenues and* private
residences with these allactions of nature.

We find the following apposite remarks in an
exchange paper -.—Buff. Adv.

"Let us decorate our streets and avenues with
the graceful Elm, the noble Sycamore, the
beautiful Sugar Maple, the Ailanthus or tree
of Heaven, (that in raidsummerrcrowned with
a tuft of long graceful leaves, reminds me of
the cocoanut tree..) the Mountain Ash with its
large clusters of flowers and berries, ih^Catalpa
with its showy flowers, the Li.nden,^Wr rapid
growth and odoriferous blossoms, the Larch, of
extremely rapid growth, the White Pine, the
evergreen Silver Fir, the Tulip tree, so common.
in all our forests, the eleg-ant Weeping Willow,
the Paper Mulberry, of rapid growth, the Sil-
ver leafed Shepardia, (brought from the Rocky
Mountains by NATTALL,) the Silver leafed Abile,
one of the noblest of all shade trees, the Horse
Chestnut, (JEscalus Hypocastanum) so common
in the Atlantic cities.

"Where dwellings "admit of a small garden
in front, the Allhea, of different varieties and
colors, can be advantageously introduced. This
is inaispensable in every good garden, is perfect-
ly hardy and continues blooming till late in au.
tumn. It grows to the height of from six to
eighteen feet, and is the most ornamental of,
all shrubs ; also the Cedar, the Mountain Snow
Drop, Laburnum, the Smoke tree, so common
in Philadelphia-, the Aralca, the Sweet Briar,
Calyeanthue, Spirea, Snow Ball, Corchorrus
Japonnicus. Honeysuckles, and last but not
least, that Queen of Flowers, the Rose, with its
delightful fragrance and beautiful shades, from
a pure white to red, to deep violet and nearly
to black."

The following is from ' A History of the
Striped Pig,1 written by L. M. Sargent, recent,
ly published in Boston.

'Papa,' said one of his boys to the deacon, 'I
had a funny dream last night!'

'Well, Tommy, what was your funny dream ?'
'Why, I dreamed the devil came into your

store' - '
'The devil!'
'Yes, pa, and that he found you drawing a

glass of gin forjioor Ambo James who has fits,
and who broke his little boys arm the other day,
because he cried when he came home drunk.—
And I 'thought the devil came up lo the counter,
and laid the end of hiw long tail down on a chair
and leaned over the barrel of gin where you
were stooping to draw it out, and asked you if
wan't a deacon. And I' thought you didn't look
up, but said you was, and then he grinned, and
shook bis tail like a cat trat has a moude, and
said to me,—'That ere's the deacon for me! and
ran out of the shop laughing BO loud that I put
my fingers in my ears and woke up,'

Went.
Gen. Washington's'Vtews of Internal Improve.
ent.—"I am NOT for discouraging the exer.

»?™™ y S l a t e t o d r a w t h e commerce of the
WESTERN COUNTRY to its seaports. The
more communications we open to it, the closer
we bind the rising.world to our interest. Use
every part of the EASTERN WATERS,
connect them as near as possible with: those
which run WESTWARD—open them to the
Ohio;—open also such as expend from the Ohio
towards LAKE ERIE, and we shall not only
draw the produce of the,Western settlers, but
the fur trade of the Lakes also, to our ports—
thus adding an immense increase to our exports,
and binding those people to us by a chain which
can never be broken."—See Correspondence bv
Sparks. r *

BUSINESS OF ALTON, ILLINOIS.
MR. EDITOR—It will not be a matter of in-

credulity nor want of interest in this communi-
ly to learn that there .are towns and cities
springing up as by magic, within the-last ten
years in the Westctn Stales, that will, in some
respects, equal the growth of cities, towns and
villages-in Western New.York, for the last
twenty years. In the course of my tour through
the Western and Soutfi.Western States last au-
tumn and winter, I made a stay of a few weeks
at.Upper Alton, Illinois. This is a pleasant
village, situated on eleyaled lands about two
miles from the business part of the city of Al-
ion, and was a plade of considerable country
business ten or twelve years before much, im-
provements were made at%ie Lower Town.or
the'present city.

The city "of Alton is advantageously situated
for business on the upper part of tlie American
Bottom, about two miles above the confluence
of jjie Missouri and Mississippi'rivers, on the
easterly shote of the latter. The site of the
city is partly on the Bottom and partly on the
Bluffs where they approach the river. The first
business store t>f any note that was opened in
the lower town; was a commodious stone ware-
house and store built near the Bluffs, by Mr.
W S. Gilman, in the spring of the year 1831.
There is a Very geod natural stone grade land-
ing where the business is now mainly trans,
acted.

The first goods ever landed from a steam
-boat at Alton, were a few articles of merchan-
dise landed by the steam boat, " WESTERN EN-
GINEER," (for E. Long, Esq., of Upper Alton,)
a boat belonging to the United Stales, built at
Steubenville, Ohio, under the directions of Col.
S. H. Long, then Major in the Topographic
Engineer Corps of the United States, and which
was used by him on a part of his extensive ex-
ploralions~at the "Fur West." During the
past season, say from the 10th March to the
18lh Dec , 1838, there were one thousand and
ninety-four arrivals of steam boats at Alton.

From the 8th to the 18th of January last, the
shipments from Alton were aa follows, viz :

433,000 lbs. Bulk Pork,
2,219 barrels Mess and Prime Pork,

390 " Beef,
2,994 kegs Lard,

217 barrels Lard,
5 hogshca'ds Joles,

10.500 bushels Corn,
4 250 pigs? Lead, (about 70 lbs. each,)

500 bushels Oats.
It is-estimated that over thirty thousand hogs

have been slaughtered in Alton the past season,
exclusive of the slaughtered pork brought into
that market bjt.the ^formers in the adjacent
country. *

By an order of the Rail Road Commissioners
passed a few days since, I understand that the
Alton and Mount Carmel rail road, is to bo con.
tinned to a point for termination near Messrs.
Godfrey & Gilman's ware-house, the stone
building alluded lo,aboye as having been built
by Mr. Gilman, which will afford a great con-
venience in connecting steam boat with rail
road conveyance. That ware house has ac-
qnired great notoriety from its being the place
where the life of the Martyr LOVEJOY was sac.
rificed, by a worse than Goth and Vandal mob,
for resolutely assorting the freedom of speech,
and the liberty of the press. To efface the re-
collection of this foul and detestable transac-
tion., I would blot out the very name of Alton
from the American list of ciths, and substitute
that of •' PIASA," or some other name, that
would call up more agreeable associations than
those of the horrid riots and mobs of Alton.

Respectfully, Your*, &c. L.
Rochester, April 10, 1839.

The April number of the Knick«rbocker
Magazine nas been received. The second num.
ber of the Crayon Papers, hy Washington' Jr.
ving, is just what the admirers of this charming
and easy writer had to expect from his pen.
Mr. Irving's association with the Knickerbock-
er, as a permanent contributor, is perhaps the
only occurrence that could have added to the
already high estimation in which the Magazine
is held. We have glanced at a few of the arti-
cles in the number before us, and fountf them
generally to possess the same lively and agreea-
ble interest which the pages of the Knicker-
bocker seldom fail to afford.—Troy Mail.

Literary Curiosity.—A letter was received, a
short time since, at the Pest office in this village
with the following superscription.

Post Haste
William Sanderson
Ypsi-Lanta
Wasta Naw County

Mis 1 hi Gan
Teritory.

Another, this on its way to "Missouri State.,'
Please give, me to William Tate
In St. Louis Missouri State
He works at wig and curl making
In that place if I'm not mietaking.

We are exceedingly forid.of Major Noah and
his paper, but hang'us if the following isn't one
of the sharpest relorts we ever read in our lives.
— Troy Mail.

Love of Newspaper s.^~"Fa(her give me the
New Orleans Bee ? ' "Why the Bee, my son ?"
"Because it it the biggest, paper in the world,
and capflal to make- kites,"—Star.

"Father, give me the N. Y. Star, ? ,'—"Why
the Star, daughter ?" "Because I like to read
the old jokes Noah brought out of the ark with
him after the deluge."

Out of Order.—"Oh dear, my head is con-
foundedly out of order, this morning," said a
gentleman to a friend.

"That is extraordinary, indeed," said he.
*'What ! an extraordinary tiling for a man to

have the headache ?"
"No, sir ; but for so simple a machine to get

out of order, is extraordinary indeed." -:
* :

Life of a Gentleman.—Some body has manu-
factured the following : " He gets up leisurely,
breakfasts comfortably, reads the papers regu-
larly, dresses fashionably, lounges fastidiously,
eats a tart gravely,talks insipidly, dines consid-
erably, drinks superfluously, kills time in differ,
ently, sups elegantly, goes to bed stupidly, and
lives uselessly.

Early Instruction.—To instil into children a
love of finery, and to pamper their appetites in
early life, and when they have grown up to com. •
plain of their being fops and gluttons, savors ,
much of inconsistency. Solomon said, "Train
up a chitd in the way he should go."

Culture of the understanding is one of the best
methods of subduing the heart to softness, and
redeeming it from the savage state in which it
too often comes from the hands of nature.

Beauty in women is like the flower in the
spring, but virtue is like the stars of heaven.

Always act in the presence of children with
the utmost circumspection. They watch all
you do, and most of them are more wise than
you may imagine.*

Habit.—If you desire the suet ess of your
children in life, take great care of the habits
they acquire during their minority. Many trace
their prosperity or adve'isity to the hibits and
impressions engrafted upon them at an early
period of their livits.

Reform.—If you wish to reform the world
begin by reforming yourself, and then devote
your attention to reforming and improving the
habits, manners, and principles of the children
and youth Who are next to comeon to the stage
of action.

Convenience and Economy.—It should not be
forgotten that convenience and the economy of
time are often the result of attention to the ar-
rangement of things apparently of little imporj
lance. ^

Order.—Let evry thing be done in order and
in the right season, and you will never be in-
clined to doubt the truth that "There is a time
for all things."
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GEM AND AMULET.

Written for <*« Qem.

LINES.
Beautiful dreamer on childhood's land,

Thou wear'st the freshness of morning'• hour,
Thy brow is smooth, thy lip is bland,

And thy cheek hath the bloom of spring's rosiest
flower,

Thy heart is light as the wild wood bird,
Thy step as free as the fawn's at play;

Sorrow and strife, no wave have stirr'd
On the clear fount of thy life's young day.

Thy spring is lovely, O gentle child.
For haply around thy youthful way

A mother's love hath ever smil'd,
And she guards her treasure day by day.

Aye, I watch the glance of thy clear blue eyes
And I know thy heart is undimm'd and free,

Yet, my blessed one, sad thoughts arise
Amid my hopes, when I gazo on thee !

For thou wilt go forth from thy childhood's home,
From its shelter'd paths, and pleasant bowers.

Afar through the busy world to roam,
A wanderer after life's fading flowers ;

Thou wilt entpr on manhood's fiery cource
With ardent hopes, ambition high,

And thou wilt toil to find the sourse
OfKnowIedge, that beautiful mystery.

Wild dazzling dreams of power and fame,
Will fill thy kindling mind—and thou

Wilt seek to win a glorious name,
And bind fresh laurels on thy brow.

But 'mid those soaring thoughts of thine.
Thy heart will own a gentle spell;

Some idol fair, befoie whose shrine
The spirit of thy Love shall dwell -,

And a lovely flower to bless thy sight,
That iJol o f ihy soul may be;

A radiant star whose guiding light
Shall lead thee o'er life's changeful sea.

But 'mid thy spirit's light and shade,
What'er thy destiny may be,

Though all thy brilliant hopes should fade,
And love, and friends, prove false to thee—

Though fortune's ever varying smile,
Should place thee high in rank and power,

And fame's deep voice thy ears beguile,

And smoothly flow each passing hour-

Yet there will be moments when thy heart.
Shall gladly turn aside from all.

And thou wilt own one spot apart,
Free from the vain world'B selfish thrall,

And the busy thoughts of thy soul will turn
To the distant home of thy boyish glee,

And clearly from thy spirit's urn
Will flow the stream of memory !

And, boy, when an evil world would cast
Its sullying breath on thy heart, now pure,

Then call thou the Memory of the Past
And its voice shall thy wavering steps secure—

Think on thy widow'd mother's love,
On thy prayer at eve beside her knee—

These will be as tokens from Heaven above
And their holy spells will rest on thee!

STELLA
Illinois, March, 1839.

Written for the Gem.
IN MEMORY OF MRS. ANN F. ANDREWS.

Oh! earth has lost a treasure, Heaven has gained
A bright inhabitant; andjoyonanoles
From thousand harps have rung, to welcome her
Within its portals—Yea, tho King himself
Hath stooped from hts high throne, to greet with smile
And voice of tenderest love, his chosen one;
Bidding her take the joys of that pure world,
And dwell with Him in glory evermore.
'Twas not the tinsel, but the gem, itself.
Of Piety, she wore; that "pearl of price,"
Which beautifies the soul, and throws a charm
O'er the whole being; far surpassing all
That gold, or pearls, or rich array can give :
It shone amid the daily scenes of life;
In tbe soft tear that fell when others wept,
In smiles when they rejoiced; and the kind hand
That bore relief to suffering Innocenco,
And spread content o'er Poverty's abode,
Gave token of its purity and worth.
'Twas this that bound her to the many hearts,
Now signing o'er their loqs; that made so sad
The hour of parting—ay, it was the thought
Of virtue gone, drew, forth the bitter tear
Wbeo " du»t to dust" was given.

Yet, 'Us well;
Such loveliness is meet to shine above;
There she hath her reward. Who now will wear
The fallen mantle, thread the same bright path,
And gain, at length, a like inheritance 1

A. C. P.

SBLBOTBD FOR THE GEU.

TO MISS 8. OF POMFRET, N. Y.
Oh! fair and flowery be thy way,
The skies all bright above tbee;
And brighter every coming day
To tbee and those that love tbee.

Calm o'er thy soul may hopes'arise,
Each secret fear beguiling;
And every glance of those bright eyes
Be brilliant still, and shining.

And pi icid be thy gentle heart,
And peaceful all around it;
Nor grief, nor gloomy care impart
Their bitter pangs to wound it.

But loved and loving mayest thou live,
The purest bliss possessing;
With every joy this world can give—
Hereafter, every blessing.

Buffalo, March 29,1839. T.

From the Boston Recorder.
THE GRAVE OF PAYSON.

BY WM. B. TAPPAH.
In the burial ground at Portland, are three monu-

ments erected to commemorate the achievements of
naval heroes who fell in the battles of their country.—
There is also a.plain, neat obelisk, with the name, and
dates of the birth, ministry, and death of the late la-
mented PARSON, to which is added the touching lines,
" His Reeord is on High." A late visit to this interest-
ing spot, occasioned the following lines.

I stood in silence and alone,
Just as the Sabbath shut of day.

Where quietly the modest stone,
Told me thatPayson's relics lay.

No gorgeous tale, nor herald's arms
Astonished with their splendid lie

Of hireling praife;—in truth's meek charm
It said, " His record is on high "

I gazed around the burial spot
That looks on Poitland's spires below.

And on ber thousands who are not,
Did sad yet useful thought bestow ;—

Here sleep they till the trumpet's tongue,
Shall peal along a Ulnzing sky,

Yet who of these—the old and young—
May read his record then on high 7

And near, I saw the early grave
Of him who fought at Tripoli,

Who could not live the Moslem's slave,
Who fell a martyr with the free;

And wrapt in freedom's starry flag,
The chief who dared to "do or die-."

And Albion's son, who could not lag—
Whose deeds bis country wrote on high.

What glorv lit their spirit's track
When from the gory deck they flew !

Could wishes woo the heroes back 7
Say, did not fame their path pursue 7

Oh, gently sleep the youthful Brove
Who fall where martial clarions cry—

Th« men entombed i n earth or wave,
Whose blood-writ record is on high.

I turned again to Payson'e day,
And recollected well how bright

Tho radiance, far outBhlniug day.
That robed his soaring aoul in light.

Whatmusic stole awhile from heaven,
To charm away his parting sigh ;

What wings 10 waft him home wern given,
Whose holy record was.on high!

And give me—trembling, said I then—
Some place, my Saviour, wher% such dwell,

And far above the pride of men,
And pomp of w^ich the worldling trll,

Will be my lot. Come haughty kingB!
And ve that paps in glitter by,

And feel Hint yc are abject things.,
Whese reeord is --••«• j t - j - - -

A NA.VH3

BY F. H. OOULD.

AND.

Alone I walk the ocean strand,
A nearly shell was in my hand,
I stooped, and wrote upon the sand

My nmne, the year, the day -.
Ae onward from tluysnaJJ^Basged,
One lingering look nUMyTast;
A wav* came rolling high and fast,

And washed my lines away.
And so, methought, 'twill shortly be
With every mark on earth from me!
A wave of dark oblivion's sea

Will sweep across the place
Where I have trod the sandy shore
0 (time; and been, to be no more;
Of me-my day—the name I hore.

To leave no track nor trace.
And yet, with Him who counts the sands,
And holds the waters in his hands,
1 know a lasting record stands,

Inscribed against my name.
Of all this mortal part has wrought;
Of all this thinking eoul has thought.
Ana from these fleeting moments caught.

For glory, or for shame 1

FAREWELL.
We do not know how much we love,

Until we come to leave;
An aged tree, a common flower,

Are things o'er which we grieve.
There is a pleasure in tbe pain,
That brings us back the paai again.
We linger while we turn away,

We cling while we depart;
And memories, unmarked till men,

Come crowding on the heart;
Let what will lure our onward way.
Farewell's a bitter word to say. ^

THE BRIDE.
The bridal veil hangs o'er her brow;

The ring of gold is on her finger ;
Her lips have breathed the marriage vow ;

Why should she at the altar linger 7
Why wears her gentle brow a shade,

W by her dim eyes, when doubt is over!
Why does her slender form for aid

Lean tremblingly upon her lover 7
Is it a feeling of regret

For solemn vows, so lately spoken ?
Is it a fear, scarce own'd as yet.

That her new ties may soon be broken?
Ah, no! such causes darken not

The cloud that's swiftly passing o'er her j
Her'B is a fair and happy lot.

And bright the path that lies before her.
Her heart has long been freely given

To him who, now her hand possessing,
Through patient years has fondly striven

To merit well the precious blessing.
It is tbe thought of untried years,

That, strongly to her spirit clinging,
Is dimming her blue eye with tears,

And o'er her'face a shade is flinging.
It is the thought of duties new,

Of wishes that may prove deceiving,
Of all she hopes, yet fears, to do,

Of all she loves, and all she's leaving.
It is the thought of by-gone days,

Of those, the fond and gentle-hearted,
Who meet not now her tearful gaze;

The dear, the absent, the departed.
Who, then, can mnrvelihat the bride

Should leave the sacred altar weeping 7
Or who would wish those tears-to chide.

That fresh and green her heart are keeping 7
Not he who. with a lover's care

And husband's pride, is fondly guiding
Her trembling steps ; for he can share

The gentle thoughts which need no hiding.
SognJpve for him those tears will chase,

MHfemWea relight her eye with gladness;
Andnone will blame, who truly trace

To its pure source her transient sadness.

Correspondents.—A. certain person from a
great-way-off, has sent us an article on which
there is 25 cents postage, vn paid. If he will
pay it next time we won't tell bis name; if he
dont

MAKKIED.
On the 18th instant, by the Rev. W. Van Zandt, Mr

CHAUNCEY G. DIBBLK, to Miss LAURA BRY-
AN, daughter of Mr. Isaac Bryan, all of this eity.

On the. 11th instant, by the Rev. Dr. Whitehon-e,
General WM E. LATHROP, of this city, to Mien
JEMMY WIGHT, of Mendon, Mass.

On the 11th instant, by the Uev. G. S. Boardinan,
Mr. Elias Swanton, to Miss Ursula Cassitborn.

On the 7ih inat. by Rev. Mr. Hurd, Maj. Gen. BAMU-
EL S. HAiotrT, of Angelica, to Miss MARIA. CBEBBKICAN,
at tho reSirlefnce of ĥ r father in Allegany county.

In Henfield, on the 10th instant, by the Rev. Mr. A.
G. Hall, Mtv-Sath Miller, to Miss Mary Ann Hilen, all
ofPenfield.

On tbe 10th instant, in Fenfield, by the Rev. Octavius
Mason, Mr. Samuel H*rd, of Warsaw. Geneseeco., to
Mrs. Julia Simmons, ol the former place.

On the 20th ult , by the Rev, Mr. Middleton, Oliver
Marsh, Ksq to Mrs. .Sarah Rice, all ot Wheatland.

In Oale.Ionia, on the 28th ult , by Rev. Donald McLar-
en, Mr. Wells Hosmer, to Miss Nancy Shaw, eldest
daughter of James ishaw, Esq. all of the former place.

In Chili, on the. 8th instant, by Moses Sperry, Esq.
Mr. Henry G. Smith, of Brighton, to Charlotte Paul,
of Chili.

In Batavia on the 1st inst., by C. M. Russell, Esq..
Mr. Ezra Valentine, to MIHS ArsulaPierson,both of tbe
above place.

On the 31 inst., by the same, Mr Orrin Putnam, to
Miss Sophia L. Huntington, both of Bethany.

AGENTS FOR THE GEM AND AMULET.
ARTEMIS ENOS, Traveling Agent.

Luke Wells, Amber, Onondaga county, New York.
Z. Barney, Adain&, Jefferson county, do do
8. P. Brock, Uranchport, Yates couuty, do do
Cyrus P. Lee, Buffalo. (P. O.) Erie co., do do
R. B. Brown, Browaville, Windsor co.. Vermont.
Alonzo Bennett, Berrieu, Berrien co., Michigan.
G. M Copeland, Clarendon, Orleans co., New York.
Miss E. A. Adams. Canandaigua, Ontario co., do do
E. Maxwell, Elmiia, Chemung co., do do
A. Fowler, Fowlerville, Livingston co., do do
W. C. French, Gambier, Knox co.. Ohio.
S. Hunt, Hunt'B Hollow, Allegany co., New York.
K. B. Warner, Lima, Livingston co., do do
Israel Penningtnn, Macon, Lenawa co., Michigan.
K. VWTownsend, Newark, Wayne co., New York.
P b. Church, Oakfield, Genesee co., do do
Henry Henion, Rushville, Ontario co., do do
8. Reeve, Seneca Falls, Seneca co., do do
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Written for the Gem

FROM A YOUNG RAMBLER'S JOURNAL.

SKETCHES OF WESTERN SCENERY,
CHARACTER AND INCIDENTS.

No. 4 .
No brighter skies the eye of day may see,
Nor soil more verdant, nor a race more free.

Mre. Sigourney.
Point Coupee, a wealthy French village, is

pointed out to the traveller as the place where
formerly lived and died the pious Julian Poydras.
As early as 1804 this worthy man was chosen
the first delegate to Congress from the then
Territory of Orleans, now State of Louisiana.
He was, however, most distinguished for bis
princely fortune, and the benevolent uses to
which he appropriated it. This good man died
the 25th of June, 1824, leaving many munifi.
cient charities. Among them may be men.
tioned one of a hundred thousand dollars for the
foundation of the Poydras Female Orphan Asy-
lumn ; and liberal donations to the Male Orphan
Asylumn* and Charity Hospital—all° f which
are prominent among the redeemingipfciracter-
istics of New Orleans. Twenty thousand dol-
lars were bequeathed for a college at Point
Coupee ; and sixty thousand for marriage por-
tions to the poor girls of the parishes of Point
Coupee and West Baton Rogue. Besides these
benefactions, his relatives and friends enjoyed
liberal bequests. Happy indeed are those who
have the ability, accompanied wifh the practi-
cal disposition of this humane generous hearted
man ! Laud as you will the transitory fame of
the xig-zag politician ; but give me the well
merited reputation of Julian Poydras, acquired
by the unspeakable luxury of doing good.'
Amid the great desert of selfishnesfl that over,
spreads the nation, an accasional oasis gladdens
the eye of the philanthropist, and cheers the
heart of the poor way-faring traveller. We
should feel a national pride mingle with indi-
vidual gratitude in view of the fact, that our
country is blessed with many a Poydras, Smithf

Van Renseelaer *nd Delavan—names that will
be lisped with affectionate veneration by mil.
lions yet unborn.

At Point Coupee the tourist begins to admire
the beauty of the coast. Here are beautiful
orange.groves, producing fruit of the finest
quality. North of the point the orange does
not flourish. It is said that prior to 1822, this
delicious fruit was lying under the trees, like
apples at the north; but during the winter of
that year the frees were all destroyed by a severe
frost. New trees, however, have since shooted
forth from the roots of the-old ones, and bear
quite plentifully. In this region, too, many
varieties of figs grow in profuse abundance.
On a sultry day in this southern clime a basket
of ripe figs plucked fresh from the tree, forms a
very common and acceptable dessert. Were a
little pains taken, almost any quantity might be
raised for exportation. Peaches, grapes, and

indeed all the northern fruits arrive at maturity,
with perhaps the single exception of apples 5
these, when nearly full size, begin to show a
black speck, rot, and fall.

A southern garden tastefully arranged is a
charming sight to one passionately fond of
American flowers. I confess that such is my
predilection. And where can such a taste be
better gratified than under the balmy atrnos-
phere of the sunny south, where we find—

41 Rosy-footed Spring,
Crowned with a flowery diadem of May?"

Amid the picturesque orange-groves, rendered
yet more lovely by their countless blossoms
yielding their ambrosial perfumes, may be seen
the modest • Chickasaw rose,' a beautiful hedge
thorn of exuberant growth. Interspersed a-
mong other garden fruit trees, may here and
there be observed many delightful flowering
plants ; such as the amiable jessamine, the rich,
ly-clad woodbine, and the wild honey-Buckle
with its brilliant peach-blow blossoms. To
beautify the scene still more, add the primrose,
that innocent emblem of early youth in its
maiden loveliness; the modest myrtle, that
beautiful-personification of Venus herself; and
the Iris with its miniature rainbow colors.
And, peradventure, should the devotee of flow-
ers wish to view yet others, he has but to cast
his delighted eyes to the coronetled jonquil;
red and white altheas, those modest emblems of
benevolence ; the sweet poetic eglantine; and
the graceful damask rose. These comprise but
a small portion of the Flora of the southern
clime. I may say the most of them bloom in
March; and henceforward through the flower-
ing season, the refreshing breezes are impreg-
nated with a fragrance unrivalled even in the
famed land of ' Aiaby the blest.'

I wonder that so little attention is paid to the
culture of flowers—an1 employment, in which
young ladies should ever delight to be engaged.
They are an ornament which nothing beside
can so well furnish, and many are rendered val-
uable on account of their medicinal properties.
Often is a rude rural cottage converted into a
lovely habitation by being tastefully surrounded
with a profusion of these beautiful blessings of
a kind and merciful Providence. ' The tending
of flowers,' says the gifted Mrs. Sigourney,
• has ever appeared to me a fitting care for the
young and beautiful. They then dwell, as it
were, among their own emblems, and many a
voice of wisdom breathes on the ear from those
brief blossoms, to which they apportion the
dew and the sun beam.'

Many*of the trees indigenous to the Missis.
sippi Valley, and which repeatedly attracted my
attention, are emphatically the pride of the
American forest. The princely oak, the tower-
ing elm, and some other noble trees, are com-
mon at the north; but there are yet others
equally magnifieieht which are peculiar to the
Southern forest, and these seem to require a
passing notice. In height and majesty many

of them mightvie with the tall oaks of Bashan
or the ' mighty cedars of Lebanon.' Among
the most conspicuous I may mention the famed
magnolia gr.andifiora. Mr. Campbell, in his
delightful poem GERTRUDE OP WYOMING, men-

tions certain

* Hills with high magnolia overgrown ;»
but it may be seriously questioned whether this
singular tree ever adorned the romantic shores
of the Susquehannah, it being Beldom seen
north of 33° : t ] p mistakened fancy, however,
may be regarded asr>a poetic license, and can,
therefore, be readily excused.

The celebrated American naturalist Btrtram,
.and others have evidently over-estimated the
beauty of the magnolia ; hence strangers are
generally disappointed in its appearance at first
view. Compared with many of the enormoffB
trees of the southern forest, in.point of size it
may be ranked as about the fourth. The flower
is strikingly beautiful, first appearing in May
and continuing to put forth a few at a time for
two months. When full size, these flowers are
frequently a foot in diameter. The fragrance
is powerful, and may be said to be agreeable.
A sensation of faintness is frequently produced
on entering a room filled with their perfume ;
even the atmosphere is affected for half a mile
from a tree in blossom. Professor Ingraham
very prettily describes the petals of the flower
as being • a pure white, shaped and carved pre.
cisely like a quarter section of the rind of an
orange, and nearly as thick, and perfectly
smooth and elastic. They are frequently used
by boarding school missus to serve as billets
doux, for which, from their fragrance and un-
sullied purity, they are admirably fitted. It
must be confessed, that the writing aa well aa
the material is of a very ephemeral kind ; but
for this reason the material is perhaps the more
valuable when pressed into the service of Don
Cupid.' From this beautiful;bui. -useless tree

m a y be drawn an instructive- motal. Though
the .magnolia surpasses all other trees in the
elegance of its'flowers, yet for utility the oak,
the pine, the maple, plain as they are in com-
parison, are far more highly prized. Let those
who are vain of their beauty take this kind hint
of nature, and learn that handsome is that hand,
so me does.

The sycamore, platnnus occidental^, is Hie
mammoth of the Western forest. No wonder
.he Savior expressed the idea of great faith by a
ligantic sycamine tree. Its brilliant white bark
renders it conspicuous a great distance. It »
not nnoo.nu.on for trees of this species to « .
ceed fifteen feet in diameter. It is related that
when Washington, at the age of iwenty.on..
was employed on an embassy to the French
commander on the Onio, h , measured a -yea
more, or button-ball, forty feet in circumference,
This lofty tree was yet ninding a few year.

8iriCe on a little island in the Ohio. But there
was one a few miles from Marietta of the enor
mous circumference of forty-eeven fed. Jadg.
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Tucker, of Missouri, not many years since fit-
ted the trunk of a large sycamore for a study ;
and, indeed, a stove and olher arrangements
made it an ample and convenient apartment.

Next in size is the yellow poplar, tulipifera
liriodendron. This splendid tree is valuable for
timber. The flowers are said to be a gaudy
bell-cup, and the leaves of beautiful forms.
Peculiar to swampy and overflowed lands is
the cypress, which perhaps is the most common
tree from the mouth of the Ohio to the Gulf of
Mexico. It is rendered striking Yrom its hun-
dred singularly shaped knobs, called - cypress
knees,' protuberating in various sizes, very
much resembling tall and tapering circular bee-
hives. The buttress, too, has its peculiarity
being, like the knees, conuehaped, and perhaps
three times as large as the main body of the
tree. This cone rises some eight or ten feel in
a regular and sharp taper, from the extent of
which the perpendicular shaft rears itself into
the air from sixty to eighty feet, divested of
branches till very near its top. These branches
interlocking with those of the adjoining trees,
form a canopy almost impeivious to the rays of
the sun. For lumber it is the most valuable
tree on the lower Mississippi; and, withal, it is
represented as toeing very durable. When the
swamps are inundated to the depth of eight or
ten feet, as they annually are, these trees, sur-
rounded by negroes in pirogues, are cut with
little or no difficulty.

Sometimes the cotton-wood, populus deltoides,
quite vies with the sturdy sycamore itself. It
is a lofty and beautiful tree, and often attains
great size, frequently having a diameter of
twelve feet. It is very abundant along the low-
er courses of the Ohio, and the entire course of
the Mississippi and its Western tributaries ; and
a single tree will often make a thousand rails.
Mr. Flint remarks, that, when they are cut in
the winter, the moment the axe penetrates the
centre of the tree, there gushes out a stream of
water or sap; and that a single tree will dis-
charge gallons. The popular name • cotton,
wood,' is derived from the circumstance, that
soon after the foilage is unfolded, it flowers,
and-when the flowers fall they scatter over the
ground a downy matter exactly resembling, in
feeling and appearance, short-ginned cotton.

From the upper Mississippi and Illinois to
the gulf, flourishes the pecan tree, a species of
the walnut. It combines beauty, and utility.
The not is oblong, with a soft shell, containing
a meat which excels all olher nuts in delicacy of
flavor. On account of its early rancidity,'it is
seldom conveyed to the Atlantic country in its
original sweetness. Tho catalpa, another noble
tree, is about fifty feet in height. lie fine size,
the grandeur of its foliage, the peculiar beauty,
its tuft of showy flowers, (heir rich ambrosial
fragrance, and the variouB forma of its knife-
shaped capsules, two feet in length, all combine
to render the catalpa a most magnificent orna-
mental tree. But 'the pride of China, of all
ehade-teecs is the rnoslunivcr al favorite at the
south-west. No other surpasses its beauty ; the
catalpa is probably its equal. Its growth is re
mark ably luxuriant. The dark rich foliage of
this umbrageous tree imparts a delightful fresh,
ness to, tho landscape of the sultry southern
cJime. In ordinary years it retains its verdure
seven months. Early in the spring it produces
a delicate and beautiful flower, in appearance
and fragrance not unlike the lilac, save that the
clusters are larger. These blossoms are suc-
ceeded by a profusion of green berries nearly
as large as a cherry, which turn yellow in au-
tumn. Al the close of winter robina emigrae

to this region in great numbers, and feed on
these berries ; which, possessing an intoxicating
or narcoclic properly, like opium, so stupefy
the little inebriates that they unconsciously fall
to the gronnd.

In the black locust, acacia triacanthos; utili-
ty and beauty are combined. Its flowers yield
an exquisite perfume, while its timber is much
used in the construction of boats. The black
walnut juglaus nigra, is one of the most prince-
ly trees of the forest. On the upper courses of
the Washita, and in the interior of Arkansas,
flourishes the bow-wood, maclura aurantica, or,
as the Louisianian French term it, bois d' arc,
from the circumstance that all the south-west-
ern Indians use it for bows, being very durable
and elastic. Most people consider it the par
excellence of all forest trees. It is represented
as having fine flowers, followed by a most deli-
cious looking fruit, resembling large oranges ;
but to the taste tike the apples of Sodom. In
the 6tales of Ohio, Tennessee and Kentucky,
wild cherry trees are found of enormous size ;
from twelve to sixteen feet round, and often a
hundred feet high. In the western states they
are a valuable substitute for mahogany in the
manufacture of .furniture ; aud are frequently
employed in ship building. The palmetto, lin-
den, large laurel, tulip tree, and some others
might be enumerated ; but enough are already
mentioned to give the reader some idea of those
most common and peculiar to the valley of the
Mississippi. L. C. D.

Alexander, N. Y

A L O O K I N G G L A S S .
J. BUEL, Esq.—Dear Sir : When I was a boy

I can well remember how I used to be induced
to wash my smutty face, by having a looking-
glass held before my eyes. For the same pur-
pose, I have extracted the following picture of
" A FARMER," from the writings of that most
eccentric and excellent writer, " Samuel Slick,"
in the hopes that if any of your readers should
happen to see any part of himself therein, he
will improve by the view. Here it is.

[Cultivator.
* * * i. T|1at critter, when he [built that

wrack of a house, (they call 'em a half house
here,) intended to add. as much more to it some
of these days, and accordingly put his chimblcy
outside, to sarvc the new part as well as the old.
He has been too " busy11 ever since you see, to
remove the banking put there the first fall, to
keep the frost out of the cellar, and consequent
ly it has rolled the sills off, and the house has
fell away from the chimbley, and he has had to
prop it up with that great slick of timber, to
keep it^'rom coming down on its knees alto-
gether. All the winders are boarded up, but
one, and that might as well be, for little light
can penetrate them old hats and red flannel pet-
ticoats. Look at the barn ; its broken back
roof has let ihe gable eends fall in, where they
stand staring at each other, as if they would
like to come closer together (and no doubt they
soon will) to consult what was best to be done
to gain their standing in the world. Now look
at the stock; there's your "improved short
horns." Them dirty looking, half.starved geese
and them draggle tailed fowls that are so poor
the foxes would bo ashamed to steal them—that
liltle lantern jawed, longr-leg'd rabbit-ear'd runt
of a pig, that's so weak it can't curl its tail up
—that old cow.frame standing there with her
eyes* shut and looking for all the world as tho'
she was contemplating her latter eend, (and
with good reason too)—and that other reddish
yallow, long-wool'd varmint, with his hocks
higher than his belly, that looks as«if he had
come to her funeral, and which by way of dis-
tinction, his owner calls a horse—is all " the
slock," 1 guess, thai this farmer supports upon a
hundred acres of as good natural soil as ever laid
out door. Now, there's a specimen of " native
Block." I reckon he'll omigrate to a warmer
climate 6oon, for you see while he was wailing
to finish thai thing you see the hen's rooting on,
that he calls a sled, he's had lo burn up all the
fence round tho house ; but there's no danger
of cattle breaking into his fields, and his old

muley has larnt how to sneak round among the
neighbor's fields o'nights, looking for an open
gate or bars, to etiatch a mouthful now and
then. For if you was lo mow that meadow
with a razor, and rake it with a fine-tooth comb,
you could'nt get enough to winter a grass hop.
per. 'Spose we drive up to the door and have
a word of chat with Nick Bradshaw, and see if
he's as promising as outside appearances indi-
cate.

Observing us from the only light of glass re-
maining in the window, Nick lifted the door,
and laying it aside, emerged from his kitchen
parlor*- and smoke-house, to reconnoitre. He
was a well-built, athletic man, of great personal
strength and surprising activity, who looked
like a careless, good-natured fellow, fopd of
talking, aifd from the appearance of the little
old black" pipe which.stuck in one cornerof his
mouth, equally so of smoking ; and as he ap-
peared to fancy us to be candidates, no doubt he
was already enjoying in prospective the com-
forts of a neighboring tap-room. Jist look at
Mm—happy critter—his hat crown has lost the
top out, and the rim hangs like the bail of a
bucket. His trowsers and jacket show clearly
that he has had clothes of other colors in other
days. The untann'd mocaain on one foot, which
contrasts with the o4d shoe on the other, shews
him a friend to domestic manufactures ; and his
beard is no bad match for the woolly horse yon-
der. See the waggish, independant sort of a
look the critter has, with his hat one side, and
hands in his breeches pockets,contemplating the
beauties of his farm. You may talk about pa-
tience and fortitude, philosophy and Christian
resignation, and all that sort of thing, till yoa
are tired, but——Ah, here he comes. 'Morning
Mr. Bradshaw—how's all home to-day ? Right
comfortable, (mark that, comforts in such a
place !) I give thanks—come, light and come in.
I'm sorry can't feed yojjr horse—but the fact is,
tan't bin no use to try to raise no crops, late
years, for a body don't git half paid for their la-
bor, these hard times. I raised abunch of po-
tatoes last year, and as I coxild'nt get nothing
worth while for 'em in the fall, I tho't I'do
keep'em Ull spring. But as frosl set in, while
I was doWp town 'lection time, the boys did'nt
fix up the old cellar door, and this infarnal cold
winter froze 'em all. It's them what you smell
now, and I've just been tellin the old woman
that we must turn too and carry them out of the
cellar; 'fore long they'll make some of ua sick
like enough—for there's no tellin what may
happen to a body late years. And if the next
Legislature don't do something for us, the Lord
knows but the whole country will starve, for it
seems as tho' the land now a days won't raise
nothing. Ii's actually run out. Why, I should
think by the looks of things round your neigh,
bor Horton's, that his land produced pretty well
Why yes—and it's a miracle too, ho>v he gels it
—for every body round hero said, when he took
up that tract, it was the poorest in the town.
There are some folks ihat think he was dealing
with the " black art," for't does seem as tho* the
more he work'd his land, the better it got.

Now, here was a mystery—but an easy expla-
nation of Mr. Slick soon solved the mailer, at
least to my mind. The fact is, says Mr. Slick,
a great deal of this country is run out. And if
it warntfor the lime, marsh mud, sea-weed, salt
sand, and what not, they've got here in sudi
quaiuities, and a few Ilortou's to apply it, the
whole country would runout, and dwindle away
lo just such great, good nalured, good.for.notlu
ing, do.nothing fellows, as this Nick Bradshaw,
and his woolly horse, and woolless shoep, and
hopeless farm, and comfortless house, if indeed
such a great wind-rack of loose lumber is wor-
thy Ihe name of a house.

Now, by way of contrast to all this, do you
see that neat little cottage-look ing house on yon-
der hammock, away to the right there, where
you see those beautiful shade trees ? The house
is small, but it is a whole houaev That's what
I call about right—flanked on both sides by an
orchard of the best grafted fruit—a tidy flower
garden in front, that the galls see to, and a most
grand saice garden jist over there, where it takes
the wash of the buildings, nicely sheltered by
that bunch of shrubbery. Then see them ever-
lasting big barns—and by gosh there goes thir-
teen diary cows—as slick as moles. Them
flowers, honeysuckles and rose bushes, ehowa
what sort of a family lives there, jist as plain as
straws show which way the wind blows.

Them galls, an'l tarnally racing round to
quillin and huskin frolicks, their feel exposed in
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Ihin shoes, to mud, and iheir honor to a thinner
protection. No, no—-take my word for't when
you see galls busy about such things to home,
they are what our old minister used to call "right
minded." Such things keep them busy, and
when folks are busy about their own business,
they're no time to get into mischief. It keeps
them healthy, too, and as cheerful as larks. I've
a mind we'll Might here, and view this citizen's
improvements, and we shall be welcomed to a
neat substantial breakfast, that would be worthy
to be taken as a pattern by any farmer's wife in
America.

We wore mot at the door by Mr. Horton, who
greeted my friend Slick with the warm salutation
of an old acquaintance, and expressed the sat-
isfaction natural to one habitually hospitable for
the honor of my visit. He was a plain, intelli-
gent, healthy looking man, about fifty : dress,
ed as a fanner should be, with the stamp of
*'Homespun," legible upon every garment, not
forgetting a very handsome silk handkerchief,
the work throughout of his oldest daughter.
The room into which we were ushered, bore the
same stamp of neatness and comfort thai the
outside appearance indicated. A substantial
homemade carpel covered the floor, and a well
filled book case and writing desk, were in the
right place, among the contents of which, I ob-
eerved several Agricultural periodicals. I was
particularly struck with the scrupulously neat
and appropriate attire of the wife, and two in.
telligent, interesting daughters, that were busily
engaged in the morning operations of the dairy.
After partaking of an excellent, substantial
breakfast, Mr. Horton invited us over his farm,
which tho1 small, was every part in such a fine
state of cultivation, that he did not even ex-
press a fear of "starving, unless the Legisia.
ture did something to keep the land from run.
ning out!"

We bade adieu to ihjs happy family, and pro.
eeeded on our journey, fully impressed with the
contrast between a good and bad farmer, and
for my own part, perfectly satisfied with the
manner Mr. Slick had taken to impress it indel-
ibly upon my own mind.

Mr/Slick seemed wrapped in contemplation
oi the scenes of the morning, for a long time.
At length he broke forth in one of Ms happy
strains : " The bane of this country, 'Squire,
and indeed of all America, is having TOO MUCH
LAND. They run over more ground than they
can cultivate—and crop the land, year after
year, without manure, till it is no wonder that
" it's run out." A very large portion of land
in America has been " run out," by repeated
grain crops, and bad husbandry, until a great
portion of this great country is in a fair way to
be ruined. The two Carolinas and Varginny
are given up as ruined, and there are a plagey
site too much sucli places all over New Eng-
land, and a great many other States. We
hav'nt the surplus of wheat that we used to
have, in the United States, and it'll never be so
plenty, while there are so many Nick Brad
shaws in the country.

The fact iB, Squire, education is ducedly neg-
lected. True we have a site of schools and col-
leges, but they an't the right kind. That same
Nick BraHshaw has been clean through one of
'em, and 'twas there that he larnt the infarnal
lazy habit of drinking and smoking that has been
the ruin of him ever since. I would'nl give an
old fashioned swing-tail clock, to have my 6on
go to college where he conld'nt work enough to
am his own hving, co'd larn how to work it
right tu.

ltactilly frightens me, when I think how the
land is worked, and skinned, till they take tho
gizzard out on't, when it might be growing bet-
ter every day. Thousands of acres every year
are lurn'd into barrens, while an evcrlastin
Btrcam of our folks are steaking it off ' to the
new country," where about half on 'cm, after
wading about among the tadpoles, to catch cat-
fish enough to live on a year or two, actilly
shake themselves to death with that everlastin
cuss of all new countrys, fever and ague. It's
a melancholy fact, 'Squire, tho'our people don't
seem to he sensible of it, and you nor I may not
live to see it, but if this awful robbiu' of poster.
jty goes on for another hundred years, as it has
for the last, among the farmers, we'll be a na.
lion of paupers. Talk about the Legislature
doing something, I'll tell you what I'd have
them do. Paint a parcel of guide boards, and
nail 'em up over every L gislature, Church, and
School House door in America, with these
words on 'em in great letters: •• The beat land
in America, by constant cropping, without ma-

nure, will run out." And I'd have 'em, also,
provide means to larn every child how to read
it, cause it's no use to try to larn the old ones—
they're tu sot in their ways. They're in the
constant streatch with the land they have, and
all the time trying to git more, without improv-
ing any on't. Yes, yes, yes, tu much land is
Mie ruin of us all."

Although you will find a thousand more good
things among tho writings of " The Ciock- Ma-
ker," I hope you will not look for a literal copy
of the foregoing. And if ever this meets the
eye of the writer of the " Sayings and doings
of Samuel Slick,'* I beg him to exeuse me for
the liberty I have taken with language.

I remain your Agricultural friend,
SOLON ROBINSON.

Family Government.—Columns of newspa-
pers, and volumes of books have been written
on this subject, and to a very good purpose in
many cases. But after all, the secret is more in
a nut-shell than is commonly supposed. The
greatest secret in the whole matter consists in
being a truly good parent. Your children see
you in your domestic carelessness. They know
the real character of their parents better than
persons do who live in other houses, and who
only see you when you are on your guard. If
they find their parents unkind to each other, or
failing in anyway to maintain in priva'.e the
characters which they assume in* public, their
respect is gone,—their confidence broken down.
If your child has ever known you to have been
guilty of telling a lie, how can you govern him ?
If lie knows you to have cheated a neighbor,
how can you govern him ? If he sees you in
public putting on the air and manner and claim,
ing to be a Christian, while in his close watch-
ings he sees that you are full of pride and van-
ity and bitter feelings and ambition and covet,
ousness ; that all your religion goes off at the
corners of the streets, and none of it in your bed
chamber; how can you govern your child ?—
First, then, he a good man, and a good father.

Secondly, govern yourself, always, and with-
out the least degree of unfair charity towards
yourself. The laws you enact for your children,
neve"" break yourself. If you break out with
bad passion, and excuse yourself, you must cer.
tainly be as generous to your children and ex-
cuse thorn for the same fault in the same way.
How can you govern your children, if you can-
not govern yourself 7

Thirdly, let all your requirements be just and
generous ; never given for your own good, but
always for the good of your children.

Fourthly, spare no pains—give yourself no
rest in bodv or mind, while anylhingremains to be
done which can enlighten the understandings
or sweeten the affections of your children.

Fifthly, let your orders be wisely given, and
then maintained at all hazards, and at all times.
Never in one inotance allow your word to fail.—
Trust chiefly to kindness aud persuasion and
reasoning, and use punishment of any sort as
little as possible. But let it always be under-
stood that obedience full and entire, must be
yielded to your directions, and that you will,
though with great considcrateness and offi-ction,
never slacken*your hand nor relax your de-
mands until such obedience is rendered.

Mind these rules, and with very little severi.
ty in any way, you will seldom fail of securing
all tho benefits of a reciprocally affectionate and
well ordered family—Jour. Com.

Industry.—The Louisville Reporter tells a
story of an old hunter who was so negligent of
his corn patch that it got overrun with black,
berry bushes, and the corn crowded out. One
of his neighbors, who was more particular in
these matter?, had no blackberries and his fam.
ily longed for a mess of them, sent his little
daughter to the hunter for some. $'ne met Nim.
rod at his broken down fence and said, "Dad
sent me to your patch to pick a mess of black,
berries." "Get a gone!" exclaimed Nimrod,
"go home, huzzy, and tell your dad, that if he
was but half as industrious as I am, he would
have plenty of blackberries of his own."

Youthful Mail Rabbet,—We learn from the St.
Louis Bulletin of (he 11th instant, that in the
United Slates Circuit Court, in session in thit
city, thero was a youth, a boy aged about 15
years, indicted and tried for robbing the moil.—
The jury found him guilty, and in consequence
of his youth, he was sentenced to only ten days
imprisonment.

Human Activity.—A man trained to violent
exercise from his childhood, is said to be capa-
ble of distancing the fleetest horses, and of con.
linuing his course when they give up in weari.
ness and exhaustion. His muscular power iB im.
mense, as we see daily proved by the Weights
raised with case by the common porters. How.
ever, the exertions in our pedestrians give but a
faint idea of the full power of a practised run.
ner. The couriers of Russia used regularly to
travel -30 leagues in the epace of 11 hours ; and
some natives of Africa are reported to outstrip
the lion. The savages of North America pursue
the swiftest stags with such rapidity as to wea-
ry and overtake them. They have been known
to (ravel over the most rugged and pathlesB
mountains a distance of 11 or 1200 leagues in
6 weeks or 3 months.

The wotks of Rum.—A citizen of this town,
named Baltus Lenkenfelter, lately became in-
toxicated while absent a short distance from
home,and attempting to return on foot and alone,
fell asleep in the road, and was providentially
discovered about 2 o'clock in the morning, and
taken home) The night was extremely cold,
and his extremities were badly frozen. Six of
his fingers have been amputated. His recove-
ry is considered doubtful.—Fulton Rep.

Unfinished work.—Children or young people
should not be permitted to acquire a habit of
beginning things and then have them in an un
finished state. Many have found great difficul-
ty in overcoming this pernicious habit in after
life.

At a lady celebration of the 8th of January,
at Cambridge, Ohio, Miss Sarah P. Metcalf
gave the following toast:—"Parties of the li-
nked States—The best of all parties, are WED.
DING parties." ,,,.,*

Laziness.—The paroxysims of laziness are a],
ways increased in frequency and force by full
feeding. The most appropriate and effectual
remedy for it is alow diet. Providence has de-
creed that poverty and want shall always be
within call of the indolent and lazy.

O* Mr. Clay, in a note addressed to the edi-
tors of the National Intelligencer, says he was
incorrect in ascribing to Dr. Franklin the au-
thorship of the law passed by the state of Penn-
sylvania, in 1780, for the gradual emancipation
of slaves. The measure originated with the
late Honorable George Bryan. This informa-
tion will be news to most readers, for we believe
the opinion is almost universal that Dr. Frank-
lin was the author of the law alluded to.—BvJJf.
Adv. -

Mr. T. S. Smith has reported a resolution to
the Senate of Pennsylvania, to encourage Mr.
Espy in proceeding in his experiment to produce
rain. Tho report provides a reward of $25,000
on condition of his raining over 5000 square
miles, and $50,000 on condition of his raining
over a territory of 10,000 square miles.

Bulwer, the novelist, has published a.para.
graph in some of the London papers, commen.
ting upon his wife's extravagance, and giving
notice, at the Fame time, that htf̂ p not answer,
able for her debts.

Have a place for every thing, and when you
have done using it, return it ttfits place. This
will save much time in hunting after articles
which arc thrown carelessly aside, and lie you
know not where.

"What ever made you rnarry that dowdy ?"
said a mother to her son. "Because you a I-
ways told me to pick a wife like my mother,"
was the dutiful reply.

A story is told in a London paper? to this ef.
feet. Don Miguel insulted the lady of a foreign
gentleman, and was immediately insulted in turn
The ex king then challenged the husband to
fight, but the latter repliep that he should never
degrade himself by fighting a duel with a man
who lived on alms.—JV- Y. Whig.

George II. being informed that an impudent
pi i i ter was t > be punished for having published
a spurious (King's) speech, roplied, that he
hoped the pi n shment would be of the mild st
sort, because he had read both, and as far as
he understood either of them he liked the apuri.
oua speech better thau liis own.
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U* We have no doubt many a farmer and ma.
ny a farmer's daughter, among our subscribers,
who will think with us that •• A LOOKING
GLASS," in this number of the Gem, is worth
at least the price of one year's subscription.

O* Dr. Rush tells of a minister who was so
absent minded that he would forget the day of
the week, and would often walk to church on
the sabbath with his gun on his shoulder to en.
quire the object of so great a collection of peo-
ple.

The oame minister was once called upon to
preach before an association of clergymen.
Some wags getting hold of a half a dozen of his
written sermons, mixed the leaves and sewed
them up as one. He commenced preaching,
lost the thread of his sermon, and did not
know that he was preaching a motely discourse
until the house was emptied of his auditors.

But what clapped the climax of this good
man's misfortunes was this: He was engaged
to be married to the daughter of the Bishop rf
London, butt being gudgeon fishing upon the
day fixed for the wedding, he forgot the desig.
hated hour. This neglect offended the young
lady, and he lost a wife.

ILT Disease controls the memory. When dy.
ing Dr. JOHNSON forgot the words of the Lord's
prayer in English, buftĝ ttempted to repeat them
in Latin.

We was once standing at the sick bed of an
aged friend, who had not spoken a word of his
native tongue (the Gaelic) since his boyhood,
and who had entirely forgotten it, he sang one
of his native songs with the most perfect dis-
tinctness and accuracy.

Rev. Dr. Muhlenburgh has remarked, "that
people generally pray in their last hours in
their native language, is a fact which I have
found true, in innumerable cases, amongst my
German hearers, aUhough hardly one word of
German wasspokenby themin days of health."

O*We day before yesterday attended the ex-
amination at the close of the second regular
term of Mr. MOORE'S School in Brighton. This
Bchool numbers about thirty scholars, and is
taught by Miss JENETT BLOBS. We have before
spoken in high terms of her manner of teaching,
and recommended others who may have the
means and the disposition to do something no-
ble for the rising generation, to follow the ex.
ample in this respect of the founder of this
school. Every opportunity we have of witnes.
ting the proficiency of the youth who are here
tanght TO THINK as well as to recite, the more
we feel constrained to urge upon others to be
come acquainted with the plan here adopted,
believing they will then strive to increase the
number of such fountains of knowledge for the
children of our country,

O*The blessings which we provide for others
often prove blessings to ourselves. DEAN SWIFT
found a peaceful asylum in the insane hospital
which he had himself founded for persons af-
flicted with that disorder.

The same is true with regard to the opposite
principle. Hani an was hung on the gallows
which he had prepared for Mordecai.

O* Women, the world over, are uniforinily
gentle, courteous and polite. Ledyard, the
traveller, sayB "I never addressed, myself in the
language of decency and friendship to a woman,
whether civilized or savage without receiving a
decent and friendly answer."

"Life's Lessons.1'—Thia is a work full of
wholesome moral instruction, adapted to all
ages, but more particularly to advanced youth.
It is a narrative of a young lady, in which is
portrayed the results of perverseness, selfish,
ness, and unbridled will; and in which we may
see the utter impotency of wealth and station to
afford happiness. We would wish a copy in the
hands of every young lady in Rochester; and
yet we could promise nothing of high-wrought
imagination, of scenes of thrilling and intense
interest; nothing, in shortfrto minister to vitia-
ted taste, or to nerve up the ennui of idleness
and folly. But whoever will read, may have the
benefit of " Life's Lessons," without enduring
the bitterness of learning the value and b. auties
of virtue by the horrors of personal experience
in the school of vice. For sale at ALLING'S,
No. 12, Exchange street.

PhrenologicalJuurnnl.—Tl\ia publication con-
tinues to increase in interest with each succes-
sive number. It has a master hand at the helm,
who executes his trust with fidelity and energy.

We again commend this work to all who are
phrenologists, and also to the doubting, who
are in search of truth. If phrenology be what
its ablest advocates claim, it should be made one
of the first studies; it should be understood,
practically, by every parent and every teacher ;
because it is of more practical utility in the
rearing, and mental and moral culture of the
young, than any other science.

O° Lord Bacon says, that a little learning
makes men atheists, but that an increase of it
brings them back to God. Whose experience
has not demonstrated the truth of this remark ?

O* "I always take care of my own luggage,"
as the elephant said when the porter asked him
if he shouldn't carry his trunk.

ROCHESTER C 0 L L E G I A T E ~ 1 N S T I -
TUTE, NO. 1.

The name of this Academy has not yet be.
come familiar to the public. It is the result of
a late incorporation by the Regents of the Uni-
versity of the State. The Rochester High
School has ceased to exist, and its Trustees are
no longer a corporate body. This had become
necessary from the changes in the laws, in or-
der to enable the School to participate in the
money distributed by the State for the purposes
of education. The Stock-holders of the prop-
erty once possessed by the Trustees of the High
School and sold by them, named the following
gentlemen to be the Trustees of the Rochester
Collegiate Institute, viz. Wm. Pitkin, Thos'
Kempshall, F. M. Haight. W. W. Mumford,
Frederick Starr, Samuel G. Andrews, L. A.
Ward, J. W. Smith, David Scoville, Waller S.
Griffith, Oren Sage, N. T. Rochester, Moses
Chapin, A. G. Smith, S. C. Jones, R. M. Dal-
zyll, Isaac Hills, Addison Gardiner, Henry L.
Achilles, and Nehcmial Osburn. These gen-
tlemen have been incorporated in due form as
the Trustees of the Institute. The Slockhold.
ers comprised a largo number of the most intel-
ligent and interprising of our citizens, and had
it in their power to make a judicious selection
of a Board to manage the great interests of the
Institution. This they have doubtless done.
The names, it may be believed, are a guarantee
of the operations to come. An institution for
instruction in the higher branches of English,
iu Mathematics, and in Languages, is of the
highest consequence to the City, Party politics
and sectarian feelings can have no place, but
the general good, the promotion of tho last in-
terests of the citizens, must bo commanding
objects. CIVIS,

[CrT pursuit of Horticulture is one of the
most delightful recreations, and highly condu.
cive to health. An hour in the garden before
breakfast, gives a man a better appetite, better
health and a better heart.

XJ°It is not generally known that the door,
keeper of Congress died of an apoplexy, from
joy, upon hearing the news of the capture of
Lord Uornwallis and his army. This shows us
that even joy may be made the minister of ill.

QUEEN VICTORIA.
The Richmond Enquirer publishes a letter

from Mr. Stevenson, oar Minister to Great Brit-
ain, in which he dercribes the (.person, appear-
ance and habits of the Queen of Great Britain.
Mr. Stevenson writes from opportunities of
close and'frequent observation, which few per-
sons, even of the highest rank in the kingdom,
can have had. He says ;—

Of the Queen, I suppose you will expect me
to say something, and express my opinion. The
press in both countries gives the most flatter-
ing accounts of her beauty, wisdom, &c. In-
deed, it is the fashion here to represent her (as
I suppose they do all Queens) as something
short only of Divinity. Now, I will tell you
very frankly what I thiak of her, and 1 have
had a fair opportunity ef judging. As to her
person and face, they are pretty fairly represen-
ted in many of the numerous paintings and
prints, Bume of which I suppose you have seen.
Sully's I think as good and pleasing a likeness
as any that has been taken. It has been sent to
Philadelphia. None of them, however, do jus.
tice to the expression of the face. It is certain,
ly not the sort I should call beautiful—but,when
lighted up by animated conversation,the face is
full of expression and sweetness, and strongly
indicative of character. Her manners are bland
and unaffected ; indeed, there is a simplicity
and frankness and engaging affability about her
quite remarkable for a Queen. Another stri-
king thing is,'the total absence of all ambitious
display or desire for admiration, which might
be expectejd from so young a person, and she a
Sovereign.

No one can approach the present Qieen with-
out being struck, not only with her easy and
charming deportment, and that peculiar soft-
ness of disposition and temper, for which she
is so remarkable, but with the entire self com-
mand and repose of manner, which might be
expected to guard a Sovereign .of more advan-
ced years. She has besides, all the characteris-
tic bun nalurel and good temper of the English.

In relation to the Queen's personal habits, I
understand she rises between 8 and 9, breakfasts
at 10, devotes herself to business till 2. then ex-
ercises, generally on horseback, and at a rap.
id pace, going at the rate of 10 or 12 miles an
hour. Of her horsemanship I had an opportu-
nity of judging, having myself been present in
one of her excursions of 20 miles in about two
hours; and I can assure you if she does not
ride like C©3ar, and hunt like Diana, she is yet
one of the boldest and finest female riders I ever
saw.

Her attention to business is such, that I un.
derstand if a despatch comes while she is at din.
nor, she commonly rises and attends to it. She
has a turn and capacity for business, and will,
as she advances, doubtless lake even a deeper in.
tercst in the affairs of slate than she does at
present.

From the Green Bay Democrat.
O" A letter was received at the Green Bay

Post Office last week, with the following highly
poetical superscription. It must be a love epis-
tle ; and with such t-xqiiisite sentiments on the
outside, who can U;l! what the inside contains !
Probably now the " delightful maid" is delight-
edly pouring over its contents ; but, doubtless,
she would have been much better pleased, if the
fellow had paid the postage :

I'm going to give trouble I fear,
For which, no doubt, I shall pay full dear,

You will please to sund me all the way
To the pretty village of Green Bay.

Wisconsin Territory is the place,
Where I am sure to meet a smiling face ;

All postages and charges will be happily uuid
By E******»* D****, delightful maid.

The Albany Advertiser notices tho marriage
of a Mr. Nibleck to Miss Ellen Wish. There's
one man got his wish any how.
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THE GEM AND LADIES* AMULET
Writttn for theQem.

THOUGHTS ON EARLY RELIGIOUS
INSTRUCTION.

BY JOHN M'EUEN.
And thou shall teach them diligently unto thy fchil-

aren, and shalt taU of them when thou siitest in thine
house.—DEUT.

These were the words of the venerable MOSES
to the children of Israel, when delivering to
them the commands of the MOST HIGH. He

thought not only of the happiness of those who
had arriven to manhood's prime, or the years of
accountability and discretion, but also of those
of a more tender age—the little ones that were
then with them in the wilderness. They too
were journeying to the land of promise—they
too, were the chosen of the Almighty, to show
forth his praise in the earth; and on the im
provement of the powers given them of Heaven,
and, if Solomon's words be true, a great deal
on the instruction they received from their pa-
rents, depended their happiness here and here,
after.

Buriiow few parents, (comparatively speak-
ing,) are there who remember the above instruc-
tions, so far as to put them in practice: and
even (too sad to relate) there are parents, who
profess to be treading in the footsteps of the
Divine Redeemer, who are not as careful as
they might be in training up those committed
to their care, in the pathway of piety, virtue and
holiness. This should not be so.

Many reasons might be given why parents
should take the instructions of the Great Law-
giver to themselves, and act upon them. Duty
to their offspring should prompt every parent to
action, and to action, too, when the mind just
begins to expand, and in broken accents the
child begins to talk.

I know that many parents consider it time
enough to impart instruction, and more espe-
cially religious instruction, to the child, when
it has come to a more mature age. But experi-
ence has taught many that this is not the belter
way. Instructions then, in repeated instances,
have come loo late. The mind that has been
left free or with little or no religious instruc.
tion, naturally runs to that which is evil, and is
daily found becoming more averse to that which
is (rood, and consequently, less likely to receive
or act upon the advice imparted by the parent.

Look how Hannah, the mother of Samuel,
acted in regard to her child. Samuel was con-
secrated to the service of God in his infantile
moments. Religious instruction was imparted
with an unabatednes?, undoubtedly, that could
not fail of success. And mark the happy result.
At the age of twelve years or a little more,
Samuel was found at Jerusalem, ministering at
the alter and for many years after was, under
Gnd, the judge and ruler of that great nation.

The impressions received by Timothy from
his pious mother, were never erased from his
mind ; be was taught, and he knew, the scrip-
tures from his youth, and until the day of his
dissolution was found an unflinching advocate
of that which is good ; an honor to his country,
and a blessing to all around.

But we need not go to scripture alone to
show that instructions, given in early life, have,
had a happy effect upon the after years of the
individuals to whom they were imparted.

There are individuals to be found in this
eountry, and in this city, too, who are living
witnesses that religious instruction, imparted
even at the earliest dawn of reason, has, in a
great measure, been the means of making them
what they are this day, ornarnen.s of society
and consistent and devoted followers of that
which is good. There may be many scenes
which those individuals may have passed through

in life, which they have entirely forgotten ; but
the instruction that dropped from tho lips of
their pious parents, are written as " with the
pen of a diamond" upon their hearts ; it can
never be erased from their minds, and it contin.
ues to exert a hallowing influence on their lives
and conduct while journeying through this wil-
derness of wo, to tho land of light.

If religious instruction, imparted early in life
has been the means of accomplishing so much
good, why do not parents labor to cultivate and
give the minds of their offspring a religious bias,
when their hearts are tender, and they have not
jet wandered into the paths of vice anicfimmor-
ality.

What happiness must it bring to the hearts of
the pious parents, whose heads are blossoming
for the grave, while they look upon those whom
God has given them, and see them, while per-
forming the duties of life, also cultivating a
virtuous, noble, and Christian spirit. If aught
on earth can add to the happiness of the Chris-
tian in a dying hour it is to see his children fol-
lowing him, as he followed Christ. He extends to
them the parting hand. He bids them a long
farewell, but it is with an almost " sure and
certain hope" of meeting on that day, for which
all other days were made, at the right hand of
the Judge, and be enabled to say " here am I and
the children thou hast given me "

But to turn to the other side of the picture,
see the youth who has had no instruction, and
there are many such to be found in this land ;
his natural disposition may have been good,
and his mind, atone time, susceptible of the
best of impressions ; but he has had no one to
instruct him, no one to implant the principles
of virtue in his bosom, or point out the degra_
dation and fatal consequences of a life spent in
vice and immorality. As he grows in
years, he wanders farther from that which is
good ; he visits the haunts of wretchedness
and sin ; he puts the fatal bowl to his lips—for
he has not been taught to flee the appearance of
evil.

" His way grows dark and leads to death."

The friends of his youth desert him—be is
degraded in their eyes and in his own, and often
wishes for death, and with death, annihilation ;

and while the world has frowned upon such
persons, many have put an end to their own
miserable existence, and sent their deathless
spirits, uncalled Tor and unprepared, into the pre-
sence of their Maker. Such has been, and
such we fear will be, the fate of many of the
neglected youths of eur country.

Democrat Office, May 1, 1839.

The W/e of La Fai/ette.—[Extract from a
latter written by La Fayette, in the year 1808,
after the death of his wife, to M. Latour Ma-
bourg, translated from one of the last volumes
of the Memoirs of La Fayelte, lately publish-
ed in France] •' During thirty-four years of a
union in which her tenderness, her goodness,
her elevation, her delicacy, the generosity of
her soul, charmed, embellished, did honor to my
life, I was so accustomed to all that she was to
me, that I did not distinguish hur from my own
existence. She was fourteen years old, and I
was sHHcen when her heart amalgamated itself
with all which could interest me. I thought I
loved her, that I could not do without her, but
it was only when I had lost her that I wa« able
to discover what remains to me, for the close of
a life which had been so diversified, and for
which nevertheless there remains no longer
either happiness or even content.

Though she was attached to me, I may say so,
by the most passionate sentiment, I never per-
ceived in her the lightes shade of aulhorilive-
ness (d'exigence) of discontent, never any thing
which did not leave me the entrre freedom in all
my undertakings. And if I go back to the
days of our youth, I find in her, traits of an
unexampled delicacy and generosity, You saw

her, always associated, heart and soul, in all my
sentiments, my political wishes, enjoying every
thing which might confer honor on me, stiJI
more, as she would say, what made me to be
wholly known, and more than all glorying in
those occasions when she saw me sacrifice glo-
ry to a sentiment of goodness. Her aunt,
Madame Tesse, said to me yesterday, • I never
could have imagined that one could be such a
fanatic for your opinions, and yet so free from
party spirit.' Indeed her attachment to our doc-
trines never for a moment abated her indulgence,
her compassion, her good will for persons of
another party. She never was soured by the
violent hatred of which I was the object, the
ill-treatment and the injurious conduct toward
me, were regarded by her as follies indifferent
to her, from the point from which*she looked at
them, and where her good opinion chose to place
me.

Her*s was a most entire devotion. I may say
that during thirty-four years, I never suffered
for a moment the shadow of a restraint, that
all her habits were without affectation, subor.
dinate to my convenience, that I had the satis,
faction to see my most sceptical friends as con-
stantly received, as well beloved, as much es-
teemed, and their virtues as completely ac.
knowledgcd, as if there had been no difference
of religious opinion, that she never expressed
any other sentiment than that of hope, that in
continuing to reflect, with the uprightness of
heart which she knew belonged to me, I should
finally be convinced. It was with this feeling
she left me her last regards, begging me to read
for the love of her, some books, which I shall
certainly examine again with new interest, and
calling her religion to make me love it better,
perfect freedom. She once expressed to me the
thought that she should go to Heaven, and dare
I add that this idea was not sufficient to recon-
cile her to quitting me.

She often said to me, Life is short, full of
trouble, may we meet again in God. May we
pass eternity together. She wished me, she
wished us all, the peace of the Lord. Some-
times she was heard praying in her bed. One
of her last nights there was something: celestial
in the manner in which she recited twice in
succession, with a firm voice, a passage appli-
cable to her situation, the same passage which
she recited to her daughter on perceiving the
spires of Olmutz. Shall I epeak to you of the
pleasure, ever renewed, which an entire confi-
dence in her gave me, which was never exacted,
which was received at the end of three months
as at the first day, which was justified by a dis-
cretion proof against all things, by admirable
understanding[of all my feelings, my wants, and
the wishes of my heart. All this was mingled
with a sentiment so lender, an opinion so ex-
alted, a worship, if I dared to speak, so sweet
and flattering, more especially gratifying, as
coming from the most perfectly natural and sin.
cere person who ever lived."—Advertiser.

Sale of Bachelors.—It is rumored that the
legislature of Tennessee has passed a law mak-
ing it the duty of the Sheriff of each county
annually to make out a list of the bachelors in
his county and notify all of said bachejors who
are in a healthy condition, that the law requires
them to get married within two months from the
time of their notification, and at the expiration
of this time, all of said bachelors who have
failed to comply with the requisitions of this
law, shall be set up and sold at public auction
by said Sheriff to the hifihest bidder, and that
no person shall be allomed to bid but old maids.
It is furthermore rumored that a. sale was re-
cently had at Jonesborough, under this law, at
which forty old bachelors were sold.

A Difficulty Settled.—A gentleman residing-
in the country, during the summer months, one
morning observed a large* quantity of dirt and
rubbish lying in the yard in front of his hpuse.
Enraged he called one of his servants.

"John," said he, "why is the dirt not taken
away?"

"We have no wagon on the premises."
"Then dig a ditch back of the house and

throw it in." . . . .
"But what are we to do with the earth which

will be dug out."
,,Fool don't bother me; make the ditch big

enough lo put earth, rubbiah, dirt and all in."
The best women in the world, says the Bos.

ton Post, mend their husband's stockings with
care, and keep their children's faces clean !!
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THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET
Written for the O em.

S E N S I B I L I T Y
Call not that man unfeeling whose voice and

conduct are scarce known in public, and who
seldom expressess what is passing in his breast.
The rivulet sparkles to delight the eye, and its
ceaseless bubbling arrests the ear, because it is
shallow and otherwise impotent; while the
deep stream rolls Bilently on, conveying in its
bosom a power that is secret but irresibtable,
though not estimated by many. So it is with
the human mind.

'Tis not the GOOD, the great, the wise,
That brightest shine or highest rise.

In all the diversified conditions of human exis.
tence, we shall ever find that the best springs
of feeling gush forth with most vehemence, in
hours of loneliness, and in places of the deepest
solitude. Take a man endowed wilh deep sen-
sibility, and»witness his impressions in contrast
with those of a different stamp, at some season
fraught with unusual interest—it may be at the
grave of a valued friend. The last look of af-
fection has been given, and the procession has
attended the remains of departed worth, to the
place1 of their final rest. The multitude shed
their tears upon his grave, and lament, for a
while, that so much goodness has passed away.
They converse together upon the virtues of the
deceased, and recall the many deeds that should
entitle him to remembrance. They return again
to their respective abodes, and soon forget the
cause that called them to assemble. But his
voice is silent and his eye without a tear. An
unobserved spectator of the scene, he has wit-
nessed, apparently unaffected, its character of
solemn and melancholy interest. He too, re-
turns ; and, when tears have been wiped from
all other eycB, and their evanescent sorrow has
ceased to be, let us contemplate him in the soli-
tude of his dwelling, with no witness present
to relate his grief. Amid the throng, his at-
tention was distracted, and his feelings sup.
pressed, by reason of that susceptibility that
shrunk from the inspection of mortal eyes ; but
now that he hasj;ained his loved seclusion, im.
agination wanders on the pathway backward,
retracing the footsteps of his loved associate ;
and memory renews the delightful seasons of
their former intercourse. Visions of associated
happiness—too bright indeed to last—will rise
to mental vision ; and each word and transac
lion that once cheered them in their pilgrimage
on earth, will fill his mind with inexpressible
regret, that these scones can be realized by him
no more. Years may roll onward in their
course, and wi ness no diminution of his woe.
The depth of his affection will retrace again
and again, and even deepen, on the tablet of his
heart, the impressions, engraved there in belter
and happier days, by him row mingled with
the clods of the vale.

Oh ! how often, while gazing upon the crowd-
ed street, while the wealthy, the proud, and the
gay passed by, as I marked the hcartlcssness
manifested by them in their language and their
mein, have I thought that no sympathy existed
among men ; and that earth was no home and
its inhabitants no associates fur deep suscepti-
bility ! But I have happily been rendered sen-
sible of my fault. It is not amid the affluent,
elated with their possessions ; it is not where
daunt the avaricious and the vain, that I should
have eoughl for human kindness, and a heart
that could weep over human woes. I ignorant.
ly passed by the retirements of the sympathis.
ing; and doubtless have often inadvertently
plunged a dagger in those feelings I so much
longed to discover, by avoiding their possessors
as rnorote and misanthropic.

How much did 1̂ mistake ! How little did I
understand all the attributes of a heart too sen-
sible, alas, to suffering and distress ! While I
continued my researches in public, the individ.
ual was in retirement, keenly realizing the
wounds inflicted, by an inhuman world upon
himself, bereft of appropriate association, and
lamenting the indifference that doomed him to
mourn. The shades of night that called others
to their rest, the passing breeze that lulled them
to repose, awoke in him but wild and undefined
sensations. They seemed to whisper of some
happier clime, where never-fading flowers of
susceptibility might bloom, with none of this
world's withering storms to destroy their charms,
and where congenial intercourse might be found.
The far-off melody of some wafted strain, while
to others it suggested thoughts of revelry andv

mirth, touched, in his bosom, upon an answer-
ing chord, whose vibrations thrilled, throughout
his frame, with tones of unheard but solemn
delight; and reminded him alike of his imagin-
ed rest. The beauteousness of scenery, its
shores of greenness and its chrystal streams, its
mountains and forests of majesty and gloom,
seemed but representations of that fancied
abode where his afflicted spirit should at length
find rest. His heart, soothed and delighted, pur-
sued these reveries of happiness in Iris dreams*
Thus it is, that when morning dawned, and
called him again to mingle with the throng, he
assumed indifference, while sad and disconso-
late at the contrast. H. C. F.

Rochester, April 26, 1839.

Highland Clans.—The following is an alpha-
betical list of all the known clans of Scotland
with a description of the particular badges of
distinction worn by such clan—and which serv-.
ed as the distinguishing mark of their chiefs.
In addition to the distinguishing badge of his
clain, a Highland Chief also wore two eagU'
feathers in his bonnet:

NAMES.
Buchanan,
Cameron,
Campbell,
Chisholm,
Colquhoun,
Cumming,
Drummond,
Farquharson,
Ferguson,
Forbes,
Frazer,
Gordon,
Graham,
Gant,
Gunn,
Lamont,
M'Allister,
M'Donald,
M'DounclI,
M'Dougall,
M'Farlane,
M'Gregor,
M'lntosh,
M'Kay,
M'Kcnzie,
M'Kinnon,
M'Lachlan,
M'Lcan,
M'Leod,
M'Nab,
M'Neil,
M'Pherson,
M'Quarrie,
M'Rea,
Munro,
Menzies,
Murray,
Ogilvie,
Olipliant,
Robertson,
Rose,
Ross,
Sinclair,
Stewart,
Sutherland,

BADGES.
Birch,
Oak,
Myrtle,
Alder,
Hazle,
Common Sallow
Holly,
Purple Foxglove,
Poplar,
Broom,
Yew,
Ivy,
Laurel,
Cranbrry Heath,
Rosewort,
Crab Apple Tree,
Five Leaved Heath
Bell Heath,
Mountain-Hea'.h,
Cypress,
Cloud Berry Bush,
Pine,
Boxwood,
Bullru6h,
Deer Grass,
St. John's Wort,
Mountain Ash,
Blackberry Heath,
Red Wortleberrics,
Rose Buckberrfiji,
Sea Ware,
Variegated Boxwood,
Black Thorn,
Fir Club Moss,
Eagle's Feathers,
Ash
Juniper,
Hawthorn,
The Great Maple,
Fern, or Brechins,
Brier Rose,
Bear Berries,
Clover,
Thistle',
Cat's Tail Grass.

CHARACTER OF BROUGHAM.

Brougham is a thunderbolt. He may come
in the dark, he may come at random, hia path
may be in the viewless grasplesa air j but still,
give him something solid, let him come in con-
tact with tlie earth, and.be it beautiful or barren,
it feels the power of his terrible visitation. You
see not, or rather you heed not, the agent which
works ; but, just as when the arch-giant of phy-
sical destroyers rends his way, you see the king-
doms of nature yielding at his approach, and
the mightiest of their productions brushed a-
side as though they we>edust, or torn as though
they were gossamer. While he raises his voice
in the House—while he builds firmly and broad-
ly the bases of his own propositions, and Bnatch-
es from every science a beam to enlarge and
strengthen his work ; and while he indignantly
beats down and tramples upon all that has been
reared by his antagonist, you feel as if the wind
of annihilation were in his hand, and the power
of destruction in his possession.

There cannot be a greater treat than to hear
Brougham upon one of those questions which
gives scope for the mighty swell of his mind,
end which permits him to launch the bolts of
that tremendous sarcasm, for which he has not
now, and perhaps never had, an equal in the
House. When his display is a reply, you see
his long and lathy figure drawn aside from oth-
ers, and coiltd up within itself like a snake.and
his eyes glancing from under the slouched hat,
as fiery and as fatal as those of basalisk ; you
mark the twin demons of irony and contempt,
playing about the tense and compressed line of
his rnouth. Up rises the orator, slowly and
clumsily ; his body swung into an attitude which
is none of the most graceful; his long and sal-
low visage seems lengthened in its hue ; his eyes,
his nose, and mouth, seem huddled together, as
if, while he presses every illustration into his
speech, he were at the same time condensing
all his senses into one. There is a lowering
sublimity in his brows which one seldom sees
equalled ; and the obliquity of the light shows
the organization of the upper and lateral parts
of his forehead proud and palpable as the hills
of his native north. His left hand is extended
with the palm, prepared as an anvil, upon,
which he is ever and anon to hammer wilh the
forefinger of his right, as the preparation to
that full swing which is to give life to every
muscle, and motion to every limb. He speaks !
In the most powerful and sustained, and at the
Fame time the most close, clear and logical man,
ner, does he demoiisli the castle which his op.
ponent had built for himself. You hear tha
sounds, you see the flash, you look for the cas-
tle, and it is not. Stone after stone, turret af-
ter turret, battlement after battlemeut, and
wing after wing, arc melted away, and nothing
icfl save the sure foundation upon which the or-
ator himself may build. Tiicre are no political
bowels in him. He gives no quarters, and n>
sooner has he razed the fort, than he turns to
t >rturc the garrison. It is now that his mock
solemnity is something more terrible than the
satire of Canning, the glow of Burdett, or tha
glury ol'Mackintosh. His features (which are
always giave) assume the very doplh of solem-
nity ; and his voice (which is always solemn)
falls into that under suprano (that visionary
tone between speech and whisper) which men
employ when they speak of their uwn graves
and coffins. You would imagine it not audible,
and yet its lowest syllable runs through the
House like wildfire. You would think it was
meant only f>>r the car of him who is the subject
of it ; yet it comes immediately, and powerful,
ly, and without the possibility of being forgot,
ton to every one within the walls. You would
•think it the fond admonition of a sainted father
tu the errors of a beloved 6on ; and yet it haB
the reality more of that feeling which the devil
is said to exercise when he acts as the accuser,
of the brethren. You may push asMe the bright
thing which raises a laugh ; you may find a cov-
er from tiie wit which ambles to you on antithe-
sis or quotation ; but against the home reproof of
Brougham there is no defence ; its course is so
firm that you cannot dash it aside.

The Last Anecdote.—"Who's that ere Mr.
Scattering, t!iat always gets a few votes at our
t)wn meetings 1 inquired an old lady, a few da) a
since, of her spouse, as she was busily engaged
in perusing a newspaper. 'I do not know,' said
he, 4nor never did, though tho people have been
trying to elect him ever aince I began to vote.'

I —Dedham Pat.
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KEEP'S Sermon on Moral Influence.—We hope

to bo excused for not noticing this Sermon 6oon.
er, as the neglect was unintentional. It is one
of those productions, full of irrefutable argu.
raent and fervid eloquence. The author takes
hold of his subject with a master potency, and
disarms error and instates truth in simultane-
ous triumph. The style is chaste and eloquent,
yet lofty and energetic; at once enchanting the
imagination and expanding the intellect. We
have room for only the following extract upon
the baleful influence of sectarianism. This ex.
tract, while it must delight the reader,will serve
as a specimen of the whole discourse. [This
Sermon was preached at Riga, on the 25th of
October last, at the installation ef D. N. MER.
RITT as pastor of the Congregational Church at
that place.—For Sale at WM. ALLING'S, and
NlCHOLLS & WlLLSON's ]

" Another obstacle to reform, the removal of
which is an indispensable portion of the work
before us, lies in the fearful divisions into
SECTS, of those who profess an adherence to
the Christian faith. This is an evil of immense-
ly destructive powers. It is begotten and nour-
ished by a spirit of supreme selfishness ; and
assumes the imposing aspect of love to the truth,
and a conscientious defence of it; each sect
professedly acting under the broad injunction
of the Apostle to " contend earnestly for the
faith once delivered to the Saints." But this
evil will wince and wither, under the culmina-
ting light of free discussion, and be cast out, a
loathsome carcase, the just abhorrence of those
who love the Lord Jesus Christ in sincerity.—
The fact is known ; it is the joy and the boast
of Infidels, and it should be the bitter grief and
the loud lament of all the holy ; that the spirit
of sect, is extensive and mighty among profes-
sing Christians; and that some who bear the
name of Christ, exhibit more zeal to sustain
the interests of their particular party, or denom
ination, than they do to further the interests of
their common Christianity. The plea in justi-
fication, that they deem the triumph of their
denominational views & sentiments essential to
the promotion of genuine Christianity is not va-
lid ; because the very thing which makes them
a sect, may all be relinquished, and yet they
bear upon themselves the precious designating
marks of the real friends of Christ.

This division of Christians into sects is one of
the very strong holds of Satan in our world.—
It is, indeed, a monster of many heads and
horns, which has, for centuries, sorely worried
the Saints of God. In view of its ravages, all
Christians should fast and pray, and weep, and
mourn, before the Mercy Seat. The demon of
Party, among Christians, may be overcome ;
and they should look, with an eager hope, and
a punfied faitli, for its speedy extinction. I
deem it a symptom of high promise, and as one
of the marked signs of t!ie times, that the atten.
lion of the Christian public is, recently, direct,
ad to this sin ; and that it is cast, by talented
minds, into the crucible of free_discussion ; for
truth, in the result, will tell heavily upon the
public conscience. Among no religionists, are
divisions so expensively ramified as amonjr those
who profess allegiance to Christ. In the proles-
lant churches may be reckoned more than a hun-
dred sects, ; presenting an aggregate of folly,
extravagance, prejudice, pride, and obstinacy,
deeplv disgraceful to the Christian name, and a
foul blot upon the holy religion of the Bible.—
Wise men, in the church, have, for ages, slept
over this accumulating jargon and nonsense,
and error, as if the evil were incurable. Not a
few, among the leading men have zealously
struggled, witli might and main, to secure pre-
dominancy to their own party, as if the whole
fabric of Christianity would fall into ruins, un-
less their own peculiar views were triumphant.
They thuw substitute SECTARIANISM, for
that BROTHERLY LOVE, which is the great
distinctive feature of the Gospel, and the spe-
cial glory of the Cross. In this way, tlieae ri-
val sects arc'frtquently in a state of rancorous
hostility, whilst they agree on the great princi-
pies and the leading doctrines of the Bible; a"d
all expect to m> et in harmony in the kingdom
of love beyond the grave.

All this division, among Christians leads to
results superlatively disastrous. It spoils, a
roong themselves, the consolations and the

loveliness of Religion, and, to a frightful extent,
destroys even its existence. It is the chief
cause of the being and the progress of infidelity.
It has, more than all things else, hindered the
progress of divine truth and Christian influence;
and, even now, presents the most formidable
obstacle to the universal spread of the Gospel
through the world. Until Christians can act in
harmony, and concentrate their energies upon a
wicked world, in the developement of the prin.
ciple of brotherly love, as well as that of gener-
al benevolence ; their whole missionary enter-
prise will prove feeble and lean in its Jesuits ;
while the impenitent, at their own doors, must,
in fearful crowds, go down to the second death.
The spirit of sect is the spirit of sheer selfish,
ness. And to propagate this spirit as a constil.
uent part, or even an appendage of the Gospel,
is a malignant slanderkupon it ; and an outrage,
ous abuse of the immortal beings whose benefit is
professedly sought. The crimson of a deep in-
dignation sho'd settle on the cheek of every spir-
itual man,at the thought ; and the vow of a cer-
tain extermination, should be engraven upon ihs
heart, and upon his life. The inquiry now a-
wake upon this subject, should be sleeplessly
vigilant and intent. It will not be quenched.—
Term it, ifyou choose, the puling of an infant.
But rely upon it, it is an infant Hercules, whose
strength, as such, will be developed, in the e-
ventful and certain overthrow of SECT.or mere
" partyism" among Christians. The work will
be done. " The zeal of the Lord of Hosts shall
perform it."

I cannot here give the details which are em.
bodied in union among Christians,-and in its
perpetuity. To form a sect of Unionists, would
be barely giving the monster another garb. Of
course, such a thought, must be abhorrent to the
mind which deprecates the evil. The time has
come for action in this matter. Free discus-
sion will elicit truth, and impart light, and sun-
der the bonds of this odious slavery ; and the
Holy Spirit lead the honest inquirers into the
path of duty which will be path of safety. The
The fact that denominational prejudiceshave,for
centuries, been apparently, rendering a union
increasingly impracticable, and that good men
have hitherto despaired of attaining it ; and that
wise and good men, even now ridicule the pro
ject as visionary, should neither check investi-
gation, or diminish the hopes of those whose
bowels yearn over the desolation of parties in
the church of Christ, and who see enough in the
signs of the times, to invigorate their efforts
for an entire reformation. A happy Christian
union has existed among I he followers of Christ,
amidst many discrepancies of opinion, and
strong individual and sectional preferences. Is
it not the fact that different opinions prevail-
ed among the Apostles and primitive Christians;
and that these differences were not regarded as a
cause of schism and division in the church ? Did
Paul and Barnabas become the lealers or foun-
ders of sects or parlies in the church because
they disagreed in opinion concerning the best
method of conducting their labors ? Did the u-
nion which is known to have prevailed among
Christians after the decease of the Apostles,
consist in an entire agreement in their religious
tenets ? Is the union required in the Gospel,
and enjoined in great power and frequency, ha-
sed on "absolute vnanimity of sentiment on all
points of religious doctrine and worship ?"—
Still Luke testified, ACTS 4 : 32, " The 'multi-
tude of them that believed were of one heart and
of one soul, and continuing daily with one ac-
cord in the temple, and breaking bread from
house to house, did eat their bread with single-
ness of heart." 2 : 46. There was a union in
earnest,and in the detail; a holy oneness in spir-
it, the exercise and the developement of genu-
ine brotherly lovo; and which imparted to
them, as a body, an extensive aid im-
mense moral power over the communi-
ty. We have evidence that they united
under the general title of Christians ; that they
embreced the same general principles ; adopted
the same great fundamental doctrines ; and inn
lually conceded to each other the indulgence of
preferences, respecting views and practice,
which were not bubversive of the power and
purity of their common faith."

A Pinch oj Snuff.—"My dear Julia," said one
pretty girl to another, "can you make up your
mind to marry that odious Mr. Snuff?" "Why,
my dear Mary," replied Julia, '1 believe I could
take him at a pinch."

ON THE DEATH OF A SISTER.
BY CHARLES BPRAODE.

I knew that we must part; day afler day,
I saw the dread Destroyer win hi? way—
That hollow cough first rang the fatal knell,
As on my ear its prophet-warning fell •,
Feeble and slow the once light foot-step grew,
Thy wasting cheek put on death's pallid hue,
Thy thin, hot hand to mine more weakly clung,
Each sweet' Good night' fell fainter from thy tongue.
I knew that we must part—no power could save
Thy quiet goodness from an early grave ; '
Those eyes so dull, though kind each glance they cast,
Looking a sister's fondness to the last •,
Thy lips so pale, that gently pressed my cheek,
Thy voice—alas ! thou could'st but try to speak ;.
All told thy doom, I felt it at my heart,
The shaft had struck—I knew that we must part.

And we have parted, Marv—thon are gone—
Gone in thine innocence, meek suffering one,
Thy weary spirit breathed itself to sleep,
So peacefully, it seemed a sin to weep,
In those fond watchers who around thee stood,
An>l felt,even then, that God was greatly good,
Like stars that struggle through the clouds of night,
Thine eyes one moment caught a glorious light,
As if to thee in that dread hour, 'twere given
To know on earth what faith believes of Heaven 1
Then, like tired breezes, dit'st thou sink to rest,
Nor one, one pang the awful change confessed,
Death stole insoftness o'er that lovely face,
And touched each feature with a newborn 'grace;
On check and brow unearthly beauty lay.
And told that life's poor cares had passed away,
In my last hour be Heaven so kind to me,
1 ask no more than this—to die like thee.

But we have parted, Mary—thou art dead!
On its last resting place I laid thy head,
Then by the coffin side; knelt down, and took
A brother's farewell kiss and farewell look !
Those marble lips no kindred kiss returned,
From those veiled orbs no glance responsive burned j
And then I felt that thou badst passed away,
That the sweet face I gazed on was but cl ay !
And then came Memory, with her busy throng
Of tender images, forgotten long.
Years hurried hack, and as they swiftly rolled,
I saw thee—heard thee. as in days of old ;
Sad and more sad, each sacred feeling grew,
Manhood was moved, and sorrow claimed her due;
Thick, thick and fast the burning tear drops started,
I turned away and felt that wo had parted.

But not for ever—in the silent tomb,
Where thou art led, thy kindred shall find room;
A little while—a few short years of piin,
And, one by one we'll come to thee again;
The kind old Father shall seek out the place,
And rest with thee, the youngest i f his race:
The dear, dear Mother—bent with age and grief,
S.tiall lay her head by thinn, in sweet relief;
Sister and Brother, and that faithful Friend—
True from the first and tender to the end—
All, all, in His good time—who placed us here,
To live, to love, to die and disappear—
Shall come and make zheir quiet bed with thee,
Beneath the shadow of that sprea ling tree ;
With thee to sleep through death's long dreamless night,
With thee rise up, and bless the morning light.

TO SPRING.
Welcome! bright Spring! A h ! now indeed yon

shine,
While NATURE hails your presence with full glee;

Thy balm wings shed a rich glow divine,
As blossoms swell with life on flower and tree.

Bright angel! risen from the dusty dead,
How did'st ih-iu burst the bonds of winter's shroud,

To benm so like a Queen with jewell'd head,
And ride day's blazing chariot on a cloud?

Come! let user etthee with the lover's sigh,
The peasant's song, and Nature's chorus sweet,

Health's ruddy cheek and beauty's sparkling eye,
With joy exulting, and wiih bliss replete.

Come! let ua greet thee with the sick man's prayer,
The niai.ien'8 lauuh in wild hilarious gWe ;

As plucking blossoms from the rich parterre.
She bounds as happy as her thoughts are free!

Beautiful Spring! fair mother of the earth!
Accept the homage of each swelling heart,

As joys delicious from thy smiles have birth.
While life and love to throbbing rapture start!

Brine hlossom'd wreaths to crown thy fairy urn ;
Bring warbl.ng birds to wake thee into bliss-,

Brin* richest perfumes on thy shrine to burn,
As"Nature kncelinp gives the homage kias.
Wellerisms.—'How I love thee,.none can tell,'

as the toper said to the gin bottle.
•Walk in without knocking,' as the Paddy eaid

to the praties.
'Don't be alarmed,' as the etcel trap eajd to the

fox ven it bit off his leg.
•And vot came ye out to see,' as the Giraffe

said to the blind man.
H'e's a great BORE', as the block eaid to Iho
•I'm undone ." as the lady said at the ball ven

her corset string broke from over straining.
'Is this the milk of houman kindnoss,' as the

f How said ven the cook drenched him with
dishwater. , , . • , , t

'Keep dark,' as the loafer said to a gemman ob
•I am not fond of such vanities,' as the hog

said ven his owner put a ring in his snout.
•Vot a hawful end,' as the Jackass said ven

his tail was bobbed,
•I vill sweeten his last moments,' as the man

said ven ha drowned ihc dog in the molasses
vat.
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Written for the G « « .
THE POET'S GRIEF.

'Tis night—within the poet's cell.
The taper dimly shines;

And ah! what sighs his bosom pwell,
To frame poetic lines.

Behold his brow, so knit with care,
That speaks of inward pain,

Of anxious thoughts, of dire despair,
And hear him sad complain.

" Why from the world secluded here,
With all this anxious strife ;

The world will ne'er my name revere.
But spurn my monkish life.

These mouldering books, of ancient {late,
O'er them how long I've toiled ;

But ah! my dumb and senseless pate,
My blotted scrap how soiled."

'Tis midnight now—'mid terrors dire
He listens to the storm ;

He shivers o'er his ember fire
Where.fancied visions-form.

And lo ! a thought—a loftier lire,
Has seized his laboring brain ;

His pen be takes—'tis gone—say where -,
And bear him sad complain.

" Ah! wretched life, such grief to bear,
Such fleeting thoughts to gain ;

Now here—now gone to oblivion's care,
1 cannot end my strain.

See there's a scrap but half complete,
And yon two couplets stand ;

These lines I cant in measure meet—
Oh! see my inkstand band.

I once was deep in youthful love,
tTwas then I first did rhyme ;

To please my witching fancied dove,
I did Parnassus climb.

But ah ! no more I meet her smile,
Her witchery is gone ;

No more entranced by beauty's guile,
No more I sport with song.

And now, I know I ought to be
Moie sound, and write more grave;

But cannot write at all, you bee,
Which makes me madly rav<s.

I'll throw away a poet's pen,
And all this paltry stuff,

I am the sport of laughing men,
I've been so long enough."

Kenyou College, Feb. 20,1838.

Written f or the Gem.

THE POET'S JOY.

Lo ! you the man, that lofty climLa
Parnassus sacred height,

What joy, what bliss, he musing finds,
And what supreme delight.

IV o care worn brow, nor aching head,
But joy his heart beguiles

From him dull care, and grief, have fled —
lie dwells 'mid fortune's smiles.

Though storms should rage without control
And nature convuls'd be,

Sublime ideas fill his soul,
Amid such danger free.

'Tis his, to watch the morning cloud
And evening's sunset hue,

'Tis his to hear the warbling crowd,
That dwell in azure blue.

'Tis his, from craggy rock to view,
The wide extending plain,

Whfire nature's beauties, always new,
Inspire the lofty strain.

'Tis bis, the starry world to admire
When Luna smiles on earth,

To feel within the poet's fire,
And give conception birth.

'Tis his, to live in present fame
And fancy future glory ;

To gain a poet's lovely name,
And live rcnewnedin story.

IIi* t.iHk, to cull the brightest gcmi
That can adorn the age, .

To gather flowers from every Blent
To grace the penman's page.

'Tis his, to enjoy the MUBOB' smile.
And mingle in their strain;

They sport around in playful glee,
And swell his gentle strain.

He roams o'er fancy's ideal fields
And holds converse with dreams,

There's nought but pleasure bounteous yields,
And all with beauty teems.

Kenyon College. H -

APRIL.

BY H. W. LONGFELLOW.

When thp warm sun, that brings
Seed-time and harvest, has returned again,
'Tis sweet to visit the still wood, where springs

The first flower of the plain.

I love the season well
When forest glades are teeming with bright forms.
Nor dark and many-folded clouds foretell

The coming-in of storms.

From the earth's loosened mould
The sapling draws its sustenance and thrives ;
Though stricken to the heart with Winter's cold,

The drooping tree revives.

The softly warb!ed song
Comes through the pleasant woods, and colored wings
Are glancing In the' goldel sun along

The forest openings.

And when the bright sunset fills
The silver woods with light, the green slope throws
Its shadows in the hollows of the hills.

And wide the upland glows.

And when the day is gone,
In the blue lake, the eky, o'er-reacbing far,
Is hollowed out, and the moon dips her horn.

And twinkles many a star.

Inverte I in the tide
Stands the grey rocks, and trembling shadows throw,
And the fail trees look over, side by side,

And see themselves below.

Sweet April! many a thought
Is wedded unto thee, as hearts are wed *
Nor shall they fall, till, to its autumn brought,'

Life's golden fruit is shed.

TOMORROW.
To-morrow, didst thqu say ?

Methought I heard Horatio say, To-morrow!
Go to—I will not hear of it—To-morrow !
'Tis a sharper, who slakes his penury
Against thy plenty—who takes thy ready cash,
And pays thee nought but wishes hopes, and promises,
The currency of idiots. Imperious bankrupt!
That gulls the easy creditor ! To morrow !
It is a period no where to be found
In all the hoary registers of time,
Unless perchance in the fool's calendar.
AVisdom disclaims the word, nor holds society
With those who own it. No, my Horatio,
'Tis Fancy's child, and Folly is its father;
Wrought of such stuff" asdrenms are v and baseless
As the fantastic visions of the evening.

But soft, my friend—arrest the present moments ;
For he assured, they all are arrant tell-tales ;
And tho' their flight be silent, and their path
Trackless, as the winged couriers of thn air,
They post to Heaven, and there record thy folly.
Because, tho1 stationed on the important watch,
Thou, like a sleeping, faithless sentinel,
Didst let them pass, unnoticed, unimproved.
And know, for that thou slumberest on the guard,
Thou shall be mad>- to answer nt the bar
For every fugitive ; and when thou thus
Shalt stand impleaded, at the high tribunal
Of hood-winked justice, who shall tell thy audit!

Then stay the present moment, dear Horatio;
Imprint the marks of wisdom on its wings.
'Tis of more worth than kingdoms ! far more precious
Than all the crimson treasury of life's fountain.
Oh ! let it not elude thy grasp, but like
The good old Patriarch uuon record.
Hold the fleet angel fast, until he ble&s thee.

Frqm the Albany Journal.

SONG OF THE SEA-NYMPH.

My home is on the waters, 0 , my home is on the sea,
And the Mermaid's lovely daughters are waiting now

for me,
Our pearly caves are lighted up with diamonds' brilliant

rnys,
While the merry harps are pouring forth their soul in-

spiring lays.

My home is on the walfrs—O detain me not then here,
For strangers are ye all to me—my heart is chilled with

fear,—
Oh, bieak my chains and let me fly—I may no longer

stav.
For the zephyr spreads her balmy wings, to bear me

swift away.

Ye are strangers all—all things that meet my eye is
strange,

The tear—the sigh—is new to me—the heart's depres-
sing chnnge,

And I sen the loveliest fade away, like morn's expiring
breath.

The cheek is cold, and dull this eye—and this ye say is
death.

My heart is where the flow'rets bloom, where leaf is
never sear,

No garlands woven for the tomb—no farewells do we
hear.

Immortal youth is on the cherk, nnd joy is on the heart,
O ! I cannot^ tarry with you—from my home I cannot

part. 8 .

From the Knickerbocker.

LINES TO MY MOTHER.

" I remember, I remember, the spot where I was born,
Tho little window, where the sun came peeping in at

morn!"

My mother! with that hallowed phrase,
Wliatjovoas recollections start!

The sunshine of my early days
Comes back upon my clouded heart.

It brings my home, my native home,
With all its chosen charms to view ;

The walks where I was wont to roam.
The fields of green—the skies of blue.

The towering trees, that used to fling
Their arms above the cottage wall,

The very vines that loved to cling
Around the door—1 see them all.

And thus, while memory's magic glass
Reveals to view each chosen spot,

Across the glowing picture pass
Scenes which may never be forgot.

My wonted visit there again,
From home remote, 1 seem to pay,

And view afar the shaded lane,
At twilight of a summer's day.

My mother listens 'rieatb the trees,
To catch the distant coachman's horn

And smiles, as on the evening breeze
She hears its mellow music borne.

Again I speed, with flying f«et,
With bounding pulse and heart elate,

Again my mother's welcome meet,
Beside the little garden gate.

But ah ! when last that spot I sought,
And entered that familir door,

Its dreary desolation taught
My heart that it was home no more !

Still glowed each summer charm around,
The verdant vines still clustered there ;

Each fav'rite tree and flower I found,
And breathed the fragrance-freighted air.

But silence reigned within those halls,
Where once the hours so brightly fled,

And mocking echo, from the walls,
Gave back the lonely mourner's tread.

Dear mother! would thy sainted soul
Might, from its blest abode above,

Behold the burning tears that roll,
At each momento of thy love.

As, pilgrims at this sacred shrine,
They stand with hosoms anguish-riven.

For whom the latest prayers of thine.
To whom thy latest thoughts, were given.

Why should they check the tide that flows
From feeling's fount, for one so dear ?

Life has no holier tears than those
Which fall around a mother's bier.

But we acknowledge, God of love !
Thy hand, which with paternal care,

Seeking to draw our hears above,
Has placed another magnet there.

P. H. M.

The number of convicts in the State Prison
at Sing Sing on the 22d inst was 839; 51 of
these were females.

Why is Murphy, the almanac maker, the
most hardy man living ? Because he is out in
all weathers.

MARRIED.
On the 28th instant, by the Rev. Mr. De Forest, Mr

Rolib, to Miss Rhoda Caldwell, all of Ibis cily.
In Sweden, on the 21st instant, by Calvin J. White-

ker, Esq. Mr. William Haye, of Greece, lo Miss Kllen
Carbutt. of the former place.

In Walworth, on the 18th instant, by Rev. A .Hop-
kins, Lorenzo Boynton, to Miss Philura Main, of On-
tario.

At the Franklin House, Geneva, on the 22d instant,
by the Rfv. W. P. Davis, iMartin Dunn, IN/. 1),, of Dun-
dee, to Miss Lueinda, daughter of the Hev. Ira Fair-
banks, of Benton, Yates county.

At Walworth, on Thursday afternoon last, by tho
Rev, Mr. W e n , Mr. Hwnry H. Tal>or, of Manchester,
to Miss Lucy B. Upton, of the former place.

In St Louis. (Wo.,) on the 14th Murch, by the Rev.
Mr. Bullani, M--. W. Dudley West, formerly of Aihion,
Orleans county, N. Y., tojfMigs Jane K., daughter of
the Inte Beriah Pease, of Hudson, N. Y.

In York, on the 15th instant, by the Rev. F.zrn
Smith, Mr. Joseph Picket, f-imi^rly of Castile, Gene-
see county, to Misa Esther Mead, of the formi r place.

At Geneva, on Wednesday last, by the Rev. Mr Hn«
Chnrles A. Rose. Esq. to Hester R., daughter of the lata
S. M. Hopkins, Esq. all of Geneva.

In New Yorlc, on the 4th instant, by the Rev Dr.
Taylor, William P. Vnn Rensselaer, of Albany to
Surah, daughter of Benjamin Woolsey Rogers, of New
York. . '

In Dansville, on the Uth instant, by the Rev Mr
Walker, Mr. Justice Hall, to Alias Lydia Kuhn

In Lakeville. on the 3rd instant, by Rev. O. Roberts,
Mr. Wyman Adams, to Misa Mary S. Cbapin

On the 25th instant, hy the Rev. Onnrles Furmon

^ Z V " : 0 0 8 °f Vit t Mi Pvo^fZchVste:
On Tuesday evening, by the Rev. Mr. Edwnrds. Mr.

« ~ ? V r e a i 2 i B 0 I l t > o f « r i s t o 1 . Michigan, to Miss Mar-garet Eliza Howgate. of this city.
In GtftYeland, on the 17th instant, liy the Rev. Nelson

Hong, Mr, Lucius Warren, of Genes«o, to Miss Nancy
White, daughter ot John White, Esq. of the foiuwr
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BRICK (OR SECOND PRESBYTERIAN)

CHURCH.

This is now known as the Brick Church,
from the material of which the edifice is built.
The appearance of the building, which is loca-
ted on the corner of Filzhugh and Ann streets,
is exhibited by the accompanying engraving.

This society was organized in November,
1825, consisting of twenty five members. The
Rev. William Jame* was installed as the first
pastor in July, 1826. and resigned in the sum-
mer of 1830. The Rev. William Wiener was
the second pastor, undertaking the charge in
the spring of 1831, and resigning it in the fall
of 1835. The Rev. George Beecber, son of the
Rev. Lyman Beecher, has lately accepted a call
as pastor of the congregation.

The edifice was erected in J826, fifty feet
wide and seventy feet deep.

The officers of the church are Benjamin

Campbell, Orlando Hastings, John H. Thomp.

son, David Dickey, James Seymour, Jacob

M. Schermerhorn and Harry Pratt, Elders,'

Phineas B. Cook and Abner Hubbard, Deacons '

Hervy Lyon. Tilly Allen, Levi W- Sibley, Ed"

*win Scrantom and Nathaniel B. Merick,

Trustees.

[In the fall of 1838, the timbers under the

basement having decayed, the floor was taken

up, the earth underneath excavated nearly to the

depth of the street sowers, dreans wore con-

structed into the sewens, and other precautions

taken *o prevent dampness. New floors were

then laid, the walla new lathed and plastered,

and the whole finished off into three rooms, one

very large for the accommodation of the Sab.

bath School and evening lectures. One of the

small reoms has since been neatly furnished by

the ladies, for female prayer meetings, &c.

From tho United States Gazette.

A MONUMENT TO A MOTHER'S GRAVE.
FLOWER GATHERING.

11 The flowers that spring up on the sunny
side of hillocks, beneath remnants of snow
banks are very small and entirely Bcentless, and
the little beauty which is imputed to them, is
chirfly from contrast witfi the desolation and
coldness in which they are found."

The death of a friend who never spared a fault
of my character, nor found a virtue which he
did not piaise, had cast a gloom ove r my mind
which no previous, deprivation had produced
I remember how sceptical and heart smitten—
(not heart broken—the broken heart always be-
lieves)—I stood at his grave, while the clergy-
man louche I too little on his virtues, and spoke'
with a humble confidence, that he would spring
from the tomb to an immortality of happiness;
and suggested the promises of Scripture, and ar-
gued With logical precision, from texts and an-
alogies, that my friend should rise from the
dead. Despondency is not more the child than
the parent of unbelief—deep grief makes us sel-
fish—and the naturally timid and nervous lose
that confidence in promises, including their own
particular wish, which they yield to them when
the benefit of others is alone proposed. A little
learning is dangerous in such matters ; we suf-
fered a mental argument upon the probability of
an event which we so much desired, to dis-
place the simple faith which would have pro-
duced comparative happiness. Those who have
contended with, and at length yielded to this
despondency, alone known is painful opera,
tion.

Occupied with thoughts resulting from such
an unpleasant train of mind, I followed into a
burying ground, in the suburbs of the city, a
small train of persons, not more than a dozen,
who had come to bury one of their acquaintance,
The clergyman in attendance was leading a lit.
tie boy by the hand, who seemed to be the only
relative of the deceased in the slender group. I
gathered with them round the grave, and when
the plain coffin was lowered down, the child
hurst forth in uncontrollable grief. The little
fellow had no one left to whom he could look for
affection, or who could address him in tones of
parental kindness. The last of his kinsfolk was
in the grave—and he waa alone. .

When the clamorous grief of the child had a
litle subsided, the Clergyman addressed us with
the customary exhorlaion to accept the nioni*
tion, and be prepared ; and tun ing to the child,
he added : " She is not to remain in this grave
forever ; as true aw the grass which is now chill-
ed with the frost of the season shall spring to
greeness and life in a few months, so truly shall
your mother come up from that grave to anoth-
er life, to a life of happiness, I hope." Thei at-
tendants shovelled in the earth upon the coflin,
and some one took littles William, the child, by
the hand, and led him forth from the lowly tene.
ment of his mother. .

Late in the rnsuing spring, I was in the
neighborhood of ihc *ame burying ground, and
seeing the gain p HI. I walked among the graves
for some timo reading the names of the dead,
and wondering what strange disease could
snatch offso many younger than myself—when
recollecting that I was near the grave of the
poor widow, buried the previous autumn, I turn,
ed to see what had been done to preBerv* the
memory of one^o utterly destitute of earthly
friends. To my surprise, I found the most de.
sirable of all mementos for a mother's sepul-
chre—little William was sitting near the head
of the now sunken gravo, looking intoatly upon
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nomc grepn shoots that had come forlh with the
warmth of spring, from the Boil that covered his
mother's coffin.

William started «t my approach, and would
have left"the place ; it was long hefore I could
induce him to tarry ; and indeed I did not win
his confidence, until I told him that I was pres-
ont when they buried his mother, and marked
liis tears at the time.

"Then you heard the minister say that my
mother would come up out of this grave," said
little William.

" I did."
" It is true, is it not ?"' ho asked, in a tone of

confidence.
••- I most firmly believe it," said I.
" Believe it," said the child—" believe it—I

thought you know it—I know it."
" How do you know it, my dear ?"
" The minister said, that as true as the grass

would grow up, and the flowers bloom in spring,
so true would my mothur rise. I name a few
days afterward, and planted flower seed on the
grave. The grass came green in Ihi9 bruying
ground long ago ; and 1 watched every day for
the flowers, and to day they have come up too
—see them breaking through the ground—by
and by mammy will come again."

A smile of exulting hope played on the fea-
tureB*of the boy ; and I felt pained at disturbing
the faith and confidence with which he was an.
imatod.

*' But my little child." said I. " it is not here
that your poor mother will rise."

"Yes, hero," said he, with emphasis—" here
they placed her. and here I have come ever since
the first blade ef grass was green this year."

I looked around, and saw that the tiny feet of
the child had trod out the herbage at the grave
side, so constant had been his attendance —
What a faithful watch.keeper—what mother
would desire a richer monument than the form
of her only etin bending tearful, but hoping, over
her grave ?

" But, William," said I, " it is in another
world that she will arise,"—and I attempted to
explain to him the nature ef that promise which
he had mistaken. The child was confused, and
he appeared neither pleased nor satisfied.

"If mammy is not eoming back to me—if
she IB not to some up here, what shall I do 7—
I cannot stay without her."

"Youshill go to her," said I, adopting the
language of the scripture—"you shall go to her,
but she shall pot come again to you."

•'Let me go then," said William "let me go
now, that I may raise mammy.'1

'•'William," said I, pointing down to the
plants just breaking through the ground, t l the
seed which in sown there would not have come
up, if it had not been ripe ; so you must wait
till your appointed lime, until your end com.
alU"

" Thenl shall see her ?"
•' I surely hope so."
" I will wait, then," said the child, " but I

thought I should sec her soon—I thought I
should meet her here."

And he did. In a month, William ceased to
wait and they opened his mother's grave, and
placed his little coffin on hers—it was the only
wish the child expressed in dying. Better teach,
era than I, had instructed him in the way to
meet his mother ; and young as the little suffer-
er was, he had learned that all labors and hopes
of happines, short of Heaven, arc profitless and
vain.

BATTLE OF THE PYRAMIDS.

Those who have read Scott's Life of Napoleon ,
will remember the description of the battle be-
tween the Mamrlukes and the French forces,
commonly called the Battle of the Pyramids.—
The description below, translated from a late
French writer, ia much superior to that of
Scott, which was necessarily brief. After read-
ing it one can well appreciate the remark made
by Napoleon after the battle, that "with the
French infantry and the Mameluke cavalry, he
could conquer the world."

Dumas on the Battlefield of Napoleon.—On
the 23J, at day break Desaix, who was still
with ihc vanguard, d scovercd a parly of five
hundred Mamelukes reconnoitering, who at
his approach retired, but within sight. At four
o'clock, Murad heard a loud shouting—it was
ouremtire army saluting the Pyramids.

At nix o'clock, the two armies were in full
?iow of each other.

Survey for a moment the battle field. It was
the same that Cambacos, the other conqueror
who came from the other extremity of'.the
world, had chosen on which to meet and over,
whelm the Egyptians. Since that period twen-
ty-four centuries had rolled away ; the Nile, the
Pyramids were still the same, the granite
Sphinx, whose face had been mutilated by the
Persians, reared only her gigantic head above
the sand : the Colossus, of which Herodotus;
speaks, was fallen ; Memphis had disappeared]
and Cairo had ris'n. All these thrilling recol.
lections of the past, distinct and present to the
minds of the Fn-nch officers, hnvered vaguely
over the heads of the soldiers like the 6trange
birds which, in ancient days, flittered over the
battle and presaged victory.

The ground was a vast pandy plain, suitable
to the manoeuvres of cavalry. The village of
El Bokir arose in the middle of it. A small
Btream partly enclosed it in front of Gizeh.

Napoleon's intention was not merely to de-
feat, but to exterminate the Mamelukes. He
deployed his troops into a se ni circle, farming
each division into squares of unusual size, in
the centre of which he placed his artillery.—
Desaix, accustomed to the front, commanded
the first square, which was stationed between
Embafceh and Gizch. Then came in order the
division of Regnier; the division Kleber, com-
manded by Dugua; the division Menou, com-
manded b\' Vial ; a id, lastly, the division of
General Bon, forming the extreme left, resting
upon the Nile, and nearest to Embabch.

All these pqiiares were directed to put them-
selves in motion, and advancing upon Ernba-
beh, to drive horses, Mamelukes, every thing
before them into the Nile.

But Murad was not the man to await, behind
a few sand hills, the onset and slralagie of the
French troops.

Scarce were the squares formpd, when the
Mamelukes burst forth from their intrench,
ments in irregular masses, and, without method
or order, dashed towards the nearest squares;
these were the divisions of Desaix and Reg-
nier.

When within point blank musket range, they
separa'ed into two columns, dropped their heads
to thu saddle-bow, and rushed, severally, to
the left angle of the division Regnier, and the
right of the division Desaix. The squares re.
served their fire until the Mamelukes were
within ten paces of their lines, and then, with '
deliberate aim, poured upon them a volley that
was astonishingly fatal. The heads of the col.
uinns sunk to the ground, as if an earthquake
had swallowed them ; the remainder of the
squadrons, arrested in their course by this wall
of flame and steel, yet unwilling to retreat,
ranged along the whole face of the square Reg-
nier, whose sustained fire, however, at such
murderous proximity, threw them, in some
confusion, on the division of Dusaix, around
which theyflew like a whirlwind. This divi.
sion, finding itself enveloped with such a tem-
pest of cavalry now poured forth a storm of
musketry on every side, and, occasionally, as a
brief opportunity presented, opened its "angles
to emit the destructive thunder of its artillery.

Meanwhile every effort was made by this
fierce soldiery to break or disorder our iinmo-
veable squares. They would retire, from,
charge in close column ; and, as their horses,
recoiled from the scried ranks of bristling bay.
onetn, they would deploy and reign them back,
wards on the lines, kicking, plunging, rearing,
and often falling upon the guns, and the "riders
thus dismounted into the very arms of the in-
fantry, or under their feet, would drag them-
selves along and cut at the legs of the men
with their sabres. This horrid melee lasted for"
three-quarters of an hour, during which time
the infantry within the squares were mowing
down their muuntcd assailants wilh incessant
volleys of musketry. From the ferocity of
the Mamelukes, our iroops could no longer re.
cognize them as men, but thought they were
dealing with phantoms and demons, flying ir.
regularly through clouds of smoke and flame,
on horses as ghostly as themselves. Finally,
the struggling cavalry, the yells, the neighing,
the flame, and the smoke disappeared and
ceased. There remained nothing around and
between these two divisions but a mass of the
dead and dying, a sea of blood and carnage; ;

bristling with arms, sprinkled with standards,
murmuring and moving still, though with a
subdued motion, like the yet unquicted billows
after an ocean.storm.

Napoleon had now given the signal for a gen-
eral attack. Bon, Menou, and Vial, were or-
tffered to detach from their r. npeclive divisions
the first and third companies from each baltal,
ion, and form in columns ; while the second and
fourth companies, retaining their relative posi-
tion, should compTess their squares and advance
to sustain the attack, presenting only three men
deep.

The body of the dispersed and defeated Mam.
lukes had directed its course towards the little
village of El Bekir to reorganize ; but an in-
cidental occurrence threw them at this moment
into the power of the French.

As I have already observed, the divisions of
Desaix and Regnier arrived first on the field,
and were posted between the Nile and ElBekir,
before the battle commenced. Some of the
troops, thinking that tltis village might contain
provisions aud water, asked permission to re.
cunnoitrc it. The supposition was plausible,
and besides, it was important to inspect the
place, as a detachment of the enemy might be
concealed there, ready to make an unexpected
sally. Desaix therefore ordered four companies
of grenadiers and carabineers, a company of
the fourth regiment of artillery, and a comple-
ment of sapeurs to occupy the village, under
the command of Dorsennc and Pai&re, and take
possession of what provisions they could find.
The foragers were not disappointed in their ex-
pectations, but were securing a large supply of
stores, when the rattling of musketry and the
roar of cannon apprised them that the battle had
suddenly begun.

Doisenne, aware that his small reinforcement
could be of little value to the divisions they had
left, and fearing to be hemmed in if he made any
demonstration, quietly distributed his six com-
panies behind the walls of enclosures, in hous.
es, and on terraces.

To return, the Mamelukes hurried directly to
this village like partridges ready to alight ; but
scarcely had the head of the column entered the
street, when the houses and terraces blazed
wilh the rapid and deadly fire of an ambuscade!
The Mamelukes, however, did not retire or fal.
ter ; but the mass unrolled itself, like a prodi-
gious serpent, through the street, aud passed,
bleeding and mutilated, through the opposite
gate. They formed in their flight an immense
semi-circle, crossed the little river, and reap-
peared on the right of Disaix's division.

At this instant all the squares advanced, en-
closing Embabch in their iron circle; and, at
the same time, Murad'e flotilla and entrench-
ments opened their batteries from the Nile.—
Thirty.seven pieces of artillery crossed their
net-work of fire along the plain, and Murad
himself, at the head of three thousand cavaliers,
advancing under cover of this firo to break the
pquares, embarrassed for the first time, by his
cannon. The column retreating from Ei Bekir
joined him at this crisis, and they attacked in
concert.

It must have been a wondrous sight to the
eagle hovering over the battlefield, to see these
six thousand horsemen, the finest in the world,
mounted on horses that left no foot-printon the
sand, doubling like hounds around these blazing
and irnmoveable squares ; encircling them as a
band,and strai ling them in its ligature ; seeking
to crush and suffocate by envelopement what
they could not open or break by collision, then
dispersing, reforming to disperse again, and
changing position like waves beating against
the shore. On a sudden the batteries of Murad
changed their direction ; the Mamelukes heard
the thunder of their own guns pointed against

4theirown masses, and they fell in scores under
the iron rain of their own balls : then the flotil-
la took fire and blew up with a loud explosion.
The cause of all this was soon apparent While
Murad was bonding every effort to destroy our
sqaares, our most distant, column of attack had
reached and carried his entrenchments, and
Marmont now commanded the whole field with
his guns.

Napoleon ordered a final movement and all
was finished. The squares opened, deployed
into line, united their several flanks, and stood
one immense chain of iron. The MarrielukeB
were now between their own entrenchments and
the whole French line, receiving from each a
sustained and insupportable fiVe. Murad saw
that the day was irretrievably lost; he rallied
the remnant of his men, who, lowering their
heads and putting spurs to their horses, gallop,
ed down this double line of exterminating sh«t,
through the narrow interval left by Desaix be-
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twcen his division and the Nile. They thu*
forced Iheir way into the village of Gizch, re-
appeared an instant after beyond ita enclosures,
and retired towards Upper Egypt, reduced to
three hundred mm.

Murad left three thousand men, 40 pieces of
artillery, forty loaded camels, with tents, hor-
ses and slaves, on the field. This field, thus
covered with gold, cashmeres, and silks, was
abandoned to the conquering troops ; the booty
was immense, as ihe Mamelukes were covered
with their richest panoply, and carriec1 about
their personV, all the gold, silver, and jewels they
possessed.

••DOSING AND DRUGGING, or Destroy,
ing by Inches."—This is the title of one of Dr.
ALCOTT'S Health Tracts, which has recently
appeared, and which is favorably spoken of in
some of the New York papers. As a specimen
of (lie work we give a chapter from it, and hope
it will do good in the right place.

MISTAKES OF MOTHERS.

If we have seemed to blame some medical
men,, and many more apothecaries, and to do
more lhanliint at the errors of other dealers or
dabblers in poisonous substances, we shall
doubtless be re arded as more severe still on
another class of the community, that is parents.
Nevertheless, we mean not blame or censure a.
gainst anv ; our feelings are those of sorrow
and regret; not of censure.

Some of our mndical societies—the medical
society of the state of Connecticut, in particu-
lar—go so far as t > express an opinion that a
foundation is often laid for drunkenness in the
milk of a nursing mother. If this is so, how
ought each mother to avoid, as she would poi-
son, all the forms of drink into which spirits
enter, not excepting her favorite milk punch !

But we go much farther. We hold that the
child may be afilcted—nay, is aflvcted, inevita-
bly—by the mother's use of spirits at an earlier
period'still. N ' t that drunkenness is always
the result, even of the free use of spirits through
the whole of that critical period of woman's
history to which we. allude ; but the result is, in
one way or another, always mischievous. An
unnatural excitability of the child's nervous
gystem; a predominance of the nervous or san-
guine temperament, a degree of mental or phy-
sical precocity, r»r both ; an unnatural stupidity
or preternatural wakefulness; a tendency, to
cutaneous diseases, brain fever, bowel com-
plaints or worms—any or all of these, and many
more evils which could be enumerated, are with-
out d ubt the freqmnt consequences of dosing,
by the mother, at this period, as well as during
nursing. Nor is it indispensable to this end,
that the dosing be with spirits. Anything which
is medicinal, especially which is narcoctic or
poisonous, may have the same tendency, as
tobacco, snuff,"opium, laudanum, camphor,
valerian, assafoe'ida, coffee, tea, cider, wine,
ale, beer, &c. Nay. farther still,than all this.
Anything which affects the health of the moth.
e r which impairs the tone of her stomach, or
diminishes the energy of her nervous system-
may, through this medium, have similar effects
on her offspring :o those which we have men-
tioncd above; and may and will prepare the
child to yield, in his turn, to the same tempta-
tions to gratify a fondness for excitement, which
have been too powerful for thoae who preceded
him. _ ,

Let this pass, however. Let it be supposed
that a child begins its existence free from any
contamination—free from the influences of dos-
ing and drugging, or any inclination thereto.
How long will it be, even then, before he will
be injured ?

The meconium must be removed, the mother
thinks, and so do those around her : and what
will do it more effectually, at least more quickly
and certainly, than cantor oil, or a little tea of
senna and aromatic seeds, or senna and manna?
Bot the natural consequence of this Jorcing is,
the supposed necessity, within a few day8 after-
wards, of more medicine ; and as a general rule,
the more we depend on medicine, in these cases
the more we may. Nor is the evil at all dimin-
ished bv the mother's dosing herself, in purpose
and ma'uner not dissimilar.

Nor iB this all: would that it were. The
child's stomach, dis< aeed and debilitated, and
loaded to excess with food which, in itself, is
often far from being healthy, is unable to act
with facility upon it* eontenta, and dietention

and flatulence, and nausea ensue ; sometimes
pain. To add to the distress, catnip tea, or
fennel seed tea. or some sur.h substance, is ad-
ministered. This increases the trouble, till na-
ture, to relieve herself, institutes the process of
vomiting. Now the poor creature.feels relieved,
and we rejoice at our skill, in what ought to be
our shame. The child has been tortured, by
our interference, at every step. He wanted no
medicine—in one case in thirty—from the very
first ; neither did his mother. Judicious, ra-
tional treatment, in rogan! to food, drink, and
the rest of the non naturals, as they are called
by physicians, would have been far better than
any use of medicine, even catnip, fennel, oil or
sweetened waler.

Nor does it end here. The same propensity
to dabble with medicine continues. Now God
frey's cordial is supposed necessary ; now War-
ren's elixir, orelixer prc; now elixir paregoric,
or laudanum. Some mothers hold that all chil-
dren need paregoric. We have known mothers
of large families who gave it regularly to all
their children; yet we have never known any
such children who did not finally suffer. If
they do not seem injured by it while nature is
pushing on, as in infancy, childhood and youth,
their manhood is apt to be short and uncertain,
and their old age premature and full of decrepi-
tude.

We might give a list—and a long one, too—
of the kinds of medicine which are s,o freely
used by mothers. Once the number of arlicieB
was very few—perhaps not half a dozen. Now,
half the community, even of our plainest peo-
ple, keep a small apothecary's shop. We have
seen many a closet for food, which contained a
better assortment of medicine, especially of the
more active kinds, than used to be contained in
some of our. regular country shops. Arnongr
tfiesc in addition to those mentioned above, may
bo found cactor oil. senna, two or three kinds of
sall9, snakerm,t, India pink, calomel, picra,
rhubarb, ipecac, anlimonial wine, Huxham's
tincture, Dover's powders, spirits of lavender,
paffron, camphor, peppermint, sulphur, harts,
horn, wormwood, horehound, catnip, sage.mal-
lows, balm, &,c, to say nothing of Stonghton's
bitters, Lee's pills, Hygeian pills, and half a
dozen or a dozen other powerful nostrums, and
opium, and various kindB of spirits.

With.such an apothecary's shop at command,
and with that confidence which our dosing moth-
ers usually have in their great skill in wielding
its contents, is there a possibility of the child's
escape fmm the evils of every day dosing? Or
if some escape partially, are there any who es-
cape wholly f And is it to be wondered at,
that mothers and nurses slare, when we tell
them, as we are accustomed to do, that nearly
every mother and child is injured, more or less,
by the smallest amount of the mildest medicine
—even sage or catnip; and that not one in a
hundred is benefited ?

Wo have seen a child, only four or five months
old, in convulsions from an extra dose of that
which it had taken from the first—laudanum
and spirits of lavender ; and have seen it require
dajs and weeks of patient care, to keep it in a
state from which crippled nature could restore
it to its mother. It is no trifling tax upon the
nervous energies of a child of five months, to
dispose of laudanum and lavender, at the rate of
thirty drops of each, twice or three times a day.
If a child docs not perish under such treatment,
he is at least a sufferer—and must be so—for
life.

It docs sepm to us ex«ecdingly unsafe to keep
such a stock of medicines in the house. The
temptation is too great, to those who know what
happy immediate effects it will sometimes pro.
duce. It were a far safer extreme, to follow our
own example, and dare to keep none at all. A
verv few articles, at most, arc all that should be
tolerated, anil these should be regarded as rank
poisons, to be used only in extremities. We
knew a physician who carried ergot—a power,
ful poison—among his jjockel medicines, for
several years, resolving never to use it, except
in the last extremity ; and who finally never did
use it, but succeeded without it. L.t medicine,
if kept in families at all, be kept with newly the
same feelings.

We know a lady—we presume there are ma-
ny such—who.keeps a medicine chest in good
earnest; and her stock of medicine—the vane-
ty, at least—is respectable. She spent Borne
time, in her earlier years, in the family of a
physician—long enough to acquire full confi-
dence in her own medical skill, and yet not long

enough to acquire any just knowledge on which
to ground it.

This lady is often found dosing her children
and even her husband. The good man, though
sensible in all other respects, is in this matter a
complete dupe. We have heard him pay his
wife saved him many a ten dollar bill every
year, which would otherwise be paid to physi-
cians. Do you ask how ' By dosing hie chil-
dren whenever they are unwell; not with sim-
ple herbs, which, though folly, were less foolish,
but with active medicine. She boasts of the
health of her children, and yet is ever and anon
dosing them ; and is, in her own estimation, al-
ways successful !

Should the question arise in the mind of any
reader, why medicine is needed in her family
at all, we have at hand the reply. It is to re-
move the effects of other medicines. Perhaps
her children were originally healthy. But the
moment any little complaint arose, they were at
once dosed ; and nature—ever true to her post,
till she is worn out by abuses—rousing herself
as soon as the oppression of the medicine wae
over, established a reaction. But the healthy
action of the stomach or liver, or both, was per-
manently disturbed, and ere long—perhaps at
first it was not till many months had elapsed—
some new complaint sprung up. In " curing"
this, the seeds of another or perhaps of several
were sown. Every reaction of the system, af-
ter a season of dosing and drugging was over,
was construed by the mistaken mother into a
proof'of her own skill, and of nourse establish
her confidence in herself. Thus she is still go-
iug on, and it needs not a prophetic eye to see
that she is slowly destroying^the health and
mental vigor of her children, if not of her hus.
band. Thus she goes on, we say ; and thus she
will go on while she lives. And what she is,
in a remarkable degree, most mothers and some
fathers are in a degree greater or less. Few
children long escape.

A Pungent Argument.— We happened last
Sunday afternoon to be at the Bethel in North
Square. Tlie Mouse was running over with sea-
men, who filled the body of the house, the stairs
to the pulpit, and even the pulpit itself. We
give the following extract of the sermon of the
afternoon, as a fair specimen of the style in
which the Rev. Mr. Taylor makes a practical
application of an important truth, "I say ship,
males, now look me full in the face. What
should you think of the man aboard ship, who
was always talking about his compass, and nev-
er using it? What should you think of the
man, WHO, when the storm is gathering, night at
hand, moon and stars shut out on a lee bhore,
breakers ahead, then first begins to remember
his compass, and says, 'Oh, what a nice coin-
pass I have got on board,1 if before that time he
has never looked at it ? Where is it that you
keep your compass ? Do you stow it away in
the hold ? Du you clap it into the fore peak ?"
By this time Jack's fai'e, that unerring index of
the soul, showed visibly that the reductio ad nb.
surdum had begun to tell. Then came by a na-
tural logic, as correct as that of the school, the
improvement. "Now, then, brethren, listen to
mo. Believe not what the scoffer and the infi-
del Bay. The Bible, the Bible is t̂he compass of
life. Keep it always at hand. Stcauily, stead,
ily fix your eye on it. Study your bearing by it.
Make yoursdr' acquainted with all its points.—
It will si rvi! you in calm and in storm, in the
brightness of noonday, and amidst the biackneds
of night, it will carry you over every sea, in ev.
ery clime, and navigate you, at last, into the
harbor of eternal rest." Could anything be
more in point ? After all, refine as much as
you will, this is preaching. .What is much
vaunted grammar, what are words, save instru-
ments muroly for quickening the understanding,
stirring the emotions, and carrying good thought
home to the heart 1—Boston Transcript.

Holding her tongue.—The late Dr. Aberne.
thy would never permit his patient to talk
much. He could not succeed in silencing a
loquacious lady, but by the following expedi-
ent:

"Put out your tongue, Madame." The lady
complied, "Now keep it there till I have done
spsaking."

Small debts, observes Dr. Johnson, are like
small shot: they are rattling on every side, and
ran scarcely be escaped without a wound ; great
d btB are like a cannon, of loud noise and little
danger.
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SATURDAY, MAY 18, 1839.

O " A correspondent suggests that as the
splendid New York and Liverpool packet ship
"ROCHESTER" received its name in compliment
to our city, our public spirited ladies might
with propriety present her with a suit of colors.
From the specimen we have seen of their han-
dy work, we have no doubt that should they at-
tempt it, they will make it, as, it shall float in
the ports of the old world, creditable to our in.
fant city.

The Knickerbocker.—This Periodical con.
tinues to merit Public encouragement. It ral-
lies in every number strong Pens to its aid.—
Caleb Cushing, J. N. Reynolds, the Rev. Wai.
ter Col ton, H. R. Schoolcraft, as well as Geof.
frey Crayon, are writers in the May Number.—
Express.

A Fair Offset.—A. reading room of a liberal
institution asks the Portland Advertiser for a
gratis paper. The proprietors reply that they
have half a dozen boyes, which they would like
to have educated at that institution upon the
same terms the reading room wish the Adver-
tiser sent. An exchange is but fair.

A Parisian doctor has discovered a remedy
for gout, by making his patients scour the floors
of their own houses, which, operation is per.
formed in Franee by skating furiously along the
boards, mounted on brushes attached to. the
shoes. The doctor is of course making a for.
tune.

ILrThe phrase " you know," is becoming bur.
thensomely fashionable. Those who practice it
"tosome extent in this community," should,
" you know," be taught the fate of the poor fel-
low who had, " you know" his head taken off
for this very offence, " you know," by the " Pa-
cha of many Tales."

Show your teeth.—100 dollars has been depos-
ited at Hartford, Conn, for the best Dentist in
that city—each to " trot up" his patient, and the
victims to be forwarded post paid passage free
to New York, where a Committee of Dentists
are to adjudicate the prize.

Mr. Benjamin E. Roody, of Illinois, lost
$3000 in specie, by the burning of the steam,
boat Glasgow. His praise-worthly exertions to
save the lives of his fellow passengers, rendered
him unmindful of his own property.

An old coquette, looking into her glass, and
seeing her wrinkles, cried, " This new glass is
not worth a farthing. They cannot make mir.
rors as well as they used to do."

ETDr. Mo RELY tells of a maniac boy in Na.
pies, who had not slept an hour for several
years. Excessive wakefulness is deemed a
symptom of mania.

ID*A mad man once described money thus
11 money is excessively convenient. It enables
one to purchase diamonds, ten-penny nails, gin
slings, and salt mackerel."

IEP" My joys are buried in the deep," as the
dock loafer, said when his whiskey bottle turn,
bled into the river.

0*Good fortune is a fragile flower. The
slightest breath may strip it of its beauty. Mis-
fortune, like early frost, comes unbidden.

Mise Sedgwick, the novelist, is about to sail
for England.

ROCHESTER COLLEGIATE INSTITUTE
NO. 2.

What should be the aim of the Trustees of
the Institute ? To render it an institution eve-
ry way worthy of the enterprize, character, and
wants of this community. Enough of funds
ought to be provided to enable it to give the ed-
ucation required at this time of improvement.
The great secret of instruction, in equal cir.
cumstances, is the giving many pupils of near-
ly the same acquirements and talents, and pur.
suing the same, and only a few studies, to the
care of a single teacher, and the multiplication
of teachers so as to embrace all the necessary
branches. The great difficulty in the common
school is more commonly the multiplicity of
classes and studies and books, so that the time
and effort of the teacher is distracted by the di-
versity of objects. A large number of pupils
are more properly taught in the former method
than a smaller number in the latter. Hence it
is that the increase of private and select schools
containing only a few pupils, is a serious evil
in community, and a great drawback upon the
general interests' of education. The same
teacher has too many objects of attention.—
Disappointment is the common result, and is to
be expected. The Institute should be placed on
such grounds, that there shall be no necessity
of sending abroad for education. These are
adequate reasons for removing from home our
sons for a time at schools. But, the great por.
tion of education should be at home, so that
they may receive the benefit of a father's guid-
ance, and all the plastic influence which is de-
rived from the power of a mother and sisters
and female friends. All the good boys of good
talents should be kept as a general fact under
this course of education. The saving in the
expense is a small object compared with this
desirable influence. Home and female charac
ter and female worth will in this way be appre-
ciated. The present is the time to make the
effort, to secure this object, connected with the
highest interests of the city.

If the case require it, let the teachers be
changed and the plan remodelled, and time
and money and patronage be bestowed upon the
Institute. CIVIS.

ROCHESTER COLLEGIATE INSTI-
TUTE.—No. 3.

Soon after the incorporation^ the Trustees,
they elected Wm. Pitkin, President ; A. G.
Smith, Secretary ; and Frederick Starr, Treas-
nrer. For the present the same organization
of departments and teachers is to continue ; but
it is to be presumed that the Board will make
8uch|changes as willjbe necessary for the adapta-
tion of the School and the wants of community.
At the present time some pecuniary aid is need,
ed to make the Institute independent. The
liberality and philanthropy of a portion of our
citizens have secured the ground and buildings
for the object of "public instruction," and by
the agreement of the Stockholders, the proper,
ty is to be appropriated to no other purpose.
This has been done at an expense of several
thousand dollars. But enough has not yet been
done to secure the great object of these enter
prising citizens i some improvements are es.
sential to its succees and almost existence. To
.the {citizens, |who are prepared to [imitate
those who have contributed to this object, it is
hoped that an appeal will soon be made for their
co operation in securing, and extending, and
completing this object. Very few acadamies
are able to exist and make any considerable ef.
fort in the cause of education, which have not

some friends whose income may be applied to
this purpose. Destitute of sueh friends, the
Institute must rely for aid upon the generosity
and liberality of the benevolent and phi.
lanthropic. A higher school is of the least im.
portance among a, population of 18,000 people.
The Institute can now, with relative ea*e, be
placed upon this ground, and answer this end.
The generosity of Rochester to literary institu-
tions abroad is too well known, and it has been
said she has little of that spirit for her own.—
Let this reproach now be removed, once and
for ever. Cms .

ROCHESTER COLLEGIATE INSTI-

TUTE.—No. 4 .

A moderate expense will place the building
and grounds in excellent condition. The loca-
tion of the building is fine—on elevated ground
—in a fine part of the city—easy of access, and
yet removed from the centre, as every such
building should be. The rooms for the schools
are large, high, airy, well lighted, convenient,
being some of the best rooms in the State for
the purposes of instruction. The apparatus is
highly respectable, and a library has been com.
menced. The means of instruction are ample.
T,he public exhibitions have shown the succes-
ful attention of the pupils to composition and
elocution, two of the most important objects to
all men of mudi business, or who design to have
much intercourse with the world. The way is
open too for any improvements in the course nf
education, or addition or change of teachers or
departments, as the wisdom of the trustees shall
suggest.

The influence of the Institution in the mat-
ter of education, on the mind and heart of the
community, on all the better interests of socie-
ty should be happy and extensive. On the for-
mer plan it has been the means of diffusing im.
mense benefits, by its numerous teachers who
have gone forth into the business of instruction
as well as in the preparation of hundreds for
the active duties of life. The school can now
accomplish far more. It is placed on a ground
to be more eminently useful in both these res.
pects. To the city, as a higher seminary of
education, ind fitting of youth for the business
and duties of life, the Inatitue should have the
strongest attractions.

CIVIS.

Attempt to burn a Town.—The Hagerstown
Mail says that several attempts have lately been
made to set fire to that town, all of which have
faijeri. An individual named Dayton, a young
man about 18 or 20 years of age, a coach maker
by trade, has been arrested, charged with having
made the attempt.

Things that I have seen.—I have seen a far.
mer build a house so large that the sherif turn,
ed him out ot doors.

I have seen a young man sell a good farm,
turn merchant, and die in an insane hospital.

I have seen a farmer travel about so much,
that there was nothing at home worth looking
after.

I have seen a rich man's son begin where his
father left off, and eud where his father began
pennyless.

I have seen a young girl marry a young man
of dissolute habits, and repent of it as long as
she Jived.

I have seen the extravagance and folly of
children, bring their parents to poverty and
want, and themselves into disgrace.

I have seen a young man who despised the
counsel of the wise and the advice of fhe good,
end his career in poverty and wretchedness,.

I have seen a man spend more in folly than
would support his family in comfort and inde-
pendence.
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THE GEM
f«r the G e m .

U S E OF T H E CORSELET AND LACING.
Mr. Editor—I wish to address a few plain

physiological notions fbr the consideration of
the Ladies on the use of the Corselet and Lac.
ing, through the medium of your paper.

The corselet, as I take it, must necessarily be
constructed of some portable and inflexible ma-
terial, a little thicker than common handsaw
plate, and from two to three inehes broad; its
length to reach from about mid.way of the
sternum or breast bone down to the umbilical
region. This contrivance is to be plated or la-
melated, and when it is to be applied with its
intended efficiency, it is designed to be envelop,
ed in another contrivance made of unyielding
or inelastic materials called slays, with numer-
ous eyelet holes of ivory, through which a cord
is passed on the principles of a pulley, to obtain
the requisite power of confining it to the body.
The grand design in the use of the corBelet, I
apprehend, is. to add beauty and elegance to
the fairest of the fair. May it not be well for
our genteel and gay young ladies to turn aside
from the looking glass a few moments to reflect
on the consequences that must necessarily re-
sult from this beautifying process ? As we are
endowed by our Creator, with capacities and
faculties to enabte us to perform the requisite
duties and avocations of life, to provide for our
convenience and necessities, and to perpetuate
a succession of generations; I seem to hear an
assent from them, that it does become us at
least to inquire into the nature of the grand
designs of our Great Benefactor, in the establish,
ment of certain principles or laws of organic
life. To treat the subject candidly and fairly,
therefore, we will omit for the present, any com.
ments on the acquirement of greater beauty of
form than GOD has given us, till we look a little
farther by detail into the effects of this beauti-
fying process. On this examination, should it
appear that a more genteel and elegant race of
people have been produced, of firmer bodies,
more vigorous minds, and better hearts—it
would be consistent to adhere to the improve,
ment ; but on the contrary if the subjects of
these experiments and operations, shall appear
more ungraceful in their movements, more
inelegant in their forms, more feeble in muscu-
lar powers, more imbecile in their intellects, and
consequently more perverse in their hearts ; then
let us unite our endeavors to persuade all to lay
aside a fashion so demoralizing in its tendency,
and destructive in its effects, to our race, as
that of corseleting and lacing. Let us rather,
cultivate rational notions of beauty, following
the model of nature, where beauty, proportion,
and harmony, are developed by the GREAT"DE-
SIGNER, in all their parts. In order to make out
my case, I must ask the indulgence of the
fair reader, in the use of terms though not the
most common, which will give my views most
clearly in this matter.

It is well known that the bones are designed
to give shape to the body, defend the vital parts
and serve as levers for the muscles to act upon
in loco-motion, respiration, & c , and that they
are supplied with muscles, which are contractile
and are attached to the bones in such a great
variety of ways, that they enable man, or ani-
mals to perform all the variety of motions tliey
are capabloof producing with gracefulness and
ease. When we examine the situation of the
brain we find it surrounded with suitable plated
bones for its defence ; the limbs provided with
long cylindrical bones as levers for motion ; the
bones of the back and chest suited for motion
and defence both. We might pursue this sub,

ject to a great extent and find much to admire
in the wonderful formation and harmonization
of the various parts of the system. The system
of nerves also, emanating from the brain and
spinal marrow, without which neither Benealion
nor motion could be produced, constitutes an
indispensable part in the general fucntions of
the animal economy.

The wisdom of the CKEATOR is no less con-
spicuouB in the just proportions given to the va-
rious organs of the body. The stomach for
instance, of sufficient capacity, to receive the
necessary quantity of food to supply the ordin.
ary wastes that are continually made through,
out every part of the system. The chest also
with lungs to receive atmospheric air in due
proportion to supply the blood with vital air,
that is indispensably necessary to qualify the
mass of blood flowing through the lungs for
circulation and for nutrition.

It will readily be perceived, then, if these
things are so, that the operations of nature will
be impeded or interrupted, and consequently a
morbid condition either local or general will
follow, of either the diminution or enlargement
of either of those organs, and I believo the
unanimous voice of the medical faculty, will
uphold me in this opinion. It is no doubt ob-
vious to every careful observer, that unrestrain-
ed exercise of the muscles, to a certain extent,
is almost invariably conducive to health, by aid-
ing indirectly the powers of digestion, invigo.
rates the circulation, promotes secretion, and
promotes the power and tone of the action of
the muscles. These effects are evinced on the
general system by every day occurrences, all
over the world, by all who engage in athletic
employments. The reverse of these effects
are equally true and demonstrable, by an oppo-
site course of bodily habits. Where the sto-
mach has been too much confined to acquire a
suitable capacity for the reception of proper
food as to quantity and quality lor nourishment
of the body, or where the lungs have been com.
pressed into too narrow a compass to receive
vital air enough to qualify the blood for circu-
lation and nutrition, the whole system will soon
take on a morbid appearance from a continu-
ance of these stinted supplies.

I hope to be able to pursue this subject some-
what farther, and that the ladies will have pa-
tience with me, so long as I may keep within
the rules of decorum, and stimulated by the in.
terest and solicitude of a. friend and FATHER L.

Writt en f or t he G cm.
THE FINE ARTS.

Whatever tends to elevate the character of a
nation—whatever adds lustre and effulgence to
her honors—whatever decks her in the luxury
of majesty and renown—should excite the pat.
riot's warmest admiration, and most efficient
zeal. The elevation of national character—rthe
acquisition of national influence, the consuma-
tion of a nation's moral and intellectual worth,
are objects worthy the attention of the most
noble minds ; and he who ardently devotes his
powers of body and mind to their advancement,
is thus far answering the end of his being, and
obeying the high mandates of reason and hu-
manity.

Ere this nation may hail an era so glorious, a
train of causes must be set in operation, and
accomplish their legitimate effects. Among
the most conspicuous and efficient of these
causes, stand the Fine Arts.

The usual classification of the arts is, into
the useful and fine—the former are those whose
chief object is to administer comfort, and con-

venience to man. The latter tend, rather, t«
elevate the man ; refine his sensibilities, correct
his taste ; increase his joys, and so far as may
be, to smooth the asperities of life, and reduce
this world to a paradise. Some of the latter,
are music, sculpture, painting and poesy.

The utility of the Fine Arts is manifest, in
their tendency to promote national greatness,
Nothing is more evident, than that a nation re.
ceives its character from that of its citizens,
and so long as their minds are low and debased,
it never will stand permanent in glory.

The fine arts refine, and enoble the feelings
of man. What of an earthly nature like the
melting strains of music—the lofty flights of
poetry—the splendid strokes of the painter—
and the ingenious works of the sculptor, can
quell the turbulant outbreakings of the soul;
refine the feelings, and approximate man so
nearly to angels, and to the Author of his being?
What so calculated as they to soften all the
rigidities of virulent man, and render him all
that is pleasing and desirable to his fellows ?
The spontaneous answer of every man is, noth-
ing.

Nor is their influence on the taste, less power,
ful. To the unlearned and untutored mind, the
plaintive moans of the O ULL o r t l ]e hoarse
rumblings of Jove's carr as it thunders over his
head, excite the same sensations as the most en-
chanting and melodious music. But not so
with him who has been nourished in the school
of the arts—emotions the most exal*ed and eno-
bling, vibrate in his bosom, and he tastes sub.
stan tial joys.

Again, the state of the arts, is a perfect in.
dex to a nation's refinement. It is true that to
some, the term refinement has no charms; and
to talk of a nation becoming refined, is to them
an idle tale. But where did such recaive their
impressions, in what school have they been
trained 7 Let such explain, why nature has
variegated our earth with such delightful scene-
ry ? Why is it not one vast monotonous plain 7
Why here the foaming cataract, and there the
placid lake? Why the purling rill and the
rustic grove, add their decorations to the plain ?
Why the whole face of the earth decked and
perfumed with such delightful flowers? And
why above, beneath, and all around, so preg.
nant andi splendid monuments of taste and
grandeur ? Why, I say, unless it be to sanction
and stimulate the high cultivation of taste and
refinement. If then we behold a nation in
which the arts are highly cultivated, and over
which they have exerted all their soothing, en.
livening and enobling influence, we shall behold
a nation refined, that nation is following out
the example of the Author of nature, and in so
doing it will receive his smiles. Taste and re-
finement will shed forth their genial influences,
the affections of the soul be quickened, and the
heart be turned to echo praise to nature's God.
Again, the cultivation of the arts tends to pro-
mote a taste for mental culture. It is impossi.
ble that man, endowed as he is with a mind
that is ever unsatisfied should be constantly con.
versant with the fine arts and not be excited to
drink deeper and deeper at the fountain of
knowledge. In them he sees developed sonic of
the noblest trails of the immortal mind. Ho
sees how thoroughly it may be disciplined.
What an eminence it may attain. How uiuoh
of glory, it may reflect upon its author. And
in viewing this, his soul will be inspired to
shake off its drowsiness, and aspire to something
noble. Thus where the arts flourish, science
will also ; and as twin sisters, hand in hand
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they will inarch together in their onward course
—unfolding more and more of the immortal
min§.;, divulging now and noble principles
which will shed their lustre on the paths of
science.

In referring to the history of the pa6t, when
we look at those nations that fuerunt, we find
that when they were in their glory, the fine arts
were in high repute. When Egypt shone with
such resplendant lustre, when she was the great
intellectual luminary of the world ; when even
Greece and Rome sent here their choicest sons
to prepare for future greatness; when, in fine,
she was at the zenith of her glory ; then the art-
ist's powers were not dormant, but his utmost
Bkill was called to vigorous action.

Greece and Rome likewise followed in her
footsteps and learned that in the fine arts lay a
giant power for increasing a nation's greatness.

Almost from time immemorial, their utility
seems to have been appreciated. David,the an-
cient sccr so signalized by heaven, found in mu-
sic and in song, his happiest medium for breath-
ing out his praises to his Maker ; and Solomon
his son, so fond of splendour and display, found
in the fine arts that which gratified bis taste, in
creased his joys, and quickened- in his mind
noble and heavenly thoughts.

Music, sculpture, painting and poesy, all
lent their aid in the preparation and worship
of the Temple—thus evincing that the fine arts
are a rich blessing to the moral world. As the
glittering corruscations which skirt the horizon,
add beauty and splendour to the magnificient
vault above us, so they add lustre and dignity to
a nation's greatness.

Their power will ever be felt in securing
honor and renown, and so long as nations shall
continue to be, their intrinsic worth, their
transcendant excellence shall be lauded and ex.
tolled by all the true lovers of national great,
ness.

Bergen, Dec. 183S.

DARBY AND THE RAM.

A SKETCH.

•Twas one of those days when the Run was in
its perpendicular altitude, looking at two sides
of the hedge at once— a lovely midsummer clay
—when nature was laughing until her sides ach-
ed, and mother earth in her gayest mood was
lavishing her promises and her sinilcD to her
often ungrateful children, the lambs were skip.
ping to and fro within their enclosed pastures,
and the cows with grave matron aspect, were
lolling in the sun and ruminating their already
gathered repast, and every thing was happy
except the cheparri Darby.

Poor fellow ! A green and yellow melan
oholy' had t, t'led on his manly check ; his
grief he r.evealed not, but let concealment prey
upon his ppirils ; he stalked about the field like
a ghost, or leaned upon his crook in Bilent de-
spair.

Lord Amplefield and Squire Buckthorn were
riding past to dinner. 'I wonder,' eaid his
lordship to the Squire, 'what can be the matter,
with my shepard Darby. He seems in a gallop!
ing consumption ; and were I to loose him, I
would not nee hid like again for many a long
day. He ie the most honest, steady and careful
creature in the world, and never told a lie in
his life.'

•Never told a lie in his life ! Good ! Why
my lord, do you really believe in such non-
sense V

'Decidedly I do. I know your opinion is not
very favorable as lo the moral character of our
dependents, yet there are some among them not
unworthy of trust.'

They now advanced nearer, and his lordship
held up his whip a s a signal, and over bounded
Darby, 'Well, Darby—that shower we had
last night served the pastures.'

'It did, my lord, and the cows will give a lar-
ger meal, and require milking earlier Ibis even-
ing through means of it.'

Darby—bring over my favorite rain, that this
gentleman may see it.

'Yes, my lord. Hallo, Sweeper , away for
Bullface.1 In a few .minutes the dog hunted
the ram from the flock.

'That's a clever turn my worthy,1 said the
Squire ; 'here's a half a crown lo drink.1

'Thanks to your honor,' said Darby ; but the
worth of that in strong drink will serve me a
year, and yet I'll t?pend it on a drink all in one
night.

'Explain this riddle. Darby,'
•Why' sir, when I feel myself merry enough

without it, where'e the use in taking it ? That
stream can slake my thirst as well. Yet I'll not
speak for othe.s—many a one there is—who.
must have strong drink to give them false spirits.
On them will I spend it to open their hearts,
and make them forget their day's hard toil.1

'Yon ai*e a w ntly fellow, and a philosopher,'
said Lord Amplefield, with a look of triumph
as he and the squire rode off. 'What say you to
my shepard now ?'

•A mighty plausible fellow indeed ! Yet,
proud as you arc of him my lord. I'll bet a score
of pheep that before two days, I'll make him tell
you a barefaced lie, out and out.'

'Done !' said his lordship. The wager was
laid, and the squire set out on his lie making
expedition.

He soon ascertained the cause of Darby's mel-
ancholy. There had been a quarrel between
him and the girl of his heart—the lovely CaiSln-
leen. Pride prevented a reconciliation, though
both would have given the world lo be in each
others arms. To her the squire bunt his steps,
6ucceerled in drawing out the secret that she
loved Darby with a heart and a half, and then
artfully upbraidad her wilh unkindness in neg-
lecting the 'worthy young fellow,1 who was dy.
ing for her contriving to inveigle her by a se-
ries of falsehoods into a plan to get reconciled
to Darby, and while in the height of his happi.
ness, coax the ram from him. It succeeded
next day to admiration ; and the laughing girl
tripped home leading the animal wilh a ker-
shi f taken from he snowy bosom.

Darby was now left lo solitary reflection.
The hour was rapidly approaching when his
lordship usualy took his round, and he would in.
fallibly mi*s his favorite ram. What was to be
clone ? To tell a lie appeared to his honest
mind the very essence of depredation ; to equiv-
ocate, meannrss execrable; but an excuse
must be had ! A sudden thought seized him.
He resolved to see how a lie would look before
he tried it ; and planting his crook in the field
and placed his hat on it in order to personate
himself, retired to a distance, and in the char-
acter of his lordship, hailed the effigy as fol-
lows .

'Good morrow. Darby.'
'Good morrow my lord.1
'How are the flocks to day, Darby ?'
'Pretty fair, my lord.1
'Darby, I ilon'isce my favorite ram,—where

is he ?'
'My, my lord,—ho—he—•
'Ho what, Darby 7'
'He was drowned, my—my lord.1
'Darby—If I did not know your general char-

acter for carefulness, I should feel exceedingly
annoyed ; but I presume it must have been an
accident. Send the fat and hide to the castle.1'

•That won't do ! murmured Darby, slowly
turning away.' He resolved to try again.

'Good morrow, Darby-'
•Good morrow, my lord.'
•Arc the flocks well to-day, Darby ?'
'Bravely, my lore'
'Ann my ram, Darby—where is he ?'
•My lord, he—he—'
'Is there any thing wrong ? Tell me at

once.'
'He was sto—len, my lord.1
•Stolen ! stolen ! Why, I saw him this

morning, as I was riding past! When was he
stolen V

•That won't do, cither exclaimed the poor
shepard, as he tur led away the second time,
Cruel, cruel Cauthleen !'

Something seemed to whisper him, Try it—
perhaps the truth will do. Fresh courage ani.
mated his dei>pondin;r mind, wheeling about, he
recommenced the colloquy, and on corning
lo the usual interrogation, 'where's the ram 7'
he dropped on his knees and exclaimed, 'Oh
my lord, I had a falling out with my sweet-
heart, and she would not make it up with me
unless 1 made her a present of your lordship's

favorite ram. Discharge me, my lord—do
with me what you please, but I could not
bring myself to tell your lordship a lie !'

'That will do !' shouted Darby, springing
from his knncs, and walk ing up and down with
a feeling of honest exultation. He had scarce.
ly time to compose himself, when his lordship
and the squire appeared. Darby, on the usurl
qncstion being put, dropped on his knees and
told the truth, and in'?t-ad of seeing a frown
on his lordships countenance, he beheld him
with a look of triumph towards the squire,
while he < xclaimcd an honest man's the noblest
work of God.'

The ladi<aare informed, in conclusion, that
the squire's forfeited sheep were given to Caulh-
leen.as a dower, and in taking the hand of her
shepard. she promised never again to put his
truth and constancy to so severe a trial.

THE SI I A'E14 MINE.
In day* gone.by, there lived in the farfamed

"Qaeen" (Cincinnali)— a silversmith, who had
accumulated a fortune, through means known
only to himsi-.lf—and the devil. He was a reg-
ular built shyloclt, and we well remember, when
quite a boy, to have incurred his displeasure,
by accidentally bringing a ball in contact with
his bow window, and breaking a pane of glass,
for which juvenile indiscretion, we received
from htm, a fine trouncing, and being obliged,
by writ of scnladoium, to shell out a real Mex-
ican—an article in those days that would keep
a man from starving at least a month. But to
our yarn. This silver grinder waxed old and
rich, and not a chick nor child had he to leave
his spelter to, when he should shuffle off the
mortal coil,' and prepare to settle a standing
account he had with thft niher world; with
which we have nothing to do at present.

One day when the old codger was reclining
in his maple bottomed chair—looking over his
spectacles, and dreaming doubtless of a chemi-
cal process by which he could, like alchy mists
of old, convert every thing he touched into
gold, a low tap at his door aroused him from
his lethargy, and expecting a fat customer, he
quickly rose and ope ied it, when in stalked a
six fool Buckeye, with a brnad.brimmed wool
hat, and .a certain je ne sain quo'is in his man-
ner who told that he was a backwoodsman, and
knew no more about the world and the things
in i», than a Malay Indian. After surveying
Shylock fora minute, and the glittering case
before him, he said ;

'Stranger, aro you the feller what knows
what's silver 7'

'Certainly, sir. if twenty.five years working
can give me any knowledge of it.1

•Well, so I tlinngiit, for so every body told
me; and that's th cause, I am come 45 miles
through mud and rain to sec you,' he said, at
the same time laying down his beaver, and bend-
ing his imsicdon body in a slantindicular man-
ner in a chair.

'You knows that I have buy'd fifty acres of
ground in Butler count)', and live on Snake
Creek, just alongside tiie fork ; wal some of the
ground «vas good, aid some wasn't, and so poor
that it wouldn't raise yeiler latcrs ; well,'one day
me and one of our prople went a fishing in
Snake Creek, and before we went, we went to
dig some worms for bait, when Bill Bla«k said
lei's turn over this 1 <<r, and I found this here
piece which the minister says looks like sil-
ver.'

The eye of the old man brightened ; and ex-
tending his hand, he took the uncouth lump,
wiped his specs, examined it with a trembling
hand ;—quickly rose, and without noticing his
guest, walked into another room, and returned
in about five minutes.

'You sny you found this on your ground ?'
'Yea, there's plenty more of it, for I hare

dug up such lumps afore*
'Plenty of it, you Bay 7"
•Yes, lots of it !'
The old man remained in statue quo for some

time, when an idea appeared to strike him, he
said—

•My dear friend, this resembles silver; and if
you will shov# me the ground you get it out of,
I will decide upon it.' *

•Well, if you'll get into that wagon out there,
I'll drive you there in a short time.'

'Thank jou. I'll start immediately, for I want
to know for your satisfaction, of the quality
and extent of this ore.'

In they went, and off they .drove, and early
the next morning they arrived at Snake Creek,

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



THE GEM AND LADIES'
»nd the silver smith was 6hown the idenlica
•pot where the lump was found : when after
carefully examining the ground he said :

'You say that you have dug up more of this
rtuff here?'

'Sartain ; jist wait until I-get a pickaxe, and
I'll RIIOW you.'

The clod-hopper brought the pick and com
menced digging, apparently without casting
his eye on any particular spot ; when low ! and
behold ! another lump of a larger size conns
op, and the old man trsmbled at the i-.'dubilable
evidence of a large mi.e of pure silver !

•Thal'a not halt"; it is all about here' said his
oompanion, moping uff in another diredion,
and commenced digging again. The silver-
smith fallowed with a quick Bti-p, and the woods.
man after swinging his pick a short time
brought forth another lnrrtp! and still another!
and took the old man around the field, and dug
up the same stuff in evcrv direction ! This was
enough to have satisfied Old Nick himself; and
the old man at length said:

"Young man, this stuff mipht be made of
some value, by a man who understands smel-
ting it, but it is of no value to you, and I would
advise you to sell it.'

'Yes, but it's so poor ground that no body'll
buy it.'

'What did you originally pay for it?' said the
old man.

'Fifty dollars.'
'Well, now that's fair I think ; and I'll jist go

and ask the old woman.'
He went into his cabin and returned in a

minute,saying :
'Stranger, I guess I wont sell out now, for

there's no more ground about here for sale, and
the old woman says she wont move away from
her people.'

The silver-smith was fired with the prospect
he had of grasping the rich treasure, and went
on offering the countryman a higher and higher
price until he reached a thousand dollars. This
appeared to work the fellow, and he walked to
his cabin again and shortly returned.

'Cant stand it stranger, the old woman won't
•ay yes, and there's* no use in trying to make
her.'

TMB on'y made the avaricious silversmith
more furjous, and after expostulating for some
time with the countryman, he said :

'Go and tell your wife that I will give her
two thousand dollars for this tract!'

He went again and soon returned, with a
smile on his phiz, which plainly told the old
man's success.

'Well stranger, I'll tell you what, the old
woman says if you will give her three thousand
wheelers down, and let us live there until we
ean move, she'll take it.'

'Agreed:' said the voracious silver-smith,
and a contract was at once made; a bill of sale
was drawn up by the squire—and a check on
Nick Biddle given for the amount, which the
countryman 6oon sold for the ready, and they
parted—the silversmith to the city, and the
clod-hopper to his cabin.

Two days after the silver-smith returned, and
with a host of Miners, commenced operations
on a grand scale, but after digging for so'ue
hoars, without finding more lumps, a feeling of
apprehension began to take hold of them, and
the silver smith grew pale, and trembling with
fear and suspense, he walked. straight to the
woodman's cabin, and inquiring for the coun
tryman, found him seated quite contentedly by
a large fire smoking his pipe.

•Good morning, sir—I have come sir,—I
have had my men at work, five hours, sir,—and
bare found none of that are ynir showed me !'

*Well, now, do tell us,' said thocountryirran,
•there must be TWO MORE LUMPS about—
for I know I planted seven in ail, and we only
dug up five !'

The remainder may be better conceived than
described.—Cincinnatian.

THE YOUNG LADY WHO SINGS.
" Those who are at all acquainted with soci-

ety in England must have remarked, that in ev-
ery neighborhood there is invariably a 'young
Jady who eingfl.' This young lady in general
has a voice like that tin kefVe if it could speak,
and lakes more pride in reaching as high as D
lharp than if she had reached the top of the
pyramid of Cheonp. Whenever she is invited
out, her ' mamrnsFinvafiably brings four songs,
by • lhatdear MrfBayly,' three German aongs,
we Italian, aud one French sang. Sometimes,

but not always, an ominous green box is brought
in the fly along with the music, inclosing the
valuable appendage of a guitar, with a sort of
Scotch plaid silk ribbon of no earthly use dang,
ling from the handle.

" At tea, if you sit next to the young lady
who sings, she is sure to talk about Pasta, and
beyond a doubt will ask you if you are lond of
music. Beware here of answering in the affir.
mative. If you d'>, your fate is sealed for the
night; and while half a dozen pretty girls are
chatting delightfully together in one corner of
the room, as far Irom the piano as possible, it
will be your unhappy destiny to stand at the
side of the young lady who sings,' turning
over the leaves for her two al once in your con-
fusion. At the conclusion of each song, it will
be your particular business to repeat over again
the words • most leautiful' three times ; and,
vhilc inwardly longing to.be flirting with all
the six pretty girls in the corner, you will be
obliged to beseech and implore the 'young lady
who sings' to delight the company with another
solo. Elerpupon the 'young lady who sings'
coughs faintly, and says that she has a severe
cold ; but, much to her private satisfaction, is
overruled by her • mamma ;' who turned round
from the sofa where she is seated, talking scan-
dal with the lady of the house, says reproach-
fully, Well, my dear, what if you have a cold
—does that prevent your obliging us? For
shame !' Then follows a short pantomime be-
tween mother and daughter, touching and con-
cerning the next song to be sung. A German
song is fi\ed upon at last, which the daughter
goes through in the most pathetic style imagin-
ablet quite ignorant all the lime that the subject
is a very merry one. All the company pause
in their conversation, except the 6ix young la-
dies in the corner, and the old deaf gentleman
who is playing with the pelier, on each of whom
respeclively •mamma' looks daggers? ' The
young lady, having gone through from begin-
ning to end, stops at last quite out of breath,
as might well be expected when it is considered
what a race her fingers have had for the last
five minntes, in a vain attempt to keep up with
her tongue. How very pretty !' you observe ;
now that there is room for a word. I think it
is,'> replies the ' young lady^who sings'in the
most simple manner imaginable. ' Mamma,
now asks successively each of the other mam-
mas whether any of their daughters sing, and
receiving a negative, addresses her daughter
thus':—'Julia, love, do you remember that
sweet little thing of Madame Stockhauscn's,
which she eung the other evening?' Hereup-
on another song follows, and then another at
the particular request of the lady of the house,
who is all the time dying for her own daughleis
to exhibit. In this manner the evening is spent,
and if you are particularly fortunate, you have
in return for your patient listening, the exquiB-
ite gratification of putting on the young lady's
shawl before she sieps into the fly, iu which she
hums all the way home. I

We have been a considerable frequenter of
parties in our lime, and never went to one but
the pleasure of it was interrupted more or less
by 1 he appearance of the 'young lady who eings.'
At last, on this very account we gave up going
to parties altogether, till one day we had an in.
vitation to* a very pleasant house, and received
at the same time from another quarter authen-
tic information that the 'young lady who sings,
was gone into Wales. This news led us to ac-
cept the invitation at once. ' Al last,' thought
we, ' we shall enjoy an evening in peace.' We
went. Coffee came in, and there was no sign
of our enemy. Our heart leapt with delight,
and we were just beginning to enjoy a philoso-
phical conversation on rhaspberry jam with the
matter-of-fact young lady, when, to our com.
plete consternation, in walked the guitar, the
young lady who sings,' and her eternal • mam-

ma,* all three evidently bent on destruction. It
appears that the young lady, hean ng of the
party, had kindly put off her depai turegfor Wales

pt one day, on purpose to be presented.
We can say nothing as to what f lows this

hostile incursion, for having been unhappily fut.
cd to the possession of a tolerable ear, we were
obliged to beat a retreat at once. Since that
memorable occasion we have never gone to any
party whatever, without first ascertaining, be-
yond a pospibility of doubt, that the 'young la.
dy who sings' is not to be one of the number.

" Nature is nature," as ijie girl said when she-
fell into tier lover's arms.

Privileges of the Sexes in England The
ages of male and female in England are differ,
ent for different purposes: A male of twelve
years old may take the oath of allegiance ; at
fourteen years is at discretion, and may consent
or disagree to marriage—may choose his guar-
dian, if his discretion be proved, may take a
testament of his personal estate ; at seventeen
may be an executor ; and at twenty-one is at his
own disposal, and may alienate his lands, goods
and chattels. A female at seven ye,ars may bo
betrothed, or given in marriage ; atnine is en.
titled to dower ; at twelve is at years of maturi-
ty, and may consent or disagree to marriage,
and if proved to have sufficient discretion, may
bequeath her personal estate ; at fourteen is at
years of legal discretion, and may ohoose a
guardian; at seventeen may be executrix and at
twerity-one may dispose of herself and her
lands. So that full age, in male or ft male, is
twenty one years, who, till that time, is styled
an infant in law. Scotland agrees with Eng-
land on this pjinl.— -1 Barrister's Introduction
to the Laws of England.

I have seen a man depart from the truth,
when candor veracity would have served him a
much belter purpose.

I have seen a man engage in a law suit about
a trifling affair, that cost him more in the end
than would have roofed all the bnildings'on his
farm.

I have seen a prudent, industrious, wife re-
treive the fortunes of a family, when her hus.
band pulled at the other end of the rope.—Far.
mers Cabinet.

CTPRBVENTIOxX BETTER THAN CURE.«a
ALCOTT'S LXBKARY OP HEALTH,

And Teacher on the Human Constitution.
FIFTH VOLUME.

Published monthly—Price $1 a year in advance.

This Family Periodical, edited by the author of the
Young Husband, Young Wife, Housr I lave in, Young
Man's Guide, Sec , having been sustained with an inter-
est on the part ot the community altogether unantici-
pated, fur Tour years, notwithstanding the recent com-
mercial embarrassment)*, may now be considered upon
a basis that cannot lie easily shaken.

The first number of the Fifth Volume was published
on the first day of January, under auspices unusually
favorable; and no pains will be spared to render this
volume at leust as valuable ns ill OHO of the preceding
years, which have been pronounced by the press and
niiny of our most esteemed citizens, as constituting a

series which, every family should consider an indispen-
sable addition to its library.

This work discusses, in n familiar manner, all subjects
connected with Physical Education and self-manage-
ment. It treats on the connection ol Light, Air Tem-
perature, Cleanliness, Exercise, sitjep. Pood, Driuk.
Climate, the Passions, Affections. <kc. with Heulth,
HuppineBs and Longevity. The Editor lakes the ground
that a proper understanding of the constitutional laws
of the human body, anil of all its organs and functions,
and a strict obedience thereto, are indispensable to the
highest perfection and liuppiness—present and future—
ol every livinu human being, lie deems this knowl-
edge more and more indispensable in proportion to the
proen;-s of civilization and refinement. The work iff
pledged to support no system nor set of principles, any
furihrr than that system and those principles can be
proved IO he bused on the laws of Physiology and rn-
vtialed truth, and on human experience; and conse-
quently its pages are always open to fair and temperate
discussion.

The work has been approved of by George Combe
of E.iinburiih, (author ol Hie "Constitution of Man,")
HS well as by a large number of distinguished men* nf
this country, among whom are the following?:

Dr. 'ohn O. Warren, Dr. y. B. Woodward, Rev. Dr.
Humphrey, Rev. S. R. Hall, l e v . Huhbard Winslow,
Rev. Dr. Anderson, Kev. Unroll Stow, Rev. Dr. W I B -
mr, R. H. Gillet, Esq., Rev. Win. Hague, Robert
Vaux, Esq Dr. John M. Kuagy, Dr. R. D. Mussey,
Prof. K A. Andrews. Rev. L. F. Clurk. Rev. M. M.
Carll, Rev. Dr. Fay, Dr. Sylvester Grciliam.

These recommendations are similar to the following,
received from Dr. Warren :

41 The Library of Heulth is, in my opinion, an excel-
lent publication. It snnms to he well adapted to aid in
the great reform in habits and customs which is now
eoinir on in this country and Great Britain ; and which
it may be hoped, will extend to other parts of the world.
I Imj; leave to recommend this little work to all who are
desirous of promoting their health of body and "tran-
qni'lity of mind."

Many of the most respectable journals in the country
have also given their tistimony In KB favor. The rot*,
lowing urn a very low of them :

Boston Medical and Surgi al Journal, Annals of Ed-
ucation, Abbot's Religious iM;iunziue. Boston Recorder
Christian Register, Christian Watchman, Zion's Her-
ald, Boston Mercantile Journal, New York Farmer,
Baltimore Athenaeum.

The four comple^l volumes ("each containing nearly
40i> pffRes duodecimo) can now be had, bound in neat
style. 8o"far from depreciating in value, their market
worth is steadily increasing, from the fact that but few
c.amiAeMi sets now remain unsold.

Published by GKO. W LIGHT, 1 Cornhill, Bos-
ton, and 126 Fulton Street, New York.

(^Subscriptions for the above popular work,-
will be received by J. KEDZIK, corner of State
and Buffalo streets, llocltcster.
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The following appears in the last New Monthly; it
was written by the unfortunate lady on her passage to
Cape Coast with her husband, Mr- McLean :

NIGHTS AT SEA.
BY L. K. I..

The lovely purple of the noon's bestowing .
Has vanished from Uie waters, where It flung

A royal color, such as gems are throwing
Tyrian or regal garniture among.

'Tis night, and overhead the sky is gleaming ;
Through the.slight vapor trembles each dim star -,

I turn away ; my heart is sadly dreaming
Of scenes they do not light—;Of scenes afar.

My friends, my absent friends !
Do you think of me, as 1 think of you ?

By each dark wave around the vessel sweeping,
Partner am I from old dear friends removed;

Till the lone vigil that 1 now am keeping,
I did not know how much you were beloved.

How many acts of kindness little heeded,
Kind looks, kind words,rise half reproachful now!

Hurried and anxious, my vexed life has speeded,
And memory wears a soft accusing brow,

My friends, my absent friends !
Do you think of me, as I think of you 1

The very stars are strangers, as I catch them
Athwart the shadowy sails that swell above;

I cannot hope that other eyes will watch them
At the same moment with a mutual love.

They shine not there, a« here they now are shining;
The very hours are changed. Ah/ldo ye sleep 1

O'er each home pillow midnight is declining ;
May some kind dream at least my image keep !

My friends, my absent friends !
Do you think of me, as 1 think of you?

Yesterday has a charm To-day could never
Fling o'er the mind, which knows not, till it parts,

How it turns back with tenderest endeavor
To fix the Past within the heart of hearts.

Absence is full of Memory : it teaches
The value of all old, familiar things ;

The strengthener of Affection, while it reaches
O'er the dark parting with an angel's wings.

My friends, my absent friends!
Do you think of me, as 1 think of you ?

- The world with one vast element omitted—
Man's own especial element, the earth—

Yet, u'er the waters is his rule transmitted
By that great knowledge whence has power its birth.

How oft, on some strange loveliness whjle gazing,
Havel wished for you—beautiful as new,

The purple waves, like some wild army, raising
Their snowy banners as the ship cut through.

My friends, my absent friends !
Do you think of me, as I think of you?

Bearing upon its wing the hues of morning,
JVp springs the flying fish, like life's false joy,

Which of the sunshine asks that frail adorning
Whose very light is fated to destroy.

Ah, BO doth lienius on its rainbow pinion
Spring from the depths of an unkindly world!

So spring sweet fancies from the heart's dominion ;—
Too soon in death the scorched up wing is furled.

My friends, my absent friend*!
Whate'er I see is linked with thought of you.

No life is in the air ; but in the waters
Are creatures huge, and terrible, and strong :

The sword-fish and the shark pursue their slaughters ;
War universal reigns ihese depths along.

Like some new island on the ocean springing,
Floats on the surface some gigantic whale,

From its vnst head a silver fountain flinging.
Bright as the fountain in a fairy tale.

My friends, my absent friends!
I read such fairy legends while with you.

;. Light is amid the gloomy canvass spreading;
The moon is whitening the dusky sails

From the thick bank of clouds she masters, shbdding
The softest influence that o'er night prevails.

Pale is she, like a young queen pale with splendor,
Haunted with pnssioiiaie thoughts too fond, toodoep;

The very glory that she wears is tender;
The eyes that watch her beauty fain would weep.

My friends, my absent friends!
Do you think of me, as I think of you ?

Sunshine is ever cheerful, when the morning
Wakens the world with cloud dispelling eyes;

The spirits mount to glad endeavor, scorning
What toil upon a paih so sunny lies.

Sunshine and Hope are comrades, and their weather
Call into lifo the energies of earth ;

But Memory and Moonlight go together,
Reflected in the light that either brings.

My friends, my absent friends !
Do you think of me then ? I think of you.

The busy deck is hushed; no sounds are waking,
But the watch pacing silently and slow.

The waves against the sides incessant breaking,
And rope and canvass swaying to and fro.

The topmast sail seems some dim pinnacle,
Cresting a shadowy lower annd the air ;

While red and fitful gleams come from the binnacle,
The only light on beard-to guide us—where 1

My friends, my absent friends!
Far from my native land, and far from you.

On one side of the ship the moonbeams shimmer;
In luminous vibration sweeps the sea;

But where the shadow f ,11s, it si range, pale glimmer
Seems glow worm like amid the waves to be.

All that the spirit kueps ol thought and feeling
Takes visionary hues from such an hour ;

But while some fantasy is o'er me stealing,
I start—Remembrance has a keener power.

My triends, my absent friends!
From the fair dream 1 start to think of you.

A dusk line in the moonlight I discover,
What all day long vainly I sought to catch ;

Or is it but the varying clouds thiit hover

Thick in the air, to mock theeyos that watch?
Not!—well the sailor knows each speck appearing

Upon the tossing waves, the far-off strand.'
To that dusk line our eager ship is steering;

Her voyage done, to-morrow we shall land.
Augnat 15,1839.

The beautiful song from the Knickerbocker, which
follows,is from the pen of WILLIS G. CLARK,' Esq., of

the Philadelphia Gazette. The allusion to the death of
his young and lovely wife, is touching in the extreme:

A SONG OF MAY.
The Spring's scented buds all around me are smiling-

There are songs in the stream—there is health in the
gale;

A scene of delight in each bosom is dwelling,
As float the pure day-beams o'er mountain and vale ;

The desolate reign of old winter is broken—
The verdure is fresh upon every tree;

Of Nature's revival the charm—and a token
Of love, oh thou Spirit of Beauty !. to thee.

The sun looketh forth from the halls of the morning,
And flushes the clouds that begirt his career ;

Ho welcomes the gladness, and glory returning
To rest on the promise and hope of the year.

He fills with rich light all the balm-breathing flowers ;
He mounts to the zenith, and laughs on the wave ;

He wakes into music the green forest bowers,
And gilds tiie gay plants which the broad rivers lave.

The young bird is out on his delicate pinion—
He timidly sails in the infinite sky ;

A greeting to May, and her fairy dominion,
He pours, on the west wind's fragrant sigh ;

Around, above, there are peace ana pleasure—
The woodlands are singing—the heaven is bright:

The fields are unfolding their emerald treasure,
And man's genial spirit is soaring in light.

Alas for my weary and care-haunted bosom!
The spells of the spring-time arouse it no more;

The song in the wild-wood—the sheen in the uluasom—
The fresh swelling fountain—their magic is o'er !

When 1 list to the streams—when I look on the flowers,
They tell of the Past, with so mournful a lone,

That I call up the throngs of my loug-banished hours,
And sigh that their transports are over and. gone.

From the wide-spreading earth—from the limitless
heaven,

There have vanished an eloquent glory and gleam;
To my veil'd mind no more is the influence given,

Which coloreth life with the hues of a dream -,
The bloom-purpled landscape its loveliness fceepeth—

I deem that a light as of old gilds the wave ;
But the eye of my spirit in heaviness sleepeth,

Or sees but my youth, and the visions it gave.

Yet it is not that age on my years huth descended—
'Tis not that its snow wreaths encircle my brow ;

But the newness and sweetness of Being are ended—
I leel not their love-kindling witchery; now ; -*-

The shadows of death o'er my path nave been sweep-
i n g -

There are those who have loved me, debarred from
the day;

The green turf is bright, where in peace they are sleep-
ing;

And on wings of remembrance, my soul is away.

It is shi'tto the glow of this present existence—
It hears, from the Fast, a funeral strain ;

And it eagerly turns to the high-seeming distance,
Where the lost blooms of earth will be garnered again;

Where no mildew the soft, damask-rose cheek shall
nourish—

Where grief bears no longer the poisonous sting ;
Where pitiless Deat!i no dark sceptre can flourish,

Or stain with his blight, the luxuriant spring.

It is thus, that the hopes, which to others are given,
Fall cold on my heart in this rich month of May ;

1 hear the clear anthems that ring through the heaven—
1 drink th« bland airs that enliven the day ;

And if gejjjtle Nature, her festival keeping,
Delights not my bosom, ah! do not condemn :—

O'er the lost and the lovely, my 6pirit ia weeping,
For my heart's fondest raptures are buried with them.

From the Philadelphia Gazette..
REQUIEM.

I see thee still!
Remembrance, faithful to her trust,
Culls thee in beauty from the dust;
Thou comest in the morning light—
Tuou'U with me through the gloomy night;
In dreams I meet thee as of old,
Then thy soft nrms my neck enfold;
And thy sweet voice is in my eur;
In every scene to memory dear

1 see thee still!

T see thee still.
In every hallowed token round ;
This little ring thy finger bound—
This lock of hair thy forehead 8b:wlc4,
This silken chain hy thee was braided •
These flowers, all withered now like thee,
Beloved, thou didst cull for me :
This book was thine—here didm thou read—
This picture, ah ! yes, here indeed

I see thee still!

I see tliee still!
Horfi was thy summer noon's retreat,
This waa thy favorite fire Bide seat;
This was thy chamber, where each day,
I sat and watched ihy pad decay ;
Hum on tins he<l thou last, didst lie,
Here, en thiH pillow, tliou didst die !
Dark hour! once more its woi-s unfold—
AB then 1 saw thee pale and cold,

I see thee still!

_ . I see thee still ;
Thou art not in the tomb confined,
Death cannot claim the immortal mind.
Let earth close o'er its eacred trust,
Yet goodness diOB not in the dust.

Thee, oh Beloved, 'tis not thee,
Benoath the coffin's lid I see;
Thou to a fairer land art gone—
There let me hope, my journey done,

To see the still!

TYPOGRAPHICAL SUPPER AT ALBANY.

ODE.
BY HORACE GREELEY, ESQ.

Darkness o'er Earth was sleeping—
Gathering gloom of thousand years.

Since the Goth's, the Scytian'B sweeping,
Drenched Rome's hearts in blood and tears

Dwarfed had grown Alan's mental stature;
Quenched was Genius' meteor blaze ;

Ruined Art and savage Nature
Spoke the reign of evil days.

Thence evolved, our Art's bright beaming
Owned HO kindred with the hour;

From its birth a beacon gleaming—
Foe to Fraud and Tyrant's power.

Glorious Faust! be thine the praises.
World bestowed, for Knowledge given ;

Thine the spark whose watch fire blazes—
Radiant as the orb of Heaven •

Onward still that light is speeding;
Wider fall its cheering beams :

By its Truth's deep lessons reading,
Waking millions bless its gleams.

Glorious Art! thy children hail thee!
Tyrant's only are thy foes:

Freedom's Day-Star ! nought shall pale thee—
Dark was earth till Printing rose !

MARRIED.
On Wednesday evening, 8th instant, by the Rev. P .

Church, Mr. HENRY W. DAVIS, to Miss SARAH
L. MEECH, daughter of Col. R. Meech, all of this
city.

On the 12th inst., by the Rev. Mr. Goodwin, Mr.
WILLIAM VICK, to Miss ELIZABETH M A G E E .

On the 7th instant, hy Rev. P. Church, Mr. Robert W .
Myers, to Miss Nancy H. Orr, all of this city.

In tUis city, on the 13th instant, by the Rev.P. Church*
Mr. James Vanrauken, to AJISB Eunice Hudson, all of
this city.

In Jerusalem. Yates co., on the 25th ult., by the Rev.
Allen Steele, Mr. Hermon H. Loomia, to Miss Mary
Ann Coleman.

At Galesbury, 111., by the Rev. G. W . Gale, Mr. John
McMullen, to Miss S. Ann Skinner, late of Byron,
Geneset county, N. Y.

At Winneld.Herkimer co.. May 3d, by Eben. Furger-
son, Mr. H. C. Clark, of Fredonia, Chautauque co., to
ftiiss Mehitable, daughter of Simon Bucklin, Esq. of
the former place.

At Galesburg, April 7, by Rev. G. W. Gale, Mr. John
McMullen to MissS. Ana Skinner, late of Byron, Gen-
eaee co.

In Enfield, on the 20th ult., by Rev. Henry Farnam,
Mr. John Fountain, who measures four feet in height,
to Miss Nancy Oaks, measuring six feet.

"Large streams from little fountains flow.
Tall oaks from little acrons grow."

In Albion, Orlea s county, on the. 1st inst. by the
Rev. Mr. Beadle, Mr. Edgar A. Barber, Junior partner
of the American, to Miss Nancy B. Strong, daughter of
the Editor of that paper.

At Castleton, Vermont, on the 16th ult. by Rev. Mr.
Steele, Henrj Howe, A. &., Principal of the Canandai-
gua Acadmy, to Miss Margaret F. Mason, daughter of
John Mason, E?q.

In Bristol. May 1, by Rev. S. Goodale, Gen. Elijah
Jones, to Miss Mary U. Andrews.
. On the 17th ultimo, at the residence of Louis Brin-
gier, Esq. (surveyor Genernl of the State of Louisiana)
by thg Rev. Mr. Clapp, Major General E. P. Gaines, of
the U. S. Army, to. Mrs. Mary Clark Whitney, only
daughter of the late Daniel Clark, Esq. of New
Orleans.

On Tuesday evening, the 5th February last, at • True
Blue' estate, Crooked Island, Bermuda, under special
licenses from his excellency the governor, by Georae
Briggs. Esq., J. P. and Stipendiary Justice, Nelson,
eldest son of Daniel MOSB, Esq., to Miss Lelah Jane
Colliei; George, second son of Daniel MOBS, Esq., to
Miss Sylvia Wier ; Samue', third son of Daniel MOSB.
Esq., to Miss Lydia Farquhatson; Israel, fourth son of
Daniel Moss, Esq., to Miss Sophia Meadows. Also—
Mr. William Hannah, to Francis, eldest daughter of
Dan.el Moss, Esq.janl Mr. Richard Hannah, to Caro-
line, third daughter of Daniel Moss, Esq.-Bermuda Qaz.

AGENTS FOR THE GEM AND AMULET.
ARTEMAS ENOS, Traveling Agent.

Luke Wells, Ambe/, Onondaga county, New York.
Z. Barney, Adama, Jefferson county, do do
S. P. Brock, Braacliport. Yated county, do do
Cyrus P. I.ee, Buffalo, (P. O.) Erie co., do do
R. B. Brown, Browsvllle, Windsor co. Vermont
Alonzo Bennett, Berrien, Berrlen co., Michigan.'
J. II. Blue, Chariton, Mo.
G. M Copelund, Clarendon, Orleans co., New York
Miss L A. Adams. Cauandaigua, Ontario co., do do
EMaxwel l , Blmira. Chemungco., do do
A. t-owler, Fowlerville, Livingston co., do do
W. C. French, Gambier, Knox co.. Ohio,
f,- H .u n ' ' H u i u ' 8 , Hollow, Allegany co., New York.
AH:J,y.a.r"er;Lraft-L'v»ne«ton(!o., ,io do
A. H fcddy, Marion, Wayne Co , do do
v w pJ|M m nK t o n . Macon, Le'nuwa co., Michigan.
K. \V. Townaimd, Newark, W.iyne co , New York
P b. Church, Oakfleld, Genesee co., ' do do
Henry Hemun. Kiiaiiviiftt, Ontario co., do do
S. Reeve, Seneca Falls, Seneca co., ' do do
N. G. Shcpard. Soulh Avon, Liv. Co., do do
p . Cumminas, South LeRoy, Gen. Co do do
Sewol Brintnoll, Wntertownl Jeffrfo.'. do do
Post Master, Utica, Licking Co., flja.

OFFICE OF THE GEM
CORNER OF BUFFALO AND £,TATB STB, ROCHESTER.
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From the Mvseum.
W I N E

" Oh! thou invisible spirit of wine!—if thou hast no
name to be known by, let us call tbee—devil."

Shakspeare.
Some eighteen mnhlhg, or two years ago, I

was doing my duty to my country and myself
on board His Majesty's frigate the Astroe, by
undergoing seventeen games of chess per diem,
with our first lieutenant, and filling up every
pause with murmurs at the continuance of these
piping times of peace. We had been cruising
Forae months in the Mediterranean, chiefly for
the amusement of two dandy cousins of an hon-
orable Captain, whom we picked up at Malta,
basking like iwo yellow, over-ripe gourds in the
sunshine. We had touched at most of the ports
of the Ioniane, where cyprus may be had for pay.
ing for; and where faldettas are held by hands
as fair as their coquettish folds are black and
lustrous. We had done due service to the state,
by catching agues, snipe-shooting in the Alba-
nian marshes; listening to five-year-old operas,
screeched by fifty-year-old prima donnas; by
learning to swear by Saint Spiridion, and at his
Klcphtic votaries. We had spouted in the
school of Homer, and shouted at Lepanto ;
poured libations on the grave of Anacreon ; and
voted the Leucadian leap a trifle, compared with
a Leicestershire fence !

At length, one beautiful evening, one of those
twilights of chrysolite and gold, such as poets
dream of, and the Levant alone can realize,
(having been for three proceding days, not
" spell bound," but " calm-hound among the
clustering Cyclades,") it was the pleasure of
our honorable Captain, and his cousins, to drop
anchor in the Bay of , (I have reasons of
my own for not being more explicit;) where,
after swearing the usual number of oaths at the
quarantine officers, and the crews of the Vene-
tian and Turkish traders, who make it part of
their religion to give offence to the blue jackets,
where offence can be given with impunity, I
had the satisfaction to find myself, at^about sev-
en o'clock, P. M., seated at the mess of His
Majesty's gallant—th' do:ng as much justice to
the roast beef of Old England as if we had not
been within a day's sail of the Island of the
Minotaur. It was, indeed, refreshing to listen
t© the king's English, in its own accents; to
cat of the king's sirloin, in its own gravy ; and
to join in the jargon of horse flesh, in its own
elang ;—to hear the names Newmarket, White's,
Tattersall's, Ellen Tree, and Fanny Kemble,
familiar in their mouths as household words; to
throw off, in short, for an hour or two, the te-
dium of professional existence. A bumper of
port appeared as palatable in a climate where
the thermometer stood at 88° in the shade, as
amidrthe clammy fogs of the cold North; and,
at length, after a liberal indulgence in Hudson's
best, (ofely the more relished because the rich-
est Turkey tobacco, and a pipe of cherry wood
was in the hands of every soldier in the garri-
f on,) proposals were made for a bowl of " Gin-
Punch !" Lord Thomas Howard, a lieutenant
in the —th, wan announced to be a maslerhand
in the scientific brew ; and the very name of
gin punch affords, in the fatherland of Achilles,
a sort of anti-climax, which there was no resist,
ing. The materials were brought. The regi-
mental bowl, in which Pieton himself is record-
ed to have plunged the ladle ; lemons from the
islands n-doknt of romance and poetry ; and a
bottle of Hodger's best, redolent of Holborn
Hill, app ared in as orderly array as though we
had been supping at Limmcr's.

' Are vou a punch drinker V inquired my
neighbor," Captain Wargrave, with whom, as a

school fellow of my elder brother's, I hao quick-
ly made acquaintance.

• If I may venture to own it, no !' said I ; ' I
have swallowed too much punch on compulsion
in the course of my life.1

* I judged as much from your looks,' replied
Wargrave, who had promised to see me on board
ihe frigate. If you- want to get away from
these noisy fellows, we can easily slip off while
Lord Thomas and his operations engage their
attention.'

And, in compliance with the hint, I soon
found myself saurntei ing withhim, arm in arm,
in the bastions of . We had an hour be
fore us ; for the Captain's gig was not ordered
till eleven ; and, in order to keep an eye at
once on the frigate and the shore, we eat down
on an abutment of the parapet, to gossip away
the time ; interruptad only by the measured
tramp of the sentinels, and enjoying the fresh-
neBS of the night air, perfumed by jessamine
and orange blossoms, proceeding from the trel-
liced gardens of the Government House. Aa I
am not ambitious of writing bad Byr<>n, my
readers muat allow me to Epare them the descrip-
tion of a night in Greece ; a lieutenant of H.
M. S. the Astrcea, and a captain of H. M.'s gal-
lant —th, may be supposed to entertain Hots-
purp's prejudices against ballad-mongers !

There seem to be hard going fellows in your
moss,' said I, to Wargrave, as he 6at beside me,
with his arms folded over his breast. ' Thorn-
ton, I understand, carries off his two bottles a
day, like a Trojan ; and the fat major, who eat
opposite to me, made such play with the cham-
pagne, as to cause me to blush for my squeamish,
ness. For my own part, I should be well con-
tent never to exceed a couple of glasses of good
claret. Wine affects me in a different way from
most men. The more I drink the more my
spirits are depressed. While others get roaring
drunk, I sit moping and despairing ; and the
next day my head aches like an artilleryman's.'

'You are fortunate,' baid Wargrave drily.
" Fortunate ?' cried I. I wish I could appre-

ciate my own luck ! I am voted the sulkiest
dog unhanged, whenever it is my iue to.be jolly ;
and after proving a w ct blanket to a merry party
over-night, am ready to shoot myself with the
headache and blue-devils next morning. If'
there be a fellow I really envy, it is such a one
as Trfornton ; who is ready to chime in with
the chorus of the 36ih stanza of Nancy Daw.
son between his two last bottles; and keeps his
head and legs an hour afier all the rest of the
party have )ost theirs under the table.1

' I fancy Thornton is pretty well seasoned
salnrated like an old claret hogshead !'

1 Enviable dofc ! From time immemorial,
odes have been indited to petition the gods for
an insensible heart. When I turn lyrist, it will
be to pray for an insensible stomach ! 'Tis a
monstrous hard thing, when one hears the trol-
ling of a joyous chanson a boire, or trinklied,
under the lime-tree of France or Germany, to
feel no sympathy ip the strain save that of
nausea. There is something fresh and pictur
esnue in the mere sound of ' the vine—the
grape—the cup—the bowl !' It always appears
to me that Bacchus is the universal divinity, and
that I alone am exempted from the worship.
Think of Lord Thomas's gin-punch, and pity
me!'

Wargrave replied by a vague Hnmeaning
laugh ; which led me to conclude that my elo
quencc was lost upon him. Yel I continued.

'Do you know that., in epite of the prevalence
of the Bacchanalian idolatry, I think we hardly
give honor duu to the influence due to wine. I
has ever been the mania of mankind to asrubi
the actions of their fellow.creatures to all mo
tives but the true ; but if they saw clearly, ant
spoke honeeily, they would admit that more ne

roes have been made by the bottle than the
sword.

Have you any personal meaning in this
tirade ?' suddenly interrupted my companion,
in a voice whose concentration was deadly.

Personal meaning!' I reiterated. 'Of what
nature ?' And for a moment I could not but
fancy that poor Wargrrave had taken a deeper
share in the Chateau Margoux of the fat major
than I had been aware of. A man rather touch-
ed by wine, ia sure to take fire on the most dis-
tant imputation of drunkenness.

I can scarcely imagine, Sir, he continued,
in a voice, however, that savoured of anything
rather than inebriety, ' that any man acquainted
with the misfortunes of my life should address
me on such a subject!' ,

Be satisfied, then, that your indignation is
groundlpsa, and most unreasonable,1 said I, still
doubtful how far I ought to resent the ungra.
ciousness of his demeanor; ' for, on the word
of a gentleman, till this day, I never heard your
name. Your avowal of intimacy with my brblh.
er, and someihing in the frankness of your
manner that reminded me of his, added to the
hilarity of an unexpected re-union with so many
of my countrymen, has perhaps induced too
sudden a familiarity in my demeanor ; but, in
wishing you good night, Captain Wargrave,
and a fairer interpretation ofrthc next sailor
who opens his brave heart to you at eight, ajlpw
me to assure you, that not a shad<»w of offence
was intended in the rhapsody you are pleased
to resent.'

Forgive me,1 exclaimed Wargrave, extend-
ing his hands, nay, almost his arms, towards
me. " It would have afforded only a crowning
incident to my miserable history, had myjealoua
soreness on one fatal subject produced a serious
misunderstanding with the brother of one of my
dearest and earliest friends.'

While I frankly accepted his apologies and
offered hand, I could detect, by the light of the
moon, an expression of such profound dejection
on the altered face of Wargrave—so deadly a
paleness—a haggardness—that involuntarily I
reseated myself on the wall beside him, as ifto.
mark the resumption of a friendly feeling. He
did not speak when he took hia place ; but, after
a few minutes' silence. I had the mortification
to hear him sobbing like a child.

My dear.fellow, you attach too much impor-
tance to an unguarded word, handsomely and
Batisiactorily explained,1 said I, trying to recon-
cile him with himself. 'Dismiss it from your
thoughts.' . L I

Do not fancy,' replied Wargrave, in a brok-
en voice, that these humiliating tears originate
in anything that has passed between us Una
night. No ! The associations recalled to my
mind by the rasli humor you are generous enough
to sec in its true light, are of far more ancient
date, and far more ineffaceable nature. I owe
you something, in return for your forbearance.
You have still an hour to be on shore,' he contin-
ued, looking at his watch. 4 Devote those mm.
utcs to me, and 1 will impart a lesson worth tea
years' experience; a lesson of which my own
life must bo the text—myself tho hero .

There was no disputing with him,—no beg-
ging him to be calm. Ou his whole frame was
imprinted tho character of an affliction not to
be trifled with. I had only to listen, and im-
part, in tho patience of my attention, *uch so-
lacn as the truly miserable can beat appreciate.

'You were ri.rht,' said Wargrave, with a bit.
tcr emilo, ' ir- saying t h a t w ° *° n o t a l l° V i £
solves to assign to wine the full measure it holds
among the motives of our conduct. But you
were) wring in lim.tiug that authority to the in.
sligation of great and heroic actions. Wioo is
said in Scri*-turo to " make glad the heartpf
man." Wine is said by the poets to bo the balm
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THE GEM AND LADTES' AMULET.
of grief, Ihe dew of beauty, the philter of love.
What that is gracious and graceful is it not Baid
to be ? Clustering grapes entwine the brow of
its divinity; and wine is held 10 be a libation
worthy of the gods. Fools ! fools ! fools !—
they need to have poured forth their blood and
tears like me, to know that it is a fountain of
eternal damnation ? Do not fancy that I allude
to DRUNKENNESS; do not class me, in your im-
agination, with the sensual brute who degrades
himself to the filthiness of intoxication. Against
a vice so flagrant, how easy to arm one's vir-
tue ! No ! the true danger lies many degrees
within that fearful limit; and the Spartans, who
warned their sons against wine by the exhibi-
tion of their drunken Helots, fulfilled their duty
blindly. Drunkenness implies, in fact, an ex-
tinction of the very faculties of evil. The en-
feebled arm can deal no mortal blow ; the stag-
gering step retards the perpetration of sin. The
Toice can neither moderate its tones to seduc-
tion, nor hurl the defiance of deadly hatred.
The drunkard is an i'liot; a thing which chil-
dren mock at, and women chastise. It is the
man whose temperament is excited, not over-
powered, by wine, to whom the snare is fatal.1

•Only when unconscious of his infirmity,'
said I bluntly.

• Shakspeare-makes Cassio conscious, but not
till his fault is achieved.'

• Caesio is the victim of a designing tempter;
but an ordinary man, aware of his frailly, must
•urely find it easy to avoid the mischief ?'

Easy, as we look upon the thing from hence
with the summer sky over our heads, the un-
•hackled ocean at our feel, and the mockery of
the scorner unheard ; but in the animation of a
convivial meeting, with cooler heads to mislead
n« by example, under the influence of conversa-
tion, music, mirth, who can at all times remem-
ber "by how short a process it turns to poison in
his veins ? Do not suppose me the Apostle of a
Temperance Society, when I assert, on my life,
ray soul, my honor, that, after three glasses of
wine, I am no longer master of my actions.
Without being at the moment conscious of the
change, I begin to see, and feel, and hear, and
rea«on differently. The minor transitions be-
tween good and evil are forgotten ; the lava
boils in my bosom. Three more, and I become
a madman.'

' But this constitutes a positive physical infir-
mity,' said I. You must of course regard
yourself as an exception T'

N o ! I am convinced the cane is common.
Among my own acquaintance, I know fifty men
who are pleasant companions in the morning,
but intolerable after dinner; men who neither
like wine nor indulge in i t ; but who, while sim-
ply fulfilling the forms and ceremonies of soci-
ety, frequently become odious to others, and a
burthen to themselves.'

I really believe you are right.'
• I know that I am right; listen. When I be-

came your brother's friend at Westminster, I
Was on the foundation,—an only son, intended
for the Church ; and the importance which my-
father and mother attached to my election for
college, added such a slimulous to my exertions,
that, at the early age of fourteen, their wish
was accomplished. I was the first boy of my
years. A studentship at Christ-church crowned
my highest ambition; and all that remained for
me at Westminster was to preside over the fare-
well supper, indispensable on occasions of these
triumphs. I was accustomed to wine, for my
parents had probably taken silent note of the
infirmity of my nature ; and a very small pro-
portion of the fiery tavern port, which forms the
nectar of similar festivities, sufficed to elevate
my spirits to madness. Heated by noise and
intemperance, we all sallied forth together, pre-
pared to riot, bully, insult. A fight ensued ; a
life was lost. Expulsion suspended my election.
1 never reached Oxford ; my professional pros,
pocti were blighted ; and, within a few months,
my fuller died of the disappointment 1 And
no*, what was to bo done with me ? My guar .
Oians decided, that in the army the influence of
my past fault would prcvu least injurious ; and,
eager to escape the tacit reproach of. ray poor
mother'*) pale faco and gloomy Wijeds, I gladly
acejded to their advice. At filteen I was gazet
led in tho — th Regiment of Light Dragoons.'

# At leant you had no cause to regret your
change of profession ?• said I, with a sailor's
prejudice againtU parsoniu cloth.

' I did regret it. A family.living was waiting
for m i; and I had accustomed myself to the
thoughts of early independence and a settled

home, lnqu're of my friend Richard, on your
return tn England, arid he will tell you that
there could not be a calmer, graver, more stu-
dious, more sober fellow than myself. The na-
ture of my misdemeanor,, meanwhile, was not
such as to alienate from me the regard of my
young companions; and I will answer for it,
that on entering the army, no fellow could boast
a more extensive circle of friends. At West-
minster, they UBed to call me " Wargrave the
peacemaker." I never had a quarrel; I never
iiad an enemy. Yet twelvemonths after join-
ing the —th, I had acquired the opprobrium of
being a quarrelsome fcli'ow ; I had fought one
of my brother officers, and was on the most un-
comfortable terms with four others.'

And this sudden change———'
1 Was then attributed to the sourness arising

from my disappointments in life. I have since
ascribed it to a truer origin—the irritation of
the doses of brandy, tinged with sloe juice,
which formed the luxury of a mees-cellar.
Smarting under the consciousness of unpopu-
larity, I fancied I hated my profession, when
in fact, I only haled myself. I managed to get
on half-pay, and returned to my mother's tran-
quil roof; tranquil to monotony—tranquil to
dulncss.—where, instead of regretting the bril-
liant life I had forsaken, my peace of mind and
early contentment came back to me at once.
There was no one to bear me company over the
bottle; I was my mother's constant companion ;
I seldom tasted wine ; I became healthy, happy,
beloved.'

' Beloved in a lover's sense ?'
• Beloved as a neighbor and a fellow citizen*

But higher distinctions of affection followed-
A young and very beautiful girl, of rank and
fortune superior to my own, deigned to encour-
age the humble veneration with which I regard-
ed her. I became enboldcned to solicit her
heart and hand. My mother assured her I was
the best of sons, I readily promised to be the
best of husbands. She believed us both ; ac-
cepted me—married me; and, on welcoming
home my lovely gentle Mary, all remembrance
of past sorrow seemed to be obliterated. Our
position in the world, if not brilliant, was hon-
orable. My mother's table renewed those hos-
pitalities over which my father had loved to pre-
side. Mary's three brothers were our constant
guests; and Wargrave—the calm, sober, indo-
lent Wargrave-—once more became frac-
tious and ill at case. My poor mother who
could conceive no fault in my disposition—con.
eluding that, as in oilier instances, the husband
had discovered in the daily companionship of
married life, faults which had been invisible lo
the lover—ascribed to poor Mary all the die-
credit of the change. She took a dislike to her
daughter-in-law, nay, even to Mrs. Wargrave's
family, friends, and acquaintances. She saw.
that after they had been dining with me, 1 grew
morose and irritable ; and attributed the fault to
my guests, instead of to the cursed wine their
company compelled me to swallow.'

" Your wife was probably more discerning ?'
• No ! On such subjects, women are not en-

lightened by experience. Even the vice of
drunkenness is a mystery to them, unless when
chance exhibits to their observation some mis.
erable brute lying senseless in the public streets.
Mary probably ascribed my fractiousness to in.
firmity of temper. She found me less good-
humored than she had expected, and more easi-
ly meved by trifles. The morning is the por.
tion of the day in which married people live
least in each other's society; and my evenings
seldom passed without a political equabblo with
some visitor or a storm with the servants. The
tea was cold ; the newspaper did not arrive iu
lime ; or all the world was not exactly of my
own opinion respecting the conduct of Minis-
ters. Fortunately, poor Mary's time was en-
grossed by preparations for the arrival of her
fiivt child, a pledge of domestic happiness cal.
culated to reconcile a woman even to greater
vexations than those arising from her husband's
irritability. Mary palliated all my bursts of
temper, by declaring her opinion that • any man
might possess the insipid quality of good humor ;
but that Wargrave, if somewhat hasty, had the
best heart and principles in the world." As
soon as our little boy made his appearance, she
excited the conlempt of all her female acquain-
tances, by trusting " that Harry would, in all
respects, res ruble his father." Heaven bless
her for her blindness!'

Wargrave paused for & moment ; during

which I took care to direct my eyes towards th
frigate.

' Among those female friends, was a certain
Sophy Cavendish, a counin of Mary's; young,
handsome, rich,—rich and almost as handsome
as herself; but gifted with that intemperate vi-
vacity which health and prosperity inspire.
Sophy was a fearless creature; the only person
who did not shrink from rny fits of ill-temper.
When I scolded, she bantered ; when I appeared
sullen, she piqued me into cheerfulness. W8
usually met in morning visits, when I was in a
mood to take her railleries in good part. To
this playful girl it unluckily occurred to sngrgeet
to her cousin, §l- Why don't you manage War-
grave as I do? why don't you laugh him out of
his perversity ?" And Mary, to whose disposi-
tion and manners all these agaceries were for-
eign, soon began to assume a most provoking
oportiveness in our domestic disputes ; would
seize me by the hair, the sleeve, point her fin-
ger at me when I was sullen,*-and laugh heartily
whenever I indulged in reproof. I vow to
Heaven, there were moments when this inno.
cent folly made me hate her! " It does not be-
come you to ape the monkey tricks of your
cousin," cried I, one night when she had amus.
ed herself by filliping water at me across the
dessert-table, while I was engaged in an intern,
perate professional dispute with an older brother
officer. "In trying to make me look like a
fool, you only make a fool of yourself 1" "Don't
be intimidated by a few big words," cried Miss
Cavendish, when this ebullition was reported to
her. " Men and nettles must be bullied into
tameness; they have a sting only for those who
are afraid of them • Persevere !" She did
persevere; and, on an occasion equally ill-lamed
again the angry husband retorted severely upon
J.he wife he loved. "You must not banter him
in company" said Sophia. " He is one of those
men who hate being shown up before others.
But when you are alone, take your revenge.
Treat his anger as. a jest. Prove to him you
are not afraid of him, and since he chooses to
behave like a child, argue with him as children
are argued with."

• Jt was on my return from a club.dinner,
that Mary attempted to put these mischievous
precepts into practice. I was late—too late ; for,
against my will, I had been detained by the jo*
vial party. But instead of encouraging the
apologies I was inclined to offer for having kept
her watching, Mary, who had been beguiling
the time of my absence in her dressing-room
with an entertaining book, by which her spirits'
were exhilarated, began to laugh at my excuses ;
to banter, to mock me. I bigged her to desist.
She persisted. I grew angry. She replied to
my invectives by a thousand absurd accusations
invented to justifyher mirth. I bade her be si .
lent. She only laughed more loudly. I stamp.,
ed, swore—raved ;—she'approached me in mim.
icry of my violence. / struck her ."

When Wargrave's melancholy voice subsided
into silence, the expressions of my countryman,
Tobin, (the prototype of Knowlcs) involuntari.
ly recurred to my mind—

' The man who lays his hand
Save in the way of kindness, on a woman,
Is a wretch, whom 'twere bam flattery to call a

coward.'
1 1 know not what followed this act of butal-

ity,' cried Wargrave, rousing himself. ' I have
a faint remembrance of kneeling and imploring
and offering the sacrifice of my life in atone-
ment for such ingratitude. But I have a very
strong one of the patient immobility which,
from tliat moment, poor Mary assumed in my
presence. She jested no more; she never
laughed again. What worlds would I have giv-
en had she remonsUated—defended herself—
resented the injury ! But no ! from that fatal
night, like the enehantcd priucess in the story,
Bhe became converted into marble, whenever
her husband approached her. I fancied—so.
conscious are the guilty—that Bhe sometimes
betrayed an apprehension of leaving our child
in Ihe room alone with me. Perhaps she thought
me mad 1 She was right. The brief insanity
inspired by wine had alone caused me to raise
my hand against her.'
"> ' But you had no reason lo suppose that, on
this occasion, Mrs. Wargrave again conferred
with her family touching your conduct?'

(TO BE CONTINUED )

I love mine enemies, as tho toper eaid ven he
hugged a jug of rum.

Snaving done as usual, as tho Barbor said veil
he turned broker.
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SATURDAY, JTJNB 1, 1839.

SHALL T H E EVIL BE REMEDIED?
Our present heavy rates of postage is one of

the most oppressive burthens which hag to be
borne by the People. It is an intolerable tax
Upon COMMERCE, KNOWLEDGE, FRIENDSHIP, and

IAVB. Aek the merchant which is the heaviest
of his taxes, his local, state or his post-office
tax, and he will tell you at once, and with an
involuntary shudder too, that hie tax for post-
age is infinitely greater than all the others put
together, and is a most cruel draw-back upon
the profits of his industry.

Ask the publishers of daily, weekly, monthly
and quaterly periodicals for iheir experience,
and they will tell you that even the email pos-
tage now exacted upon these publications does
more to retard the progress of intelligence and
knowledge than can be overcome by all the in.
fant, district, select and scientific schools in the
land. It is impossible for any but those who
have daily experience, to conceive the influence
which the exaction of postage has in preventing
the circulation of newspapers and periodicals.
There is not a county in the State where, if
postage upon newspapers was entirely removed,
their circulation would not be increased four
fold. To tens of thousands, the price of sub-
scription does not appear so formidable as
the additional per centage. That is a lion in
the way which has kept millions out of the por-
tals of knowledge. Yet its removal has been
sought for years in vain. Our national cupid-
ity has constantly overcome every effort to re-
move this tax upon knowledge ; but we look for
a better day, when clearer views of true econ.
0Py will prevail, and this unwise and burthen-
some tax will be permanently removed.

Ask those who cultivate friendship as the ac-
me of human happiness, what they think of the
present heavy rates of postage, and they will
tell you that they find it a most severe check
npon the enjoyment of that social principle so
justly cherished as one of the most delightful
Oasis in the desert of life. Thousands, whose
ties of friendship are strong, are yearly sepa-
rated by distance and have no other means of
holding uninterrupted converse but by epistola-
ry correspondence. But to multitudes, the ex.
pense forbids a participation in the enjoyment
which ever flows from the communion of true
friendship ; and thus our weary world is made
Btill more weary by the unsocial law which
"regulates the rates of postage." Aye, this
law not only prevents the communion of friends,
but does infinitely more than all the army of
gossiping, tattling old ladies in the world, to
sever friends—for how often is the non-receipt
of letters attributed to neglect and indifference,
when a Bcanty purse is the only cause of a ces.
eation of friendly correspondence. We have
cither heard or dreamed of a law in some of the
Eastern nations, where decapitation was in.
flicted upon the monster who excited hostility
between friends. If such a law was in force
now, AMOS KENDALL would be non.pluwscd ev-

ery twenty four hours, even though he carried
as many heads on his shoulners BB the fabled
hydra.

And last, though not least, ask the lover what
•he or he thinks of our rates of postage, and they
will tell you that they arc an intolerable barrier
to their happiness, and should be abrogated or
modified forthwith. Who has not in his mind'?
eye, instances where the perfection of human
happiness has been prevented, lovers severed,

matches broken up, and one of the most explicit
commands of our Creator to Adam made nuga.
Cory, by the heavy tax which our wise law. ma-
kers have very unwisely seen fit to impose upon
the tender breathings of the absent lover ? Such
sad mementos of our national cupidity, and in
addition thereto, broken vows and broken
hearts, are as plenty as blackberries in their
season ; and call loudly upon every statesman,
philanthropist, and political economist (particu-
larly those political economists who estimate
every additional inhabitant as equal to $30,000
added to the national wealth) to unite in secu-
ring the modification of a law which carries in
its train so much of evil—which interferes with
commerce—which retards the progress of

knowledge which throws ice-water upon.
friendship, curdles the milk of human kindness,
and annually makes dough of more wedding,
cake than would be necesssary to keep every
damsel in Christendom dreaming of matrimony
for an age.

Can any one give a good reason why the
rates of postage should not be reduced 7 We
have never heard one. We know it is said that
if the rates are reduced the post office depart-
ment will not sustain itself, and will have to be
supported either by a direct tax or by the reve-
nue of some other department. But this is, in
our opinion, an error. It is an universal princi.
pie, that the cheaper you make an article which
is in great demand, the more of that article will
be disposed of. This has been demonstrated
in the sale of every article of domestic use ; and
the same principle was illustrated in the reduc
tion of tolls on the Erie Canal. Many contend-
ed, when the proposition of reduction was made,
that it would not answer, because it would BO
greatly curtail the canal revenue ; but so far
from a curtailment, the revenue was at once
greatly augmented, and the prophecies of false-
ly taught political economists scattered to the
winds.

The same result, we most sincerely believe,
would succeed the reduction of the rates of pos-
tage. Reduce to two or four cents what now
costs ten, and we have not a doubt but that the
post office revenue would be at once enhanced.
The correspondence of the merchant, the me-
chanic, the friend and the lover, would be at
once doubled if not quadrupled ; and, in addi.
tion thereto, all the ills which we have enumera-
ted, as consequent upon high rates of postage,
would be remedied. There would be more
commercial business transacted—a more gener-
al dissemination of knowledge perfected
more of the enjoyments of friendship secured—
and more matrimonial alliances, with all their
concomitant blessings, consummated.

Surely these are results worthy of being
sought by a commercial, intellectual, friendly
and matrimonial.loving nation ; and we are not
surprised that results so desirable have attracted
the attention of Great Britain to this very sub.
ject. The project of reducing the rates of post-
age has long been agitated in that country ; but
it is not until very recently that the matter has
been taken hold of in earnest. Now, however,
it is up before Parliament, and a report has been
made by a committee, to whom the subject had
been referred, recommending that hereafter the
postage upon a letter not exceeding half an
ounce°in weight, should be 2d, and a penny fl>r
each additional half ounce.

The present numbur of letters annually trans,
mitted is 84,000,000, and the net revenue of the
pist office department (exclusive of £698,638
expended for management and transportation)
jf?l,641,lO5. The committee estimate that

when their plan goes into operation, there will
be 400,000,000 of letters annually transmitted'
and a nett revenue of £1,666,666. What
a vast increase of knowledge and happiness this
will secure !

Will not the ladies unite with us in agitating
anew this important subject, in which is in.
volvedso much of commercial prosperity*, na-
tional happiness, and social and domestic bliss?

O 9 Reader, when last did you witness a
summer's sunrise ? Is memory delinquent ?—
Then, as you would be a participant in one of
the purest and lovliest of earth's enjoyments,
let her be delinquent no longer. There is an
inexpressible charm in the bright and beautiful
mornings of May—a charm which Boftens the
aspcritit-B of life, touches the heart, and melts
the soul. He who, in the stillness of the hour,
witnesses the approach of the first sun-beam,
and marks the gradual developement of the
bright effulgence of the sun itself, and who in-
hales the bland and health. Invigorating at-
mosphere which kisses up the morning dew,
and imprints freshness and beauty upon the
flowers andlillies of the mountain and valley—
cannot fail to have his mind imbued with high,
er and purer ideas of the Creator of so lovely
a ^world, and with kindlier feelings toward
those who inhabit it.

Bible Distribution.—A new distribution of the
Bible to every family in the United Slates, is
recommended by the American Bible Society.
Theirs* plan of distribution originated in this
city, and was magnanimously seconded by
ChriRtians in all parts of the Union. The pro-
position for a second distribution cannot fail to
be equally well received. The work is sublime-
ly meritorious ; and as there are $35,000 want-
ed foithwith to perfect the plan, delay should be
prevented by an immediate and simultaneous
movement-among christians of all denomina.
tions.

O ° " Do good" fa one of the most rational
and emphatic injunctions of religion. It isra-
tional, because deeds of mercy elevate and hap-
pify the human mind. It is emphatic, because
to " do good" requires the exercise of all the
virtues. If this injunction were universally re-
garded, earth woull become a paradise and all
her inhabitants angels.

Observation.—It is in contemplating men at
a distance that we become benevolent. When
we mix witli them, we suffer by the contact,
and grow, if not malicious from the injury, at
least selfiish from the circumspection which our
safety i;nposes.

Whoever penned the above, penned a fallacy.
Malice is not the offspi ing of association, nor is
benevolence the result of " contemplating mon
at a distance." Experience will prove, that in
nine times out of ten, our antipathies will be
eradicated by frequent intercourse with those
against whom we may cherish hostility. If
•• distance lends enchantment to the view," ac-
quaintance modifies the passions.

O"They must be 'well to live' away off
West, notwithstanding tho shinplasler scourge
with which they have been afflieted. The last
Chicago American says:

.«Cents are no go in this country. A man in
our city the other day, after having made sever,
al ineffectual attempts to give awsry a few, at
las i' despair offered four to a boy, who refus.
od them,—as he said ho took noting short of a
sixpence.'"

A writer in the Now Vork Spirit of the Timei
call, the ceremony of young ladies kissing each
other, » » dreadful waste of the raw material."
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Foreign Correspondence.—We commence,this

number, the publication of a series of LetterB
from Europe, from an esteemed friend and fel-
low citizen, now abroad.

ID3Lunacy is one of the severest of man's af-
flictions. Yet there is such a paradox as "hap-
py m^men ?" We once saw such an one. In
his hours of relapse he appeared to enjoy per.
feet bliss, and it was painful to see him awaken
ed from his fancied happines. And there are
others who

" do act,
Such antic and such pretty lunacies
That spite ol sorrow they will make you emlle."

O * A B trees sometimes grow crooked in spite
of all our bracings and props perpendicular, so
docs the mind juvinal often cruise into forbid-
den channels, despite all the council charts of
age. This was exemplified in the son of the
good CHARLES WESLEY, who, though born and

bred in Methodism, lived and died a Papist.

EpThe Talmud says that ten measures of
garrulity were sent down upon the earth, and
that the, women took nine. This must be a
mistake ; for "the Doctor" says that he once
knew eight terrific talkers, and five of them
were of the masculine gender.

ID"We talk of the tyrants of Turkey, Russia
and the east, but not one of them can bear com.
parisnn with the tyrant fashion. Hence there-
mark that " he ought to be well mounted who
is for leaping the hedges of custom."

little we know of the effect which
the actions of the present have upon the feelings
ef the1 future. An author says that " we never
come under the rod at the grammar school, 'but
we smart for our ancestors' rebellion at Babel."

O~" I have run upon Scylla while trying to a.
void Charybdis," as the classic loafer said
while, in " making tracks" from a debtor, he
crossed the path of the bailiff who held a war.
rant against him for theft.

If a man were to set out, says Lord Halifax,
with calling every one by his right name, he
would be knocked down before he got to the
corner of the street.

Whenever you bay or sell, let or hire, make a
clear bargain, and never trust to "we shan't
disagree about trifles."

O°The Russian Peasantry, although not gen-
erally accounted philosophers, wear the same
clothing in summer as in winter. The principal
garment used is a great coat of raw sheep skin.
It is worn with the woolly side in, during the
winter, and the woolly side out in summer, and
serves admirably well to keep them both cool and
varm.—Buf. Adv.

How to cure Smokers.—In Uoopih, China'
the singular punishment of cutting out a por.
tion of the upper lip, to prevent opium smoking
has been resorted to. It would be equally effi-
cient to prevent tobacco smoking.—Jour. Com.

Valuable Discovery.—A deposite of porcelain
Clay has been discovered in Delaware county,
Pa. said to be the finest and most valuable in the
world.

If a girl has pretty teeth she laughs often—if
she's got a sn>all foot she'll wear a short dress—
and if she's got a neat hand she's fond of a
game at whist—and if the reverse, she dislikes
all these small affairs, so Bays the Philadelphia
Times.

Old and New Fashions.—In old times (1747
it was the tip of fashion fur a female to sport a
long waistcoat with pockets in each side, and
nothing was more common than to see a lady
spinning street yarn with her hands in her
pockets ! Our modern belles, however, wishing
todiffur from the other sox as much as possible.
carry their pockets in their hands.

F O R E I G N C O R R E S P O N D E N C E .
CITY OF LISBON.

Extract from a letter from a citizen now in
Europe, to a friend in this city, dated

•• LisBou. March 17,1839.
11 We know but little of Lisbon in our coun-

try, as but few Ameiicans visit it. It is one of
the largest class of citicB in Europe, situated
upon the north bank of the Tagus, ("whose
golden sands have been so often celebrated by
the poets") ten mileB from its mouth, irregular-
ly built upon eight or ten hills, which rise ma.
jestically from the river two or three hundred
feet, broken by two or three gorges which reach
back through the first range of hills from half
to a mile, meeting others which rise in the riv-
er. These hills rise more abruptly than those
upon which Newburgh is built, and much high,
er ; covered to their summit with ranges of stone
buildings, presenting a most enchanting view.
The town extends about 6 miles along the river
upon the hills, looking out upon the distant o-
cean. The river, which makes a semicircle
through and around the town, forms a Bay in
front some six miles broad, running parallel
with which and about ten miles from each bank,
rise still more lofty ranges of mountains, lifting
their peaks to the very clouds. The whole val-
ley intervening is made up of a succession of
hills and valleys similar to those upon which the
city stands, now robed in "velvet verdure," and
swarming, as far as the eye can reach, on the
sides of the city, with an innumerable host of
the children or men. Upon every hill-top a.
round the city, as well as in the distance, may
be seen white cottages, and wind-mills equally
white, making their wonted rcvo'ulions in the
wind; presenting, as you look out from the cas
tie reared upon one of the highest hill tops in
the city, a scene of greater variety, and a more
beautiful landscape, than I before ever beheld."

LISBON, March 25, 1839.

On the 17th inst. I wrote you by the way of
London, and then engaged to say more to you
of Lisbon, if I had time and an opportunity to
do so. Its commerce, which was once equal to
that of Venice in its proudest days, has dec I'm-
ed very much since the loss of Brazil, and
many other colonies: yet its trade is considera-
ble, and would soon become vastly important,
not only to themselves, but to other nations, un-
der an energetic and wisely administered gov-
ernment. As bidly governed as it is, without
sufficient energy in the administrative depart,
inent, to enforce the laws in the interior of the
country, and with the clogs of both large im.
port and export duties, its imports amount to
some twenty millions of dollars a year. The
import and export duties are the main sources
from whence they derive the means of sustain-
ing a prodigal government, which is grinding
them to death. The custom house department
of this city employs more officers and men than
ours in the city of New York. There arc
seldom less than 200 ships lying at anchor in
the Tagus, amongst which may be seen the flags
of almost every commercial nation in Europe,
as well as our own, which come laden with
the manufactured articles of their own coun.
tries, and lake in return, fruitB, wines, oil and
salt, the priductions of this.

Taking the public institutions of this city in.
to consideration, New York is but a city in
miniature, when contrasted with it. Geogra-
phers rate the population at 200,000 ; our con.
sul and others inform me that it is nearer 280,-
000. It runs from G to 8 miles along the river,
and is from one to one and a half miles broaci

insorqe places; and the great proportion of the
houses contain four or five families each. The
quays, which extend some two miles along the
river, are built of hewn stone, and would do
credit to any city. Along these stand theCus.
torn.House, the India House, the Arsenels, the
Navy buildings and the Markets, all extensive
ranges of noble structures. The Custom house
and Exchange alone, surround a square, on
three sides, nearly as large as the battery at
New York, (and of which she might well bo
proud) lying open to the river. Upon the ccn-
tre of this square stands a colossal bronze statue
of King Joseph the 1st, in the dress of a field
marshal, mounted upon a horse of the same ma-
terial, and placed upon a marble pedestal, eleva.
ted 25 feet above the ground ; on the left of
which stands an elephant, tramping under foot
a lion and a negro, and bearing on his trunk a
trumpeter. These represent their conquests in
India and Africa. On the right, stands a wild
horse in the act of leaping over an Indian, held
by the genius War, with wings expanded—
which represent their conquests in America ;
and all as large as life, wrought in marble.—
There are several other images, representing
their other possessions, which, taken all togeth.
er, is a proud monument. The French attempt,
nunnery of Belem covers about as much ground
as St. Vincent. This is one of the oldest and
most antique churches in Lisbon, richly deco-
rated, and contains the tombs of one or two
of the first, sovereigns of Portu al. The con.
vent has been changed into a foundling hospital,
where some 700 children are supported at the
public expense. St. Roch is also very antique;
standing on high ground, in the central part of
the city ; it contains a chapel dedicated to the'
saints, aaid to be the most richly decorated tern,
pie in the Christian world. John the 5ih became
its patron, and to his princely munificence they
are indebted for its decorations, which were
brought from Rome, some 85 years since, and
cost eight millions of crowns. The pictures a.
bove and on each tide of the altar, representing
the Baptism of Christ, Pentecost, and the Con.
ception, are wrought in Mosaic and are said to
be masterly pieces; they cost one and a half
millions of crowns. The pilasters and pillars
are formed of porphyry, verb antique and lapis-
laBuli amethyst, and other precious marble ; the
pedestals are agate ; the floor or pavement is
wrought in Mosaic; the doors are bronze and
gilt, beautifully wrought; the candlebra and
lamps are solid silver, plated with gold ; the al.
tar is composed of lapis.la»uli, amethyst and
gold, ornamented with a scriptural group in al.
to-relievo, which is a block of solid s i l v e r -
There are a great many other churches worthy
of notice, to describe which would require a
week's time, and as I am not writing a journal,
you must pardon me for not noticing them fur.
ther. Juno had taken down the ornaments be.
longing to the chapel of St. Roch, and packed
them up to remove to Paris, but in his precipi-
tous flight from Lisbon in 1808. left them be-
hind.

The Aqueduct of Alcantra, through which
the water is brought to supply the city, is a stu-
pendous work, of near a mile in length, on 35
arches ; the widest is said to be 249 feet and 332
feet in height. The height, I should think, was
exaggerated. It is, however, frightful to look
over it, and reminded me of Mr. Buckingham's
description of the feelings experienced in look-
ing from St; Paul's church, at London, and the
Pyramids. The whole work is enclosed with a
stone, and in the form of a covered bridge, with
17 stone toweru rising from the roof, with out-
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aide walks, protected by a granite railing. The
aqueduct is 18 miles long, and the whole dis.
lance the work is of the same kind. It was
built by King John the 5th. The Palace which
I have visited, is filled with paintings and orna.
men Is of a thousand kinds, which I should be
happy to describe to you if the narrow bounds
of a letter would permit; but as it will not, I
must leave it, amongst many other things, to
be made the subjects of conversation hereafter,
should we ever meet.

Lisbon is a walled town, so built that every
man's house is a castle All the private gardens
are either suspended above your head, or hid by
high walls, so that you cannot see them as you
pass along opposite them. As you enter some
of the public squares, situated at the bottom of
a narrow valley, surrounded by an amphitheatre
of Tiills, rising 300 to 500 feet above your head,
you may look up and see buildings rising a.
bove buildings, and a succession of terraced
gardens reaching to t!>e top. Other gardens are
suspended in the air, on arches, running from
the top of the highest buildings, back to the
hill. These gardens, as well as those-upon the
lower grounds, hid by high walls, make a most
imposing appearance, as you look down upon
them from the highest points of the city, robed,
as they are at this time, in a great variety of
the most beautiful flowers. There are several
gardens, both upon the hills and in the valleys,
open to the public, filled with statuary and
shades, and now and then a fountain, whose
flowing, sparkling waters cool the air, while
winged warblers render vocal the groves with
their rich and ever varying notes. The bird of
Paradise, woman in all her witchery and come-
liness, imparts no less an inspiration to the em-
bowered paths and fluwer-encircled ways,

A large portion of the city was destroyed by
the earthquake in 1775. The new part which
has been rebuilt, and particularly that sectioi
lying back of the custom house, is very hand
some. The older part of the town is more ir
regular, and the streets narrow and dirty. The
firet time I attempted to visit the church of St.
Vincent, I went from the castle, the church
apparently not more than 30 rods away ; after
wandering for nearly two hours, through nar
row and crooked streets, in some of which I
could reach the walls of the buildings on each
ed to move it to Paris, when they had posses
sion of Lisbon, but found it of so great size as
to render it impossible to do so and keep it per
feet, and abandoned the enterprise. The build
inge which surround this square are built o
stone ; the inner wall, facing the square, is sup
p >rted upon an arched colonade, forming a de
lightful sheltered promenade of about 20 fee
in width, open to the square and all around it
The other buildings on the quay, encircle sever-
al squares ornamented with shades, fountains
and statuary.

Lisbon abounds in splendid churches, some
of which would remind one, in their s ize , - i
nothing else, of St. Peter's at Rome. The church
of St. Vincent covers an area of about 400 fee
square, with an enormous central dome, and
two high towers in front, built of blocks of
marble, containing in niches in the outside
front, statuary in marble of the saints, as large
as life. The roof is arched with stone resting
upon collossal pillars. The inside is ornament
ed with a great number of statues and rich
paintings—some of them in Mosaic and very

fine w ith gilding and rich drapery in profusion.
In tnis church the sovereigns of Portugal are
entombed ; the colfins only are exhibited, lying
as low as the burublcat of us. The church and

side, by extending my.arms, I was forced to a-
bandon the chase and return home, at the ap.
proach of evening, without seeing the church.
The hills, which impart a very romantic and im.
posing appearance to the city, are so frequent,
that it is enough to kill one to paes through it,
in its length and in its breadth, and you are
forced to the conclusion that its appearance and
winding ways, are much more imposing in
the distance than in reality. In passing un-
noticed the chamber of the Gortcse, ruined mo-
nasteries, churches, and other institutions, I
cannot forbear to notice the only English Pro-
testant church and burying ground in the city.
It is a charming spot, and worthy of a visit
from every traveller. It is situated on an ele-
vated piece of ground, overlooking a portion of
the city, the river, the range of mountains upon
its southern banks, whose waves are lost in the
distance. The church stands in the midst of
several acres of ground, surrounded by high
walls, within which the Sabbath reigns, undis.
turbed by the city and multitude without, that
know no Sabbath, and is the only spot where I
found the home-comforts of worship, in Lisbon.
The grounds are filled with groves of cedar
myrtle and the yew tree ; also, the indus and
laurel tree, in full bloom, interspersed with the
rose, the lilly, lilack, jessamine, and a great va-
riety of other flowers, hanging over and en-
twining around the tombs, in the midst of which,
the tall cypress rears on high its graceful yet
melancholy locks. As you wander amongst the
tombs, beneath and in the midst of these sacred
shades, you may well imagine that you are in
the midst of the infancy of time, and of purer
day6 ; and among patriarchal groves, calculated
to remind us of brighter prospects of hope, and
of a happier home. I am sure, that if any wan-
derer from my own country, in the course of e.
vents, should be compelled to end his pilgrim
age here, it would be a source of comfort to him
to know, when about shaking off this taberna-
cle of clay, that his remains would be permitted
to rest undisturbed, beneath these consecrated
shades, made vocal by the nightingale and other
woodland songsters, and that flowers would con
tinue to blopm over, his grave, till the echoings
of the last trump should awaken the sleeping
dead.

In whatever light you regard Lisbon, it is a
most extraordinary city. And although "a thou
sand years their dusky wings expand around it,'
and nature's elemental wars have raised from
their foundation some of its noblest works
leaving tumbling pillars, delapidated walls an
mouldering ruins, to mark the place of some o
its most stately temples, enough remains to e
vince that much of it is tho offspring of olhe
times, when giant men walked the earth, i
not when its people claim to be of .the Caesars
when they took their hue fr >m that race, which
has left an imperishable immortality in Grona.
da, which will brighten, through the dusk o
each departing year, BO long as its beautifu
vega continues to blossom, or the snow whit
peaks of the Sierra Ncveda to rise above the
clouds, where an Engliuh Prince saught the
hand of a fair daughter of a Bragansa, and tlio
gallant Exmoulh, with the pride of tlio British
Navy, bore from the Tagus, beneath the broac
pennant of our Father's land, an Empress to
the imperial sea-girt isles.

LISBON, March 29, 1839.

There is much that ib interesting in the his-
tory of Portugal, as having once been a colony
of the Romans. Tiaces of that wonderful peo-
ple are still lo be found all over the Kingdom,
—such a9 remains of roads, ruins of' castles, a-

queducts, &c. Julius Cesar entered into a treat?
with the Portuguese in the southern part of the
Kingdom, which was also the scene of the gen .
eralship of Sestorius. There is something,
however, more romantic, as connected with the
history of Lisbon, than that it was once con-
quered by those Princes of Ambition, tbe CBB-
sars. It was the Graneda of the Moors—their
last strong hold in Portugal. Alphonso, the first
King of Portugal, drove them out of the north
part of the Kingdom, in the early part of the
12th century, and beseiged them here, but found
himself unable to take the city, and abandoned
the enterprise, returning with his army to Cin-
tra ; where, when hunting in the mountains, he
discovered a large Fleet approaching a neigh,
boring bay. He despatched a messenger to de.
mand who they were and what their busines was.
They informed him that they were English,
French and Belgian Crusaders, bound to the
Holy Land. He informed them that he was en.
gaged in the same cause, had been fighting the
Infidels for years, and invited them to join him
in besieging Lisbon. They accepted the invi-
tation—sailed up the Tagus, with the combined
Floet, and took their position in front of the
city and the Moorish Castle—which was upon
the highest hill, overlooking the river, (which
forms a semi-circle around it; and the country
—combining in its location and structure the
perfect knowledge of the Moors in the art of
fortifying. The British army took up their sta-
tion upon a hill to the west of the Moorish cas-
tle, which is now called St. George, separated
from it by a deep narrow valley, and upon
which stands the Church of the Martyrs, to
commemorate the spot of their encampment,
and upon which they buried they buried their
dead. The French and Belgians encsmped
upon another hill, over against them, and to the
east of the Moorish castle; upon which stands
the Church of St. Vincent. While Alphoneo
took up his position in the rear, surrounding
them on all sides, with allied forces and fleet,
so that it was impossible for them to obtain pro
visions or succor of any kind, from any source.

The besieging army commenced the attack
by raising batteries and placing upon them ma-
chines of war and battering rams—as it was be-
fore artillery was known—which when pushed
forward to the attack, were destroyed by the
Moors, which only tended to increase that en-
thusiasm which had spirited them up to cross
the burning sands of Syria, and encounter the
pestilential blasts of death, rendering them as
unconquerable as the conquerors of Tyre, and
but a matter of ease for them to erect other bat.
tcries, of herculean size, at the expense of im.
mense labor, and to renew the attack. Starva-
tion, and such foes, were too much for the bra.
very of the Moors. AAer a seige of four
months, they were forced to surrender, and the
banner of the Prophet was torn from its stan.

dard, to wave no more in Portugal since
which this then proud country, has been sub-
ject to a variety of changes.

In 1580, P.iilip thff 2nd conquered it, and
made it an appendage of the Spanish Throne.
In 1610, it revolted, and placed the rightful heir,
the Duke of Draganaa, upon the throne. In
1807, the French, under Iunot, took possession
of the country, and kept it till they were de-
feated, the next year, by the English, at the bat.
tie of Vimivra. Since which the frequent rev-
olutions arc more familiar, including tbre dis-
graceful reign of Don Migual, who was af.
fianced and inarihd by proxy, at Vienna, to
D mna Maiiah, ihe present Queen, and return,
ed to Portugal and swore to support the new
Constitution ; but immediately abolished it and
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procured a declaration from the old Cortese
declaring him the lawful heir to the crown, dis-
•olved them immediately, and assumed absolute,
ism ; called around him the dignitaries of the
church, pampered the poor, and hung up the
nobility, without the form of trial, by the score,
till the better classes of the people rose en
masse, and through the aid of England, expell-
ed him. The people in the country are still in
favor of him ; it is filled with brigands in his
interest, who pounce upon every thing, render,
ing it entirely too unsafe to travel through it.—
Indeed, the present government find it impossi-
ble to collect the taxes, except in the neighbor-
hood of the cities.

Education, out of the cities, is unknown.—
Schools exist no where ; and such is the hatred
existing between the Portuguese and Spaniards,
since the conquest of Portugal by the latter,
that in order to render it impossible to overrun
them again, all the roads were destroyed, long
since, and the whole internal communication
of the country, is carried on with donkeys and
mules. There are only two roads running from
this great city, on which carriages can pass,
and they are only tolerable for a short distance.
Hence, the night of ignorance, superstition and
barbarism, broods, with increasing darkness,
over the fairest portion of the earth, the natu-
ral fertility of which, far surpasses even that of
France, which was once Bunk almost as low as
Portugal, and from nearly the same causes ;
from which she did not recover, till Revolution
had drenched her land in blood. The same o-
verturning and overturning must lake place
here, before Portugal will ever rise superior to
the most degrading superstition, and subdue the
barbarous character of her people ; until which
she cannot take a respectable place amongst
the nations of the earth.

It should be borne in mind, however, that
notwithstanding the degradation she has gradu-
ally been sinking into, for the last century, and
the general character of her people, which they
assumed in consequence of their constant wars
with Spain, connected with which there is a
great deal that is noble and chivalrous, evincing
a spirit of self-sacrifice worthy of a belter
fate. They have risen superior to some of the
chains with which mother church had bound
them, in destroying the monasteries and abal.
jshing the order of the monks, who took up
arms for Don Miguel, and were his most zeal.
oii3 supporters. In consequence of which, so
soon as Din Pedro pot possession of the gov-
ernment, he broke up the monasteries through-
out Portugal, confiscated the property of the
monks, turning them out pennyless upon |ho
world. They may be seen daily begging in the
streets, (they are generally, however, a more
dignified class of beggars than the common
herds who infest the streets) going from house
to house and soliciting alms from the citizens,
many of whom coramisserale their misfortunes,
the most of them having placed fortunes in the
monasteries when they entered them, and all
were compelled to place enough there to ensure
their support as a condition upon which they
could enter.

The law is generally enforced in the cily and
the lower classes are obedient to its mandates.—
Government has a strong force stationed here.
Strong guards are posted at every corner of the
streets, imparting to the city more the appear-
ance of an encampment, than ihe great com.
mercial mart of the Kingdon. In every quar-
ter, may b>: seen the appendages of war, to an
extent which conveys to the strange, proper con.
ceptions of the once powerful and war-like
ouaracter of the people, when their colonies dot

ted every sea, and their navigators the most nu-
merous and daring that traversed the ocean.—
To them belong the honor of discovering the
passage to India, around the Cape of Good
Hope, and such was their naval power, that at
one time England nor no other nation of Europe,
dare attempt a passage to India without a pass
from them.

At the time of the destruction of the monas.
teries, a chart was discovered of the coast of
North America ; said to be the first known to
have been made. Many of the most valuable
records of this history and discovery were de-
stroyed with the monastery. Government long
since declared, that none of these works should
be published to the world, fearing that other na-
tions would profit by them. Hence it is that
Portugal has been made a blank in the literary
world, for the last two centuries,until whatever
of genius she once could boast has become extin.
guished. I counted in one of the arsenels over
1100 pieces of cannons and mortars, and in sev-
eral others, from 3 to 500 ; while every fort is
filled with them. Her armory would have graced
Rome in the days of its conquests. These are
momuments of departed glories of an Empire
perished, from the ruins of which now looks
out upon the world, a feeble and an imbecile,
semi-barbarous and degraded Kingdom.

DEATH OF MRS. GRANT.
We perceive by the Commercial Advertiser of

Monday evening, that Mrs. GRANT, wife of Dr.
GRANT, missionary to the Neslorians at Oor.
miah, Persia, was called to her rest on the 11th
of January lasc. We are enabled to pay a pas-
sing tribute to her memory, from details com.
mnnicated by one who was her friend and com.
panion in early life.

Mrs. GRANT was the adopted daughter of Dr.
WILLIAM CAMPBELL, of Cherry Valley, late Sur-
veyor General of this State. In early life, she
exhibited an ardent temperament, with a quick-
ness of tbservation which enabled her to excel
in her studies. When about ten years of age,
she was put upon a course of classical and math-
ematical studies, and was carried through most
of the branches of a collegiate course. She
was a good Latin, Greek and French scholar;
and was well versed in most of the branches of
mathematics. When about eighteen years of
age, she united herself with a Presbyterian
church al Cherry Valley, and became an ardent
and devoted Christian. Her mind, from that
time, waia in some measure bent upon a mission,
ary life. In the spring of 1834, being then a.
bout twenty-two years of age, she was married
to Dr. GRANT, and the claims and wants of the
Nestorians of Persia, determined them to em.
brace that field of Missionary enterprise. They
sailed from Boston in May or June of that
year, and proceeded by the way of Constantino,
pie, from thence up the Black Sea to Trebizond,
and thence by land to Oormiah, From Trebizond
to Oormiah, a distance of several hundred miles,
the journey was performed on horseback. Her
diary during this part of her journey was trans,
niitted to this country and was published, by the
friend from whom these details are derived, in
the Commercial Advertiser, and re published in
some of the journals of England. Alter her
arrival at Oormiah she commenced her first let-
tcr to Her fatlier from that place as follows:
" Since I last wrote you, the waves of the stor.
my Euxine and the mountains of Armenia have
increased the distance between us." She des-
cribed in glowing terms her long and arduous
journey on horseback, performed without a sin-
gle female accompanying her, and through a
region of country where a white female had
rarely if ever before been seen. Their route lay
along the base of Mount Ararat, whose hoary
summit was covered with enow as they passed
beneath it. O.i her arrival al Oormiah, she
commenced the study of the language of the
country .which she soon acquired, and she en.
gaged early in the translation of school books
inlo that Jauguage for the use of the missiunari
schools. One oi her last Jabovs was the making
of a map exhibiting the country of the Nosto.
rjan Christiana. For some lime picvious to her
death, she was very much afflicted, having lost
an eye by opluahnia, one of tue prevailing

diseases of Persia. Mr. GRANT has also suffer-
ed much from the climate, which is found on.
favorable to Americans.

Mrs. GRANT died in the midst*of her year*
and her usefulness, and we can with great troth
eay there are few ladies on missionary ground,
from this or any other country, with minds so
well disciplined as was hers. Her death is a
severe loss to the great cause of erargelizing
the world.in which she had embarked. To her
friends the blow is a severe one, though she
died in the full triumphs of that faith which she
was endeavoring to impart to the Nestorians of
Persia. Her name and her memory will be
cherished by them. Her relics will repose amid
the groves of Persia, and the "waves of the stor-
my Euxine and "the mountains of Armenia"
will forever separate them from those of her
kindred.

Mr. GRANT, whose health is greatly impaired,
will very soon return to this country, bringing
with him the three Children whom Mrs. G. left
behind her to mourn the loss of one so well cat-
culaled to point out to them the path of true
virtue here, and to enduring happiness in that
world to which her own gentle spirit has BO
early fLd.

Mrs. Judson.—A British officer, Major Calder
Campbell, describing an "adventure ia Ava" in
tha year 1826, giVes a beautiful description of
Mrs. Judson, the wife of the celebrated mission.
ary in the East Indies. Major Campbell, then
a lieutenant, when descending the lrawaddi ri-
ver in a canoe manned by Burmans, was attack,
ed in the night while asleep,by his faithless boat,
men, and severely wounded and robbed. When
waiting on the beach with much anxiety and
distress for passage of some friendly bark, a
row boat was seen approaching. Signals of dis.
tress were made* and a skiff sent to his assis-
tance. The following is the language of th«
writer :—

"We were taken on board. My eyes first
rested on the thin attenuated form of a lady a
white lady ! the first white woman I had seen
for more than a year! She was standing on
the little deck of a row boat leaning on the arm
of a sickly looking gentleman, with an intel.
leclual cast of countenance—in whom I at once
recognized the husband or the brother.

His address and bearing pointed him out as a
missionary. I have said, that I had not beheld
a white female for many days ; and now sooth,
ing accents of female words fell upon my ears
like a household hymn of my youth 2 My
wound was tenderly dressed, my head bound up,
and I was laid upon a sofa bed. With what a
thankful heart did I breathe forth a blessing on
these kind Samaritans! with what delight did I
drink in the mild, gentle sounds of that sweet
woman's voice, as she pressed me lo recruit my
strength with some of that "beverage which
cheers, not inebriates !" She was seated in a
large sort of swinging chair, of American con.
Btruction, in which her slight, emaciated, but
graceful form appeared almost elherial. Yet
with much of heaven,there were still the breath,
ings of earthly feelings about her, for at her
feet rested a babe, a little wan baby, on which
her eyes often turned with all a mother's love •
and gazing frequently up, on her delicate fea'.
lures, with a fond yet fearful glance, was that
meek missionary, her husband! Her face was
pale, very pale; with that expression of deep
and serious thought which speaks of the strong
and vigorous mind within the frail and perish,
ing body ; her brown hair was braided over a
placid and holy brow—but her hands—those
small, lily hands, quite beautiful they were and
very wan ; for ah ! they told of disease—of
death—death in all its transparent grace when
the sickly blood shines th.rQ.ugh the clear skin
even as the bright poison lights up the Venitian
glass which it is about to shatter ! That lady
was Mra. Judson, whose long captivity and se-
vere hardships amongst the Burmese, have sine*
been detailed in her published Journal.

I remained two days with them ; twodeliirht
ful days to me. Mrs. Judson's powers of con
versation were of the first order, and the manv
affecting anecdotes that she gave us of their
long anJ cruel bondage—thuir struggles in the
cause of religion—and their adventures during
a long residence at the court of Ava, gained !
heightened inlor.-st from the beautiful, cner^et.
ic simplicity uf her language, as well f.ornthe
certainty I Iclt that BO lrag.lo a flower, as she
it. very truth was. had but a brief season to lin
gar on earth ! Why is it . hayou grieve to think
ot the approaching death of tho young the yir
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tuous, Ihe ready ? Alas! it is the selfishness of
human nature that would venture to keep to it-
•elf the purest and sweetest gifiR of heaven, to
encounter the blasts and blights of a world when
we see them/rather than that they should be
transplanted to a happier region, where we Bee
them not.

When I left the kind Judsons I did so with
regret. When.I looked my last on the mild,
worn countenance, as she issued some instruc.
lions to our new set of boatmen, I felt my eyes
fill with prophetic tears. They were not per-
ceived ; we parted and we never met again ;—
nor is it likely that the wounded subaltern was
ever again thought of by those who had s u e
cored him. Mrs. Judeon and her child, died
soon afler the cessation of hostilities.

A WORTHY.
We know not who to charge with the au-

thorship of the following, as it comes to us
without head or credit in an exchange paper.
Whoever wrote it |£fo genius, as any one who
reads it will confessP-PM, Star.

'It's a miserable piece of business,'said Ned-
dy Brown ; 'living's a miserable piece of busi.
ness. I've threatened to reform many a time
these ten years, because though I love liquor,
I hale toxication, and yet here I am the same
old two and sixpence I was last night, and ev-
ery night before that which I remember. I'm
pretty tol-lol for an old man every night about
12 o'clock- Now to-morrow morning I'll be
for passing the reform bill, for the benefit of my
constitution, but at night the reform bill will
be laid under the table.—S'pesing I was to join
the temperance society by way of a slant, and
taper off with a quart or two of cider 7 But
what's the use when I can taper off without
joining 7 I won't be ruled by others when I
can go straight myself, if I've a mind to! obser-
ved Brown, as he brought up against the wall.
"Temperance ! fiddlesticks ! I must have a
littlffnow aud then, only,! can't always get the
right quantity. I've a great mind to go and
get gauged ! But if them temperance folks
will go the entire animal, the whole sucker,
the complete catfish, I'm the boy to join 'em.—
Quit the cities and go into the woods, and dine
upon acorns. Veto pig-tail, long nines and
macoboy. But they wont. Bless my heart,'
said Brown, 'if I ain't getting the where-to go
into my head !'

•What's the matter, neighbour 7' eaid a man
with a badge,

'I'm dizzy—got the where to.go in my head
instead of my feel.'

'Shall I assist you 7'
•Sir, you're too polite. You're as insinua-

ting as a corkscrew. I'll not bother you.'
'No bother, not by no means. It is my

duty.'
'Here's a philanthropist! His duty to assist

people in distress ! Why you're a bird—a per.
fer.ttom.tit Chesterfield.'

'Don't run your rigs upon me, larkey, or I'll
give you another sort where to go. I've a sort
of impression that you're sprung. You've had
oo much lea, and loo little water.'

'You hurt my feelings, and brush the blue off
the delicate plume of my character by your in
mnuations. After to-morrow I won't touch
toddy if it should cry for me to kiss it.1

•Well, you shan't be tuck up on suspicion.—
Can you walk a crack, foot to foot, twistifi.d
fashion V

•If it wasn't that I'm troubled in my mind,
I'm sure I could. I know I can to.morrow, if
you'll stop in after dinner, take off your things,
bring your work, and stop to tea, as the gals

'That will never do. Walk a crack,or you
must walk your chalk before the mayor.'

'Well, I will. You musl'nt laugh, though,
or you'll put ms out.'

*Fire away, Flanagan. I'll be as grave as a
jackass, or ajusttee of the peace when he wants
bis dinner.'

Stand aside !' roared Brown. 'Here goes!'
He made a desperate rush to escape, but his
accommodating friend put out his foot, and
Neddy Brown typified the decline and fall off
tue Roman Empire.

•I'm down, and it's all up,'sighed he. 'II'B F
for figri I for jigs, and N knuckle.bones. My
knees are sluv' m and 1 can't lejjfc whether I've
•ot any hands or not. i f 1' passed the reform
>ill or joined the lemperanco society, this

would'l have happened.
I'm prey to the law, though/ I've, prayed not

io\)U,n>i«y a, lime. I'll knock off and com©

g
b

out cat-bird for the future. It will be a great
saving of fips a.id clothes, too, for my pants are
tore tantamount to the slack of fifty cents r—
clothes is riz ; old Canvassback will charge
fall that for sowing of a pancake to'each knee.

'Why didn't you behave nice, and do credit
to them as fotch you up, instead of trying to
break jail, with no more manners than a
hoss ?'

•Ah, now let me go, that's a good man, and
I'll never do so any more. Ah ! do—you're a
clever fellow.'

'How often, npon your deed, and deed, and
double deed, and cross your breath, have prom,
ised that 7'

'Don't ask me, for I can't tell. I havn't got
my cyphering book. Long sums always bother
me so.'

"Then the case is all Dicky and down Den.
nis.

When you're once took, and you're took now,
as for as my readin goes, there's no Ecreshun-
ary power vestraled under the constitution of
the Slate, in me for sufivrin you to mosey
home, or cut stick any where else. For the
law you're bad enough scorched to be hung on
to ; and I'm inclined to think so too seeing as
how didoes in one street is prety nigh aB bad
didoes in another; and men what's corned can't
go straight home, if they was to try. It also
appears that yourflinthas been fixed afore, and
often as it has been fixed so much the bigger is
my 'sponsibility. The natur' of the case is as
clear as blue mud, especially as you tried to
scratch gravel, break jail, and make yourself

"ecarce. It's my opinion that I must tortle off
with you : and hand you politely into quod.

The court was so prolix in delivering His
opinion, that Brown had fallen fast asleep be-
fore the awful termination, which consigned
him to quod, was received. With difficulty he
was aroused and carried to the grand depot of
the bibulous, and in the morning was disposed
of secundum artem.

How little do we appreciate a mother's ten.
derness while living ? How heedless are we in
childhood, of all her anxieties and kindness 7
But when she is dead, and gone; when the
cares and coldness of the world come wither-
ing to our hearts; when we learn how hard it
is to find true sympathy, how few love us for
ourselves, how few will befriend us in our mis.
fortunes; then it is we think of the mother
we have lost.

The advice of a sagacious mother to her
daughter, in some old novel, is Baid to have been
•• Anna, my dear, you can never be pretty, so
you had better be old ;" and the editor of the
Gazette thinks that a considerable proportion of
the modern belles have acted upon this advice.

The following, which we find without credit
in an exchange, will make the reader laugh, and
thereby do some good : A poor single man is
a creature who has to hold his nose to the gring-
slnne; and a poor married man is one who has
his nose held to the grindstone."

"Boy"' said a phlegmatic old fellow to a
noisy urchin, "what are you holleriri1 for when
I'm going by 7" "Humph !" returned the boy,
"what are you going by for when I'm holle.
rin' ?" ^

The Republicanism of Christianity.—Jeffer-
son acknowledges that he received his first cor-
rect notions of a republican form of govern.
menl from witnessing the proceedings of a
Baptist congregation in his neighborhood.

" Have you ever seen a snail ?" asked a wag
of a person not remarkable for speed. "Yes."
" Then you must havXs met him, for it is impos.
Bible for you to have overtaken one."

•'I take the responsibility," as the man said
ven he look in the foundling, hung to his door
latch. .

O"The New-Yorker very properly hits off
those literary journals which make a great
merit of being fill d entirely with " origina
matter;" because, e generally speaking, I
thirds of this "original matter" n«ver possesses
a tithe of the talent or interest of matter which
might be selected.

O* " The Hudson Mirror" is a nent library
publication—too neat, and too near Nnw-York,
to either live or make th,c publisher a man oi
wealth.

The Mammoth Mound on the Ohio river at
Elizabethtown. twelve milea below Wheeling,
has been explored by the proprietor of the
ground, and an arched passage-way discovered,
leading to a vault, in which were found two
skeletons. Another vault was afterwards dis-
covered, containing a skeleton, with a large
quantity <sif beads, sea-9hells, isingglaps, five
copper wrist-bands, &c. These vaults have
been thoroughly examined, and the whole
Mound "fitted up"1 for exhibition, to which the
public is respectfully invited.

Gaiety and a light heart, of all virtues and
decorum, are the best medicine for the young or
rather for all. I who Mve passed my life in
dejection and gloomy thoughts, now catch at
enjoyment, come from what quarter it may, and
even seek for it. Crfminal pleasure, indeed
comes from- Satan ; but that which we find in
the society of good and pious men is approved
by Gou. Ride, hunt with your friends, amuse
yourself in their company. Solitude and mel-
ancholy arc poison. They are deadly to all, but,
above all, to the young.—Luther.

Punctuality.—A punctual man is very rarely
a poor man, and never a man of doubtful credit.
His small accounts are frequently settled, and
he never meets with any difficulty in raising
money to pay large demands. Small debts ruin
credit, and when a man has lost that,, he will
find himself at the bottom of a hill, up which
he cannot ascend.

Moral grandeur of Republicanism.—-:A friend
of mine, says Dr. Channing, who was visiting
among the higher classes in England, says in
reference to the Massachusetts License Law :
" That law came over and struck the people
with astonishment.. What a people you live
with,' said they, ' that can pass such a law.—
We respect the state that can do that; yea, we
must fear sueh a people.'"

Do not report in one company what you may
have heard in another. All conversation is ta-
citly understood among the honorable, to be
confidential.

Money, which answers such a variety of
purposes, has been used to hire a person into
health. A gentleman cured his wife, who was
complaining, by giving her a dollar a day for
every day that she did not complain ; if she ut-
tered any complaint her wages were stopped for
that day.

O* It is generally deemed an evidence of
vanity for a wag to laugh at his own wit.
Lamb condemns this prejudice, because it im-
plies that a man must expect to move his audi-
tors with a joke which is too simple to amnse
himself.

ID"" Easy Exercises in Composition" is a
well arranged pictorial stimulant to composi-
tion. It cannot fail to be useful. It is for sale
at WM. ALLING'S.

Puefa Nascitur et non fit.—The editor of
the Woodsman, a Teneesee paper thus maketh
poetry:

"Oh dear! what times these Is!
Sugar am rose and rum are ris !"

Making a raise.—A Western editor, who hat
just been getting married, says : " Every man
who has a just regard for his country, should
raise something.

The following epitaph is upon a tomb stone
at Rheims. " Here lieth the body of Estella.
He transported his fortune to heaven, in chari.
ty during his life ; he is gone there to enjoy it."

" Now Tom, you tell the biggest lie you ever
told, and I'll give you a gass of cid«r." " A
lie ! a lie ! I never told a lie in my life." Bring
the cider, boy,•**«-•, '

Lawyers.—The Boston Times complainB of
the quantity of lawyers in the town, and talks
of thinning them off by an auto de fe. It has
however been objected that any kind of fee will
only increase the number.

Mr. N. V. Willis. Senior Editor of the "Cor-
sair," has set sail for Europe. A pleasant voy.
age to him 1

Sir Waller Scott, for the whole of his writr

ings, now comprising in eighty volumes, reeuiv.
cd not less than £250,000.
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Written-for theOem.
CHARADE.

In daya of yore when armour glancing,

Distinguished many a wnrior form ;
When lances flew, while steeds were prancing,

And hearts were tried by battle storm ;
No lady deemed her bliss complete

Except my FIRST was at her side ;
When-low, a suppliant at her feet,

Her warm heart glowed with love or pride.

In the deep gloom of convent cell
My SECOND then was^fttimes seen ;

Beneath its shade no bWsh might tell,
Of thoughts, the heart and heaven between ;

The look subdued—the lip resigned-
Asked nature's self might be forgiven •,

One ray alone beamed through the mind—
The hope, beyond the grave, of Heaven.

Orion, with bis starry belt,
Might look down on my WHOLE and smile;

Yet for the favor princes knelt,
Nor felt themselves debased the while.

Monarchs alone gave belt and star,
And bade the kneeling votary r i s e -

But Freedom flies these follies far—
She seeks her honors from the skies.

Millvale. N. Y. CYLLANE.

Written for the Gem.

Is there upon this earthly ball.
No resting place, however small,
For those whose cup of life has all

Along run o'er
With bitter worm-wood and with gall ?
If pains distract, and cares enthrall
In pastime—youth—age will appal

The victim more.

Is there no station, high nor low,
No favored spot, where'er we go,
No name, though spotless as the snow,

But slander base
Doth its malignant poisons throw 1
While snake-like envy doth bestow
In ambush, many a secret blow,

With janus face.

Is there no place, where side by side.
Health, Peace, and Friendship, do abide -,
Where virtue reigns, and none deride

Her plain attire?
Where no vain pomp, no foolish pride,
No jarring passions e'er misguide,
But social bliss encircles wide

The cheerful fire?

E'en some low hut on mountain side,
Where flowers bloom, and steamlets glide,
And singing birds chant far and wide,

Sweet melody
Is better than a g olden throne,
Or lands that ieach from zone to zone,
Or laurel'd honors, when they're known

To murder peace.

Time brings ere long the rich bequest
For all who mourn—a place of rest—

When in the winding sheet we're dressed,
Sunk in the deep;

Or, when upon the clammy breast,
The valley's silent clod is pressed;
Then shall the weary and distressed,

Have lasting sleep.
Clarkson, May 1, 1830. R

MY MOTHER. '
NAPOLEON AND THE BRITISH SAILOR.

BV THOMAS CAMPBELL.

Hove contemplating, apart
From all his homicidal story,

The traits that soften to our heart
Napoleon's glory.

'T was when his banner's at Boulogno
Arm'd in our island every freeman,

His navy chanced to capture one
Poor British seaman.

They suffered hirn.l know not how,
Inprisoned on the shore to roam ;

And aye was bent his youthful brow.
On England's home.

Hia eye, methinks, pursued the flight
Of birds, to Britain, half way over,

With envy -, they could reach the white
Dear cliffs of Dover!

A stormy midnight watch, lie thought,
Thai this -njuiirn wo.ylil havit been dearer,

If but the Btorm the vessel brought
To England ne;irer!

At last when care had banished sleep.
He saw one morning—dremning—dodting,

An empty hugnlieuil. on the deep
Come shorewo' d floating !

THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.
He hid it in a cave, and wrought

The live long day ; laborious ; lurking,
Until he launched a tiny boat

By mighty working!

Heaven help us! 'twas a thing beyond
Description ; such a wretched wherry

Perhaps ne'er ventured on a pond
Or crossed a ferry.

For ploughing in the salt sea field
'Twould make the very boldest shudder;

Untarr'd; uncompass'd; andunkeel'd;
No sail; no rudder !

From neighboring woods he interlaced
His sorrow skiff with wattled willows,

And thus equipped he would have passed
The foaming billows!

The French guard caught him on a beach;
His little argua sorely jeering,

Till tidings of him came to reach
Napoleon's hearing.

With folded arms Napoleon stood,
Serene alike in peace or danger,

And in his wonted attitude
Addressed the stranger:

" Rash youth ! that wouldst yon channel pass,
With twigs and staves'so'ruiiely fashioned ;

Thy heart with some sweet English lass
Must be impassioned 7"

" I have no sweetheart," said the lad;
" But, absent years from one another,

Greut was tbe longing that 1 had
To see my mother."

" And so thou shalt! Napoleon said,
" Ye've both my favor justly won,

A noble mother must have bred
So brave a son?

He gave the tar a piece of gold;
And with a flag of truce commanded

He should be shipped to England Old,
And safely landed.

Our sailor oft could scantly shift
To find a dinner plain and hearty ;

But never changed the coin and gift
f Of Bonaparte.

Praise to our Father God—
High praise in solemn lay—

Aliku for what Jiis hand hnth given,
And what it takes away—

And to some other loving heart
May all this beauty.be

The dear retreat, the Eden home.
It long bath been to me.

FAREWELL TO A KURAL
BY MRS. L. H. SIGOCRNEY.

How beautiful it stands.
Behind its elm tree's screen,

With pure and Attic cornice crowned,
All graceful and serene,

Most sweet yet s .d, it is,
Upon yon scene to gaze.

And list its unborn melody,
The voice of other days.

For there, as many a year
Iis varied chart unrolled,

I hid me in those quiet shades,
And called the joys of old ;

1 called them, and they came,
Where vernal buds appeared.

Or where the vine-clad summer bower
Its lempje roof upreared.

Or where the o'er arching grove
Spread forth its copsus green,

While eye bright, and asclepias reared
Tlieir untrained stalk between—

And the Squirrel from the bough
Its broken nuts let fall.

And the merry, merry little birds,
Sung at his festival

Yon aid forsaken nests,
Returning spring shall cheer.

Anil thence the unfledged robin send
His greeting-wild a id clear ;

And from yon clustering vine,
That wreathes the casement round,

The humming bird's unresting wing
Send fortli a whirling sound—

And where alternate springs
The lilac's purple spire,

Fast by its snowy sister's side.
Or where with wings of firo,

The kingly oriole glancing went
Amid the foliugerare,

Shall ninny a group of children tread—
But mine will not be there.

Fain would I know what forms
_, The mastery here shall keep ;

Wliiit mother in my nursery fair
Kock her young Indies to sleep:—

Yet blessings on the hallowed spot,
Though here no more 1 stray,

And blessings on those stranger babes
Who in those halls shall play.

Heaven bless you too, my plants,
And every parent bird,

That here, among the nested boughs,
Above its young linlh stirred.

I kiss your trunks, ye ancient trees,
Tliat oflen o'er my head

The blossoms of your flowery spring
In fragrant showers have shed.

Thou too, of changeful mood,
I thank thee. Hounding stream,

That bent thine echo with my thought,
Or woke my musing dream,—

I kneel upon the verdant turf,
For sure my thanks arc due,

To moss cup and to clover leaf,
That gave me drafts of dew.

To each pernnnial flower;'
Old tenants of tliu sp it,

The broad leafed lily of thj vale,
And the iuo«k for-get trie not—

To every daisy's dappled brow,
To every violet blije,

Tlianks!—thanks!—may each returning year,
Your changeless bloom renew.

From the Portsmouth Journal.
The following is supposed to be written byn gentle-

man who met a Miss Berry in a small town in the in-
terior of New York, last summer, and was very much
pleased with her. Aa his intentions became very point-
ed, they were tlightly repulsed— and being called away
by business, just then, he <lid not prosecute the acquain-
tance further at that time. In the fall, he employed his
first leisure momenta Jn visitipg the town where she
resided, with the intention of offering his hand and
heart, hut arrived just in time to witness the nuptials
of Miss Berry and Mr. Eaton. Not being dangerously
deep in love, he chose to laugh the matter off, and the
next morning sent the hride the following:

EPiTHAL4flMUM.
As I passed by a hedge or;

A luscious and rich looking berry
Attracted my gaze that way ;

'Xvvas as ripe and as red as a cherry!

How it nodded and danced on the bough,
As the soft morning zephyr blew i t !

41 Are you sweet as you look to be now ?"
Said I, and I thought I would try it.

I made demonstrations to'climb,
But scratche 1 myself, much to my sorrow :

And said I, 'I'm iti haste at this lime,
And you will do quite as well on the morrow.*

Then I hurried along on my track,
But that berry my bosom still haunted ;

And often I turned tolo^k back.
To the bust) where it nodded and flaunted.

I saw it that night in my dreams;
And so laughing it looked and PO merry,

I vowed, with the morning's first beams,
To go back and secuie the berry.

Anil so, with Aurora's first blush,
I traced back the path so well beaten ;

Bui alas ! when I a m e 10 the bush
1 found that my Barry was Eaten!

MORAL.—BY WILLIAM ESSEX.

Let this be a warning to all
Who are thinking of love and of matching,

Climb! climb! never think of a fall—
Flinch not, though you get a slight scratching.

What might be as well done to cfay,
O never put off till to-morrow !

You may chunce, from that trifling delay,
To reap a lull harvest of sorrow.

ERATTA.—Page SO of this volume, Sth Btanza on last
column, second word should be RANK instead of "bank";
fourth line, DRAUGHT instead of" drought" ; 6th stanza
third line, FRAUGHT instead of " frught"; fourth l ine,
BAR instead or " bear."

MARRIED.
On the 28th instant, by Kev. Pharcellus Church, Col.

AMOS SAWYKR,, of this city, to Miss HARRIET
N. WICKS, of New York.

On the 2-2nd instant, by the Rev. John Middleton,
Mr. Wm. H. Harmon, to Miss Jane E . Garbutt, both
of Wheatland.

By the same, on the 23rd inat, Mr William N. Reed,
of Scottsville, to Miss H. Harmon, of Wheatland.

On the 15th instant, by Elder Isaac C. Go IT, Serg't.
N. B. Folwell, of the U. S. Army, to Mrs. Emily D .
Hurd.

In Penn Yann, on Wednesday evening last, by the
Rev. AlUn Sieele, Daniel L. Bissell, merchant, to Miss
Francis E. Chapin, all of theabove place.

At St. Mark's Church, on theOlh instant, by the Rev.
E. Embury, Justus S. Glovor; Att'y at Law, 10 Achsa
A. Cornwell, all of Putin Yan.

In Bmton, on the 9th instant, l>y the Rev. Abner
Chase, Levi Speclman, to .Mary Freeman.

On the 12th instant, in the 1st Presbyterian Church,
Philadelphia, by the Rev. Albert Barnes, David P.
Holion, M. D., to Miss Francis K . Forwnnt.

AGENTS FOR THE GEM AND AMULET.
ARTEMAS ENOS, Traveling Agent.

Luke Wells, Amher, Onondagii county, New York.
Z. Barney, Adama, Jefferson county, do vdo
S. P. Breck, Branchport, Yales county, do do
Cyrus P. I.ee, Buffalo. (P. O.) Erie co., do do *
R. B. Brown, Browsvillo, Windsor co.. Vermont.
Alonzo Bennett, Berrien, Berrien co., Michigan.
J. H. Blue, Charilon, Mo.
G. M. Copeland, Clarendon, Orleans co., New York.
Miss E. A. Adams. Canandnigun, Ontario co., do do
E. Maxwell, Elmira, Chemung co., do do
A. Fowler, Fowlerville, Livingston co., do do
W. C. Freneh, Gnmbier, Knox co., Ohio. '
S. Hunt, Hunt's Hollow, Allegany co., New York.
K. B. Warner. Lima, Livingston co., do do
A. H. Eddy, Marion, Wayne Co , do do
Israel Pennington, Macon, Lenawa co., Michigan.
K. W.Townsond, Newark, Wayne co., New York.
P b. Church, Oakfiuld, Genesee co.,
Henry Henion, Rushville, Ontnrioeo.,
S. Keeve, Seneca Full*, isinecaco,,
N. G. Shcpurd, Sijuth Avon, LivyCo.,
D. Cummiii'48, South LeRoy, GfitK Co.,
Sewal Brintritill, Wutcrtown, Jeffc Co.
Post Masu -r, Utioa. I ickinj Co., Ohio.

OF I It! 10 OF THE GEM
CORNER OP BUFFALO AND STATE STS, ROCHESTER.

do
do
do
do
do
do

do
do
do
do
do
do
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WEE
By Shepard, Strong &. Dawson.

O
mail, $1,50 city, in advanc*-.

A SEMI-MONTHLY JOURNAL OF LITERATURE, SCIENCE, TALES, AND MISCELLANY

V O L . XI. ROCHESTER, N. Y.—SATURDAY, JUNE 15, 1839. No. 12.

From the Museum.

W I N E
" Oh! thou invisible spirit of wine!—if thou hastno

name to be known by, let us call thee—devil."
Shahspeare.

[CONTINUED FROM PAGE 86.]
' No reason ; yet I did suppose it. I knew

the secret had been kept from her brothers ; for,
if not, fine manly fellows as they were, nolh-
ing would induce them again to sit at my board.
But there was a person whose interference be-
tween me and my wife I dreaded more than
theiis; a brother of Sophy Cavendish, who
had loved Mary from her childhood and wooed
her, and been dismissed shortly after her ac-
quaintance wilh myself. That fellow I never
could endure ! Horace Cavendish was the re.
verse of his sister; grave, even to dejection ;
cold and dignified in his demeanor ; sententious,
taciturn, repulsive. Mary had a great opinion
of him, although she had preferredthe vivacity
of my manner, and the impetuosity of my char-
acter But now that these qualities had been
turned against herself, might not a revulsion of
feeling cause her to regret her cousin ? She
must have felt that Horace Cavendish would
have invited an executioner to hack his arm off,
rather than raise it against a woman ! No pro-
vocation would have caused him to address her
in those terms of insult, in which, on more
than one oceasion, I had indulged. I began to
hate him, for I felt little in his presence. I
saw that he was my superior in temper and
breeding: that he would have made a happier
woman of my wife. Yet I had no pretext for
dismissing him my house. Ho came and sat
there day after day, arguing upon men and
things, in his calm, measured, dispassionate
voice. He could not but have seen that he was
odious to me ; yet he had not the delicacy to
withdraw from our society. Perhaps he thought
his presence necessary to protect his cousin ?
Perhaps he thought I was not to be trusted wilh
the depositc of her happiness ?'

' But surely,' said I, beginning to dread the
continuatiau of his recital, ' surely, after what
had already occurred, you were careful to refrain
from the stimulants which had betrayed you in.
to an unworthy action V

Right. I was careful. My temperance was
that of an anchorite. On the pretext of health,
I refrained for many months from tasting wine,
I became myself again. My brothers-in-law
called, me milksop! I cared not what they
called me. The current of my blood ran cool
and free. I wanted to conquer back the confi-
dence of my wife !'

But perhaps this total abstinence rendered
the ordeal still more critical, when you were
compelled occasionally to resume your former
habits V

' Right again. I was storing a magazine a-
gainst myself! There occurred a family festi-
val from which I could not absent myself; the
wedding of Sophy Cavendish. Even my wife
relaxed in her habitual coldness towards me, and
requested me tojojn the parly. We met a party of
some 30,giggling, brainles, to jest and to be mer-
ry. It was settled that I must, 'drink the bride's
health;' and Mrs. Wargrave extended her glass
towards mine, as if to make it a pledge of re-
conciliation. How eagerly I quaffed at it! The
champagne warmed my heart, Of my free
will I look a second glass. The*bridegroom
was to be toasted ; then the family into which
Sophy was marrying. At length the health of
Mri. Wargrave was proposed. Could I do oth.
erwiee than honor it in a bumper? I looked
towards her for further encduragement— further

kindness; but, instead of the expected smile, I
saw her pale, trembling, anxious. My kindling
glances and heated countenance perhaps re-
minded her of the fatal night which had been
the origin* of our misunderstanding. Yes, she
trembled; and, in the midRt of her agitation, I
saw, or fancied I saw, a look of sympathy and
good understanding pass between her and Ho-
race Cavendish. I turned fiercely towards him.
He regarded me with contempt; that look at
least I did not misinterpret; but Irevengedit."

Involuntarily I rose from the parapet, and
walked a few paces towards the frigate, in order
that Wargrave might recover breath and com-
posuie. He followed me—he clung to my arm,
the rest of his narrative was spoken almost in
a whisper.

In the mood which had now taken posses-
sion of me, it was easy to give offence; and
Cavendish appeared no less ready than myself.
We quarrelled. Mary's brother attempted to
pacify us, but the purpose of both was settled.
I saw that he looked upon me as a venomous rep.
tile to be crushed ; and I looked upon him as the
lover of Mary. One of us must die to extin-
guish such deadly hatred. We met at sunrise.

- Both were sober then. I shot him through the
heart!'

• I had once the misfortune to act as second
in a mortal duel, my dear Wargrave,' said I ; lI
know how to pity you.'

1 Not you ." faltered my companion, shudder,
ing with emotion. ' You may know what it is
to contemplate the ebbing blood, the livid face,
the leaden eye of a victim ; to see him carried
log.like from the field; to feel that many lips
are cursing you—many hearts upbraiding you;
but you cannot estimate the agony of a position
such as mine with regard to Mary. I surren-
dered myself to justice; took no heed of my
defence. Yet surely many must have loved me;
for, on the day of trial, hundreds of witnesses
came forward to attest my humanity, my mild,
ness of nature.'

' Mildness !'
• Ay !—Save when under that fatal influence,

(the influence which stimulates my lips this ve.
ry moment,) my disposition is gentle and for-
bearing. But they adduced something which
almost made me long to refute their evidence
in my favor. Many of our mutual friends at-
tested upon oath that the deseased had been ob-
served to seek occasions of giving me offence.
That he had often spoken of me disparagingly,
threateningly; that he had been heard to say, I
deserved to die ! 1 was now sure that Mary had
taken him into her confidence; and yet it was
by my wife's unceasing exertions that this mass
of evidence had been collected in my favor. I
was acquitted. The court rang with acclama-
tions; for I was "the only son of my mother
and she was a widow ;" and the name of War.
grave coromanded respect aud love from many,
both in Jier person and that of my wife. The
Cavendish family had not availed itself merci
lessly against my life. I left the court " with-
out a blemish .npon my character," and with
gratitude for the good r ffices of hundreds. I
was not yet quite a wretch."

• But I had not yet seen Mary ! On the plea
of severe indisposition, she had refrained from
visiting me in prison ; and now, that all danger
was ovc-, I rejoiend she had been spared the
humiliation of such an interview. On the eve
of my trial, I wrote to her; expressing my
wishes arid intentions towards herself and our
child, should the event prove fatal; and invit-
ing her to accompany me instantly to the con.
linent, nhoukl the laws of my country spare my
life. We could not remaip in the centre of a
family so cruelly disunited, in a home so utter-
ly desecrated. I implored her, too, to allow

my aged mother to become our companion that
she might sanction my attempts in a new career
of happiness and virtue. But, although reliev.
ed by this explanation of my future views, I
trembled when I found myself once more on the
threshold of home; To meet her again—to fall
once more upon the neck of my poor mother,
whose blindness and infirmities^ had forbidden
her to visit me in durance ! What a trial ! The
shouts of themultitude were dying away in the
distance ; my sole companion was a venerable
servant of my father's, who sat sobbing by my
side. He haJ attended as witness at the trials
He was dressed in a suit of deep mourning,
probably in token of the dishonor of his mas.
ter's house.'

'The windows are closed,' said I, looking
anxiously upwards, as the carriage stopped.
•- Has Mrs. Wargrave—has my mother quilLed
town V

' There was no use distressing you, Master
William, so long as you was in trouble,' said the
old man grasping my arm. ' My poor old mis-
tress has been buried these six weeks ; she died
of a stroke of apoplexy, the day after you sur-
rendered yourself. We buried her, Sir, by your
father.' , ,

•And my wife?' said I, as soon as 1 could
recover my utt^ance.

I don't rightly understand,—I can't quite
make out,—I believe, Sir. you will find .a letter,'
said my grey-headed companion, .following me
closely into the house.

' From Mary V
:Here it is,' he replied, opening a shutter of

the cold, grim, cheerless room, a,nd pointing to
the table.

1 From Mary ?' I again reiterated, as I.snatch-
cd it up. ' No ! not from Mary ; not even from
any member of her family ; not even from any
friend,—from any acquaintance. It was a law-
yer's letter; informing me, with technical prc
cison, that " his client, Mrs. Mary Wargrave,
conceiving she had just cause and provocation
to withdraw heiself from my roof, had already
taken up her abode with her family ; that she
was prepared to defend hersejf, by tho strong
aid of the law, against any opposition I might
offer to her design ; but trusted the affair would
be amicably adjusted. His client, Mrs. Mary
Wargrave, moreover, de/nanded no other main-
tenancc than the trifle allowed by her marriage
settlement, for her scperate use. Instead of ac-
companying me to the continent, she proposed
to reside with her brothers.'

• And it was by the hand of a lawyer's clerk I
was to learn all this ! The woman—the wife—
whom 1 had struck /—was prepared to plead
"cruelty" against the in a court of justice, rath-
er than live with the murderer of her minion !
She knew to what a home I was returning ! She
knew that my household gods were shattered;—
and at such a moment abandoned me !'

" Drink this Master William," said the poor
old man, returning to my side wilh a salver and
a bottle of the Madeira which had been forty
years in his keeping. " You want support, my
dear boy, drink this."

"Give it me," cried I, snatching the $as>8
from his hands. " Another—another !—1 do
want support; for I have still a task to'pertbrm.
Stop tho carriage; I am going out. Another
gla-s!—I must see Mrs. Wargrave '.-Where is
she?"

" Three miles off, Sir, at Sir William's. My
mistress is with her elder brother, Sir. You
can't see her to night. Wait till morning ; wait
till you are more composed. You will lose
rour 3enses with all these cruel shocks!"
" •• I have lost my senses !" I exclaimed throw,
ing myself again into the carriage. "And
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therefore I must ice her,—must see her before
I die."

" And these frantic words were constantly on
<ny lips till the .carriage stopped at the gate of
Sir William Brabazm. I would not suffer it to
enter, I traversed (he'eourt-yard on foot; I wish,
ed to give no announcement of my arrival. It
waft dusk. The servant did not recognise me,
when, having entered the offices by a side door,
I demanded of a strange servant admittance to
Mrs. Wargrave. The answer was such as I had
anticipated. ' Mrs. Wargrave could see no
one. She was ill; had only just risen from her
bed.' Nevertheless, I urged the necessity of an
immediate interview.^11 must see her on busi-
ueaa.* Still less. • It was impossible for Mrs.
Wargrave to see any person on business, as
Sir William and Mr. Brabazon had jusl gone in.
io town ; and 6he was quite alone, and much
indisposed.1 • Take in this n'ote.'said I, tearing
a blank leaf from my pocket-book, and folding
it to represent a letter. And following with
caution the servant I despatched on my errand,
I found my way to the door of Mary's apart-
ment. It was the beginning of spring. The
invalid was sitting in a large arm chair before
the fire, with her little boy asleep in her arms.
I had preceded the servant into the room ; and,
by the imperfect fire-light, she mistook me for
the medical allendantshe was expecting.

'Good evening, Doctor.' said she, in a voice
so faint and tremulous, that I could scarcely re.
cognise it for hers. 'You will find me belter
to night. But why are you so late ?'

" You will, perhaps, find me too early," said
I placing myself resolutely beside her chair,
"unless you are disposed to annul the instru-
ment with whieh your have been pleased to
complete the measures of you husband's mise-
ries. Do not tremble, Madam ; do not shudder ;
do not faint. You have no personal injury to
apprehend. I am come here a broken hearted
man, to learn my award of life or death." And
in spile of my false courage, I staggered to the
wall, and leaned against it for support.

" My brothers are absent," faltered Mary.
" J. have no counsellor at hand, to act as media-
tor between us."

' For which rciason I hazard this appeal. I
am here to speak with my own lips to your own
ears, to your own heart. Let its unbiassed im-
pulses condemn me or absolve me. Do not de-
cide upon the suggestions of others.1

'•I have decided," murmured Mrs. Wargrave,
irrr'vooably."
'No, you have not." waid I again, approach-

ing; Jiet; 'fur you have decided without listen,
ing to the defence of your husband, to the ap-
peal of nature. Mary, Mary '. have you so soon
forgotten the vewe of eternal union breathed in
the presence of God ? On what covenant did
you accept my hand, my name, my tenderness?
On- that of a merciful compromise w'uh the
fraifltes of human nature; " for better, for
worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in
health." It has been for worse, for I have been
perverse, and wayward, and mad ; it has been
or poorer, for my name is taken from me : it
has been far sickness, for a heavy sickness ie on
my soul. But is the covenant less binding ?
Aro you not still my wife ?—my wife whom I
adore, my wife whom I have injured,—my wile
whose patience I would requite by a whole life
of horaago and adoration,—my wife who once
vowed a vow before thu Lord, that, forsaking all
others, she would cleave to me alone ? Mary,
no human law can contravene this primal stat-
ute T Mary, you have no right to cast from you
tl't father of your child.''

" It ra for my child's sake that I seek to with,
draw from his authority," snid Mrs. Wargrave,
with more firmness than might have been ex.
nt>cted ; a firmness probably derived from the
contact of the innocent and helpless being she
pressed to )r r bosom. " N o ! I cannot live
with you again 'r my confidence is gone, my res.
{•eel diminished. This buy, as his faculties be.
come developed, would sre me tremble in your
presence; would team thai I fear you ; that"—

'That you despise me! speak out, Madam ;
B|K'0k OUt I'

" Thai I pity you," continued Mary, reso-
liilcly; " lliat 1 pity you, at one who has the
u-proaoh of blood upon his hand, and the accu-
sation of ruffianly injury against a vvuman on
bin conscience."

And such are the lessons you will teach him;
lessons to lead him to perdition, to damnation,
for, by llie laws of the Almighty, Madam, how-
ever your kindred or }our lawyers may insure

you, the father, no less than the mother, must
be honored by his child.1 r

" It is a lesson I would scrupulously withhold
from him and, to secure hie ignorance, it is
needful that he should live an alien from his fa-
ther's roof. Wargrave, our .child must not
grow up in observation of our estrangement."

• Then, by Heaven, my resolution is taken !
Still less shall his little life be passed in watch-
ing the tears shed by his mother for the victim
of an adulteress passion ! You have appealed
to the laws; by the laws let us abide. The
child is mine, by right, by enforcement. Live
where you will—defy me from what shelter you
please ; but this little creature whom you have
constituted my enemy, remains w'up me ! Sur-
render him to me or dread the conbequences !'

' You did not!' I incoherently gasped, seizing
Wargrave by the arm, and dreading, I knew not
what.

4 Have I not told you,' he replied, in a voice
which froze the blood in my veins, 'that, before
quitting home, I had swallowed half a bottle of
Madeira? My frame was heated, my brain
maddened ! I saw in the woman before me on.
ly the minion, the mourner of Horace Cavendish.
I had no longer a wife.r *

And you dared to injure her?'
Right boy ; that is the word,—dared ! It

was cowardly, was it not ? brutal, monstrous !
Say something that may spare my own bitter
self-accusations !'

Involuntarily I released myself from his arm.
'Yesf Mary, like yourself, prepared herself

for violence at my hanas,v continued Wargrave,
scarcely noticing the movement ; for instinct-
ively she attempted to rise and approach the
bell; but, encumbered by the child, or by her
own weakness, she fell back in her chair.
" Don't wake him !" said she, in a faint piteous
voice, as it, after all, his helplessness constituted
hex best defence.

1 Give him up, then, at once. Do you think
I do not love him! Do you think I shall be
less careful of him than yourself? Give him
up to his father.'

'̂ For a moment, as if overcome, she seemed
attempting to unclasp the little hand which, even
in sleep, clung heavily to her night-dress. For
a moment she seemed to recognise the irresisti-
bility of my claim.

4 The carriage wails, said I sternly. Where
is his nurse?1

" I am his nurse," cried Mary, bursting into
an agony of tears. " I will go wilh him. To
retain my child, I will consent to live with you
again."

Wilh me ? Am I a worm, that you think to
trample on me thus? Live with me, whom you
have dishonored wilh your pity, your contempt,
your preference of another? Rather again
stand arraigned before a criminal tribunal, than
accept such a woman as my wife-!'

" As a servant, then ; let me attend as a ser
vant on this little creature, so dear to me, so
precious to me, so feeble, so"

' Is it Cavendish's brat, that you plead for him
so warmly?' cried I, infuriated that even my
child should be preferred to me. And I now at-
tempted to remove him by force from her arms.

•"He lp ! help ! help!" faltered the feeble,
half-fainting mother. But no one eame, and I
persisted. Did you ever attempt to hold a strug-
gling child—a child that others were struggling
to retain—a young child—a soft, frail, feeble
child? And why did she resist? Should not
she, woman as she was, have known that mis-
chief would arise from such contact ? She who
had tended tho<e delicate limbs, that fragile
frame ? Thu boy wakened from his sleep—was
screaming violently. He struggled, and strug-
gled, and moaned, and gasped. But, on a sud-
den, his shrieks ceased. He was still, silent,
breathless.'

• Dead !' cried I.
4 So ehe imagined at the moment, when, at the

summons of her fearful shrieks, the servants
rushed into the room. But no, 1 bad not again
become a murderer , a new curse was in store
for me. When medical aid was procured, it
was found that a limb was dislocated ; the spine
injured ; the boy a cripple for life I1

4 What must have been his father's remorse !'
4 His faiher was spared the intelligence. It

was not for fourteen months that 1 was removed
from the private madhouse, to which, that fatal
night, I was conveyed a raving maniac. The
influence of wine, passion, horror, had induced
epileysy;. from which I was only roused to a

state of frenzy. Careful treatment end solitude

gradually restored me. Legal steps had been
taken by the Brabazon family during my con.
finementj and my mutilated boy is plaeed, By*
flie Court of Chancery, under the guardianship
of hi» mother. For »oroe time after my recov-
ery I became a wanderer on* the courtnent, with
the intention of wasting the remn-ants of my
blighted existence in restless obscurity. But I
soon felt that the best propitiation, the best s a c
rifice to offer to my injured wife and child, waa
an attempt to conquer, for their sake, an hon-
orable position in society. I g >t placed on fall
pay in a regiment appointed to a foreign sta-
tion. I made over to* my boy trie whole of my
property. I pique myself on living on my pay,
—on drinking no wine,—on absenting myself
from all the seductions of society. I lead a
life of penace, of penitence, .of pain. But,
some day or other, my little victim will learn
the death of his father, and feel that he devoted
his wretched days to the duties of an honorable
profession, in order to spare him further dishoo-.
or as the son of a suicide.1

' Thank God !' was my murmured ejaculation,
when at this moment I perceived the boat o-f
the Astrroa ; whose approach enabled me to
cover my emotion with the bustle of parting.
There was not a word of consolation—of pal-
liation, to be offered to 6uch a man. He had
indeed afforded me a fearful commentary, on
my text. Never before had I duly appreciated
the perils and dangers of WINE !

4 And ii is to such a stimulus,' murmured I,
as I slowly rejoined my companions,' that judge
and juror recur for strength to inspire their de-
crees; to such an influence, that captain and
helmsman turn for courage in the storm ; to
such a counsellor, the warrior refers his man-
oeuvre* on the day of battle ; nay, that the min-
ister, the chancellor, the sovereign himself, ded-
icate the frailtyrof their nature ! That human
life, that human happiness, should be subjected
to so develish an instrument ! Against all oth-
er enemies, we fortify ourselves with defence ;
to this master.fiend, we open the doors of the
citadel/

My meditations were soon cut short by the
joyous chorus of a drinking.song, with which
Lord Thomas' decoctions inspired the shattered
reason of the Commandants, superior and infe-
rior, of His Majesty's'Ship the Aslreoa.

An Industrious Wife.—' Who,*, says Cobbct.
in his third letter of 'Advice to Young Men,'
4 is to tell whether a girl will make an industri-
ous woman 7 How is the purblind lover, espe.
cially, able to determine whether she whose
smiles and dimples, and whose bewitching lips,
have almost bereft him of his senses—how is he
able to judge from any thing that he can see,
whether the beloved object will be industrious
or lazy? Why is it very difficult? 'There
are,' says Maccin, 'certain outward signs,
which, if attended to with care, will serve as
pretty sure guides. First, if you find the tongue
lazy, you may be nearly sure the hands and feet
are the same. By laziness of the tongue, I da
not mean silence. I do not mean absence of
talk, for that in most cases i& very good ; but I
mean a slow and soft utterance, a sort of sing,
ing out the words, instead of speaking them
—a sort of letting the sound fall out as if they
were sick at the stomach. The pronunciation
of an industrious person is generally quick and
distinct, and the voice, if not strong, firm at
least. Not masculine, as feminine as possible;
not a cnak nor a bawl, but a quick, distinct,
sound voice. Look a little at the labors of the
teeth, for these correspond with the other merit.
bers of the body, and see her work on a mutton
chop and a bit of bread and cheese, and if she
deal quickly with these, you have a pretty good
security for that industry without which a wife
is a burden instead of a help. Another mark
of industry is a quick step, and a somewaht
haughty tread, showing that the foot cornea
down with a heavy good will. I do not like,
nor ever did like, your sauntering, soft stepping
girls, who move as if t' ey wore perfectly indif-
ferent to the result.'—Ncio Orleans Sun.

A Patient Lad—'Ben," said, a father, the
other day, "I'm busy now ; but as soon as I can
get lime, I mean to give you a flogging.
"Don't hurry your self, Pa," replied the. patient
lad, "I can wait."

A Sight.—To aee two la»y ioafors lying up.
on a table in the sun—one playing the jewjiharp
and the other scratching hiui« >
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THE BROKEN HEARTED WIFE.

A year or two since, na I was passing a Sab-
bath in a country town, I was requested to visit
* dying woman. The first aspeot of the house
to which I was led, in its loose clapboards and
broken window, told me that I was approaching
the houBe of a drunkard. The apartment in
which the d\ ing woman was breathing her last,
was one whose aspect of cheerfulness and dis-
comfort made the heart ache. A few wretch-
ed articles of furniture were scattered aboul the
room, and upon a low bed in one corner, most
scantily furnished, lay the wasted form of the
dying. Her Countenance bore the traces of in-
telligence, of refinement, antl yet of the most
overwhelming anguish Her husband Btood at
the head of the bed with an expression of as deep
grief as could be crowded into the features of a
bloated inebriate. Five little children stood
around the bedside, loudly sobing, the eldest a
daughter not twelve years of age, kneeling by
her mothers Bide, almost convulsively clasping
her hand as she drenched it with tears.

It was one of those scenes of wo which at
once paints itself on the eye, and imprints it-
eelf on the mind—never te be effaced. From
the few almost articulate words of the dying
woman, I gathered that all the anguish of a
mother's heart was in ferved excitement, as
•he was to leave her poor children—her tender
boys and girls in this world of temptation with
no guide but their besotted father. She was
already breathing her last as I entered—and in
a short time, her struggling, broken, grief-rent
heart, was still in death.

I enquired into the circumstances of the case
and found that a few years before, this woman,
then a young lady of many accomplishments of
person and of mind, vi as married to her husband
then a young merchant—amiable, intelligent,
of correct habits, and engaged in a lucrative
and successful business. The sun of present
and prospective joy beamed brightly on the
morning of their nuptials. Every thing was
cheerful and tasteful in their happv home, where
their yotithfuf affections were first cemented.—
A few years of untroubled prosperity glided
6wiftly away.

Behind the counter of this young man's
etore, were ranged several pnncheons of ardent
spirits for retail sale. In selling to others he
tasted himself. Gradually he acquired an ap.
petite for strong drink—and the lapse of a very
few years scattered all his property, ruined his
reputation, beggertd his family, and left him
a ragged vagabond in the streets.

He was naturally an amiable and affectionate
man, compliant and yielding, and having little
of that sterner material which is called decis-
ion, when temptation came with its mighty
power, he fell at once and irredeemably.—
With such persons it ie -not unfrequently the
case, that intoxication produces perfect phren-
zy. A few glasses would perfectly craze him,
and he would re1 urn at night to his home, a
raging, tearing mafliac. He would take the
whole range of the no use in his fury, and wife
and children were compelled to flee, wounded
and bleeding from his terrible violence, Often
would she gather her little flack of children in
the corner behind her. and receive upon her
own person the fearful blows which their brutal
and crazy father was dealing around them.

"Oh who can te'I what diya—what ni?hta slio spent
Of tideless, waveless, sailless, shoreless wo !'' '

In the morning, this wretched victim of ru
in would awake from his debauch, and, reslor~
ed to his affection, would reflect upon his bru"
tality in the deepest abyss of horror and re-
morse. He would fall upon his knees before
his wife, and with tears of anguish rolling down
his cheeks, implore her forgiveness ; he would
curse the day in which he was born ; he would
wish himself dead ; he would resolve and re-
resolve that he would never drink again.

For a few days he would succeed in keep-
ing away from temptation. But the acquired
appetite would gather strength by the transient
restraint. Associates would lure him into the
village store—the sight of decanters—the fumes
of the spirits—the persuasions of topers, would
sweep away with hurricane fury, all his reso
Jutions. One glasa would follow another, in
the desperation of remorse and despair. Fren-
zied with the fiend creating poison, he would
return to his home and re-enact those scenes of
outrage at the bare mention of which humanity
•huddern.

Again and again his wife in wretchedness,
went to the village groceries, and with all the

eloq.icnce of a despairing and broken-hearted
mother, implored them not to sell her husband
rum. She would show them her own wounds ;
she would lead them to her own children, and
tell the awful story of her woes. But all her en.
treaties were in vain. Sometimes they would
refuse to sell to him. Bui then every toper in
the village could get his pint bottle filled, and at
the very door of the store, hold the bottle to the
mouth of the wretched sot. Drunkards, like
misery, love company. And a toper seems to
be always pleased to see his fellow toper drunk.
The sale of ardent spirits was free in this vil-
lage, and of course, there was no such thing
as keeping it from one who had not mental res-
olution of his own to resist the temptation.

Misery is a slow and cruel murderer. But he
gnawed with vulture teeth at the heart of this
much injured woman, till exhausted nature sank
and expired. Where that, wretched father now
is, whether in the grave, the almshouse, or the
State Prison, I know not ; where those children
—those wrecks of a once happy family—now
are, I know not; but they are probably scatter-
ed as melancholy ruins over a tempestuous
world ; the daughters, fondled in the embraces
of a faithful mother's love, perchance in the
warehouses of infamy,—the eons, inheriting
their father's appetite, and discouraged by his
disgrace, and lured by his example, growing^ip
to shame, poverty, and crime—candidates
for highway robbery and midnight arson,
and for the pirate's deeds of deadly daring.

Now what, in the light of such facts, shall a
wise community do ? Shall it decide that the
public good demands that this bane of all earth-
ly happiness shall be freely retailed ? That
rum, brandy, gin, and whiskey, after all the ru.
in they have caused, and are still causing, shall
be sold by the quart, the pint, the gill and the
glass—alluring the young to destruction, pro-
voking the appetite for intemperance, and hold-
ing out facilities for any poor wretch, who has
but three cents in the world, to squander it for
rum?

There is something extremely touching; as
well as an excellent moral, in the following an-
ecdote. It is in strict accordance with one of
the earliest precepts of the Saviour of men.

A Kiss for a Blow.—A visitor once went into
a Sabbath school at Boston, where he saw a boy
and girl on one scat who were brother and sister.
In a moment of thoughtless passion, the little
boy struck his sister. The little girl was pro-
voked and raised her hand to return the blow.
Her face showed that rage was working within,
and her clenched fist was aimed at her brother,
when her teacher caught her eye. •Stop my
dear,' said she, ' you had much better kiss your
brother than to strike him.'

The look and the word reached her heart.—
Her hand dropped. She threw her arms round
his neck and kissed him. The boy was moved.
Ho could have stood against a blow ; but he
could not withstand a sister's kiss. He com-
pared the provocation he had given her with
the return she had made, and the tears rolled
down his cheeks. This effected the sister, and
with her little hajidkerchief she wiped away his
tears. But the sight of her kindness only made
him cry the faster ; he was completely subdued.

Her teacher then told the children always to
return a kiss for a blow ; and they would never
get any more blows. If men and women, fami.
lies and communities and nations would act on
this principle, this world would almost cease to
be a vale of tears. • Nation would not lift up
the sword against nation, neither would they
learn war any more.'—Youth's Cabinet.

Effect of climate on female beauty in Italy.—
A lady ta king to me a day or two ago, on the
effect of the Italian clime on female beauty, re.
marked that it acted as a hot house on rosebuds,
but quickly withered full blown roses. It cer.
tainly is true that women of 25 years of age in
Italy, look quite as passces as'those of 35 in
England ; and after 20, they lose that freshness
of complexion which constitutes so great a
charm in our young women. I have seen here
women quite as delicately fair—may, pet haps
still more so, than in England ; but they are de-
ficient in transparency of skin, through which
the blood speaks so eloquently in our climate,
and look rather as if blanched by the sun into
fairness, than born with it. In short they want
tha appearance of youth, which is the greatest
charm of every face, and the absence of which
no beauty can compensate.—Lady Blessingtons*
Idler in Italy.

A Tragedian turned Preacher.—The Loui8"
ville Theatre was lately crowded to exoess t°
witness CcBpUsa B. Parson's celebrated perfor-
mance "of ^rteMo, when the Manager came for-
ward and anrFtftTpWdthat there, could be no per-
formance that eveiTflj/jr, in consequence of the
surprising conversion^ Mr. Parsons under Mr.
Mafias preaching. The audience was very in.
disrfjirn't and quite a number of young people
rurf/̂ ntq Mr. Manil's meeting house and com.
meJe/fycryine "Othello !" "Othello !" so loud
thartiftfr.. Ma flit slopped his sermon. Immedi-
ately, Mr. Parsons walked into the broad aisle
and pronounced in the most emphatic manner
"Othello's occupation's gone !" and then pro.
ceeded to say that "AUShange had come over
the spirit of his dream ;" he had "fretted hia
brief hour upon the stage" of Thespis and hence-
forth he should "perform" in the House of
Prayer and Temple of Zion ; he had left the
"sock and buskin" for the sword and helmet of
righteousness, and that, instead of fighting
Shakspeare's mimic battles, he should hereafter
fight under the cross of Jesus Christ; and, fi.
nally, he exhorted, his old comrades to remain
with him and leave the Theatre to become the
abode of bats. The papers say it was Charley's
best performance and that his thrilling eloquence
will win him twenty.fold laurels in holy orders
when compared with the stage.—Chicago Dem,

Swift's Early Life.—At Moor Park, an ec-
centric, uncouth, disagreeable young Irishman,
who had narrowly escaped plucking at Dublin,
attended Sir William Temple as an amanuesi»
for £20 a year and his board, dined at tho se-
cond table, wrote bad verses in.praise of his
employer, and made love to a very pretty, dark
eyed young girl who waited on Lady Giffard.—
Little did Temple imagine that the course exte.
rior of his dependent concealed a genius equal-
ly suited to politics and to letters—a genius des.
lined to shake great kingdoms, to stir the
laughter and the rage of millions, and to leave
to posterity memorials which can only perish
with the English language. Little did he think
that the flirtation in the servant's hall, which
he perhaps scarcely designed to make the sub-
ject of a jest, was the beginuing of a long and
prosperous love, which was to be as Widely
famed as the passion of Petrach or of Aberlard.
Sir William's Secretary was Jonathan Swift—
Lady Giffbrd's wailing maid was poor Stella.—
Edinburgh Review.

" The Christian Sabbath is a resting place,
where weary pilgrims may refresh themselves,
and renew their courage for an onward march
to the city of the New Jerusalem. Others who
have gone before them, oft refreshed themselves
by seeking on this day of holy rest, through the
instituted means of Christian worship, addition,
al strength and nourishment, whereby they
might renew their onward course with greater
zeal, and more complete sucmss; and now,
they are enjoying in heaven, the unsullied and
uninterrupted pleasures of that holy and happy
place."

Lattery Ticket Anecdote.—In the early part
of the reign of King George II, the footman of
a ladv of quality under the absurd infatuation
of a dream, disposed of the savings of the last
twenty years of his life in two tickets, which
proving blanks, after a few melancholy days,
he put an end to his life. In his box was foynd
a plain of the manner in which he wouldj-speiid
the five thousancTpound prize, which J)isTrhis-
tress preserved as curiosity :

11 As soon as I have received ihe money, I'll
marry Grace Fcrrars ; but, as she has been cross
and coy, I'll use her as a servant1 Every mor.
ning she shall draw me a mug of strong beer
with a toast, nutmog, and sugar in it; then I
will sleep till ten, after which I will have a large
sack posset. My dinner shall be on the table by
one, and never without a good pudding. I'll
have a stock of wine and brandy laid in ; about
five in the afternoon I'll have tarte and jellies,
and a gallon bowl of punch ; at ten, a hot sup.
per of two dishes ; if I am in a good humor, and
Grace behaves herself, she shall sit down with
me. To bed about twelve."

A Cold Pun.—In the snowy weather, last
week, Sir • met Mrs. rather sprin.
kled with fleecy fall, and said, " Why do you
wear your sable boa on a day like thin ?" " Be.
cause, my dear sir," replied the lady, " I do not
like my chin chilly."—Literary Gazette.
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N E W BOOKS—Again.—If the HARPERS

take the lead in the publishing world, LEA &
BLANCIIARD, of Philadelphia, press them closeJy.
To keep up with either, would require more time
than any one not entirely isolated from the per-
plexities of this troublesomely busy world,
could well sparer Those who do read, therefore,
and who make any effort toward keeping even
in the track of the best of llie multitude of new
works which are daily poured out upon the lit-
erary world from the steam engines of the print-
ing office, should be willing to settle a pension
upon those who have the ability of discrimina.
ting between the "chaff" and the " wheat," as,
from the selections which they always make,
our booksellers certainly have—at least to afar
greater extent than booksellers generally.

We hare now on our table several of the new-
eat and best of the recent publicatiens, for co-
pies of which we are indebted to Messrs. NIOH.
OLS & WILSON, where, of course, our citizens
will go to find them.

"Elvira, the Nabob's Wife, by Mrs. MONKLAND
the author of 'Village Reminiscences? "—This
is a fiction, designed, as all works should be,
••to hold, as Iwere, the mirror up to nature, to
show virtue her own feature, scorn her own
image, and the very age and body of the time,
his form and pressure." Mrs. M. is a good
writer ; and her "Village Reminiscences" gave
evidence that she had been a successful student
of the heart, of the affections and of social life.
The "Nabob's Wife" is a work of interest, con.
taining much both to amuse and instruct.

"Horace Vernon, ?r Fashionable Life."—This
is a novel full of exciting-incident *f and is in-
terspersed with not a few passages of genuine
pathos and beauty. A very satisfactory moral
may be drawn from the work, "if," as the wri-
ter says, "the reader will take the trouble of
finding it out." But as "Horace Vernon" wilt
be generally read by those who have recourse to
light reading more for the purpose of finding a-
musement than a moral, the search will be made
by but very few, and the moral consequently
lost to very many.

" The Romance of the Hirem, by Miss Par doe."
—This lady is already favorably known as the
au.horof "The City of the Sultan," a work
which every one admired for its faithful and po-
etic delineation of Turkish character. Tiiese
volumes are made up of "genuine talcs related
by the professional Massaldjghes or story tel-
lers of the east, in the harems of the wealthy
Turks during seasons of festivity,*' and are
made attractive as well from the plots which
they develope, as from the oriental florid and
figurative style of language, in which they are
written* The fallowing beautiful "Song of the
Greek slave" is from the first volume i—

Joy ia a bird t
Catch it aa it springs ;

It will return no more
When once it apreada its wing*.

Its song i- gay, but brief,
Thfl voice ofsunny weather ;

But ah I the bird and leaf
Vanish both together 1

Joy is a flower I
Pluck i i in its bloom t

'Twill close its petals nu
If darker skies should gloom.

It is a lovely thing,
And formed for sunny weather ;

But ah ? the flower onrl spring
Vanish both tugeiher!

Joy is a child •
Seize LI in its mirth;

For soon its lip will know
The withering tint or earth.

Its eye is bright as truth,
A type of sunny weather ;

But uh! the smile and youth
Vanish both together!

"The Idler in Italy, by the Countess ef Bles.
sington," needs no newspaper commendation.—
It is the journal of an interesting tour through
an interesting country by one of the most in.
teresling of living writers. Its descriptions
are minute, but rich and graphic, and will be
read, during leisure hours, with equal pleasure
and profit.

"Hits at the Times, ly G. P. Morris ."—This
is an amusing volume of fugitive pieces, from
the ready pen of Gen. MORRIS. It opens with
the laughable story of the Frenchman's Water
Lots—of itself worth more than the price of
the whole volume—which is filled, not only
with good stories, letters, anecdotes and poetry,
but with comically comic etchings of men and
things. Its typography is quite rich, and the
only fault we can find with the volume is that
too many blank pages precede the title page
and follow the "finis," and that to "oceans of
margin," we have only "rivulets of matter."

"Naval History of the United States, by J.
Fenhimore Cooper."—This work is almost suffi-
cient to make one believe that COOPER, like
"Richard, ithimself again." If the author of
the "Pirate," had never left his native element
for the misty mazes of political life, or the
more sickley arena of neighborhood strife and
personal bickering, few American writers
would have occupied * more enviable position
in the literary world. He has talent, if that
talent is kept in its proper channel;- but facts
have demonstrated, that the strongest intellects
sometimes get ducked in shallow water, ll has
been so with the author of the "Letter to my
Countryman," and, "Homeward Bound," and
••Home as Found." If those "slips of the
judgment"could be forgotten, this "Naval His.
tory of the United Stales.'' would add a laurel
to his former well-earned reputation, and place
him again among the favorite authors of this
country.

This new work is composed of two large
octavo volumes, written in a style which
would do credit to the best writer of the age.
The Naval History of this country is full of in-
terest. The achievements of our gallant little
Navy challenge the admiration of the world,
and form a theme for the historian which has
not its equal inthe annals of few other nations .
From his early association, and his intimate ac-
quaintance with every thing relating to the
"service," Mr. COOPER was just the person to as.
sume the task, which he has performed with
equal credit to himself and honor to his country.
We might and must find fau-lt, however, with
the inexcusable and improper "whitewashing"
which he has given Commodore ELLIOTT'S a-
ehievements on lake Erie, and we must enter
our protest againstjhis frequent and unnecessary
use of sea.faring technicalities ; but neverthe-
less, the work is one which will stand the test
of time, and be read with interest by pres-
ent and future generations.

We have only room.this morning for the fol-
lowing anecdote, from this work. It is illus.
trative of some points in the character of that
distinguished officer Com. Preble :—

11 Commodore Preble was a man of high tem.
per and a rigid disciplinarian. At first he was
disliked in his own ship—the young officers in
particular, feeling the effects of hi&discipline,
without having yet learned to respect the high
professional qualities for which he afterwards
became so distinguished. One night when the
Constitution was in the Straits of Gibraltar, she
suddenly found herself along side of a large
ship. Some hailing passed without either par.
ty's giving any answer. Commodore Preble,
who had taken the trumpet himself now told the
name and country of his Bhip and of his owa

rank. He then demanded the name of the
strapger, adding that he would fire a shot unless
answered, " If you fire a shot I will return a
broadside," was the reply. Preble sprang into
his mizen ringing,applied the trumpet anefsaid,
" this is the United States ship Constitution, a
44, Commodore Preble ; I am about to hail you
for the last time ; if not answered I shall fire
into you. What ship is that?" This is his Bri-
tannic Majesty's ship Donegal, a razee of 60
guns." Preble told the stranger he doubted
his statement, and should lie by him till morn,
ing in order to ascertain his tiue character.—
He was as good as his word, and in a short
time a boat came from the other vessel to ex-
plain. It was an English frigate, and the Con-
stitution had got so suddenly and unexpectedly
alongside of her that the hesitation about an-
swering and the ficticious name had proceeded
from a desire to gain time in order to clear the
deck and get to quarters.

" The spirit of Commodore Preble on this
occasion," says Cooper, " produced a favora-
ble impression in his own ship. The young men
pithily remarked that " if he was wrong in his
temper he was right in his heart."

All the above works are for sale at NICHOLS
& WILSON'S.

often do we hear it remarked that
the wprld is too apt to neglect genius. But i t
has been well said, that for one genius neglec-
ted, fifty have been unduly cxtoled. I fa man
does not neglect his own genius, he may rest
assured that the world will not neglect it.

" Mary Green, or Consolation in Sorrow, by
the Rev. Henry Wilbur."—If the boys and girls
of the present day are not the very best boys
and girls ever reared, it will not be because they
are not blessed with great numbers of the very
best books ever printed. Scarcely a day passes,
but some new work—some memoir of some
good girl, or history of some fino boy—makes-
its appearance to amuse and instruct those who
arc growing up amongst us. The shelves ofour
bookstores are loaded down with well: written
tales—simple,comprehensive and affecting biog.
raphies—calculated to give a proper direction to
the affections and desires of the young mind.

The touching " Memoir of Mary Green" is of
this heart-affecting character. No little lad or
miss can read it without falling in love with the
dear little girl whose goodness, gentleness, pie.
ty and death it records, nor without rejoicing
with her that the Saviour hath said " Suffer lit.
tie children to come unto me aud forbid them-
not."

For the benefit of our young readers, and
for all others who may deem them applicable,
we copy a short section from thie little work :

14 What seasons of secret prayer that dear
child had will be made known at the Judgment
of the Great Day. But Mary Green had a re-
markable attachment to private prayer. On
the Monday morning of the week, in which her
last sickness commenced, her father offered
private prayer with her. Neither his topics,
his language, nor his tones, were particularly
adapted to excite the passions :. yc t Mary Greeri'
was weeping, and sighing', a«d sobbing, tn a
degree that the devotional exercises were shor-
tened on that account. When concluded, she
was asked why she wept 7 What made that lit-
tle heart so full to overflowing?' She hesitat.
ed a little, and thus answered, in tones of affec-
tion not to be described r " Pa, I want you TO
PRAY WITH ME EVERV DAY." As he was expect,
ing to journey soon to Philadelphia, he then
attributed those feelings too much, to his child's-
reluctance to have him leave. Yet he deter,
mined then la hasten his return, that a child

, who desired private prayer, might not be denied
the privilege. The three succeeding mornings,
immediately after family devotions, her little
hand was extended to ask a parent's hand, to

, retire with her for prayer. And these were Ihe
last three mornings, before severe and mortal
sickness soiled upon her. Oh! how inestima.
ble the privilege, that parents may not only have
family prayer, but seasons of private prayer
with their children. How favourable such op.
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portunities, to promolo right feelings with both
parties! How indescribable the emotions of
joy to pious parents, when their children desire
and delight in private prayer ! How painful the
regrets, when loaned blessings are recalled by
the Giver, that we no more faithfully improved
our opportunities of promoting their happiness,
by seasonable and affectionate instruction, and
by importunate prayer. "

The work may be had at the book store of
DAVID HOVT, and we advise all our little read,
era to ask their fathers to stop in and get them
a copy, for in addition to its other attractions,
it contains a very prdty hymn, set to music.

"Deerbrook."—By this work HARRIET MAR-
TINEAU has made the world deeply her debtor.—
Two such volumes as these—so full of deep
thought, and spirit stirring lessons of high mor.
al virtue—more than compensate for all the
strangely absurd theories which ehe has hitherto
sent out to the world. They show us the prop,
er sphere of domestic jo}'s—portraying the con-
flicts and feelings of the human heart—giving
Vice a "hideous mein" and clothing Virtue in
light. And all this is done fn "DeerbrooJc.' It
is full of instruction to young and- old—to
grave and gay. No one can peruse it without
being made the wiser, the happier and the bet-
ter by the perdsal. In the language of the New
Forker :

"By the middle of the first volume she stood
revealed to us as one of those masterspirits
vouchsafed at long intervals to woo mankind
irresistiably from the grossness, the falsehood,
the hatred, and the depravity which fester in
their hearts, and make earth a pandemonium,
to the beauty, the ftpose, and the beatitude of
holiness and universal love. Every chapter lias
its lesson ; while the general exhibition of Vir-
tue triumphant not merely over but in trial and
misfortune, and Vice wretched and pitiable in
the very blush of success, has never been excel,
led. 'Deerbrook* is a story of domestic life ;
a story of the affections, the passions and the
inciderts of a coantry village ?but it is wrought
out with a quiet vigor and a masterly fidelity
to Nature and to man. We see in it, not our
neighbors merely, but ourselves. Every page
is radiant with the portrayal of the suicidal in-
sanity as well as loathsomeness of malice, of
envy, of talebearing, of anger, and of ill-will.
He must be an angel or a devil who lays down
these volumes without a conviction of the un-
worthiness of mere selfish pursuits and aspira-
tions, and an ardent resolution to seek happi-
ness henceforth in higher aims, to sterner pari-
ty, in a broader philanthrophy, an in uncon.
querable love.

We do not ietermeddle with the story itself
for that our readers, we trust, will prefer to
take up unmarred at the earliest opportunity.—
We will only remark of it that, while those er-
rors of the head and heart which mar tbc happi.
nesB of the domestic hearth and bring conten.
ti«n, malevolence and misery where all should
be peace, affection and felicity, are especially
at, the graver errors and vices which poison the
well being and security of communities are not
forgotten. The mischiefs of Prejudice; the
horrors and wickedness of mob law and mob
justice ; and the mean depravity of influential
mob-courtiers and panders—of the men who
know the iniquity of riot and violence, yeJ suf-
fer it to proceed without opposition, and speak
of it with excuses or without reprehension—are
shown op to the life.—Would that these volumes
could be read by every fireside and in the pres-
ence of every family in the country! The
good which must ensue is incnlcable."

• These are the times vot tries men's souls / as
the chap said Ten (be girl give him the mitten.

W r i t t e n f o r t h e C c m .
ROMANCE.

BY I1ENRY C. FRINK.

I do not, like many, limit the definition of ro
mance to mere exhibitions of materiality ; or,
like some lexicographers, translate it by lies and
forgeries. Although the mind is generally be-
lieved to have, at its creation, no innate ideas,
but to derive all impressions from surrounding
objects, still the power of combining and asso-
ciating these ideas, is always within its power
This is done in dreams; and many are consid
ered as dreaming when awake, merely because
their imagination is then active to associate
while their judgment neglects to point out dis
similarity. The application of this associating
power, easily becomes habitual; and, when hap
pily exercised, clothes objects, material and im.
material, in a drapery not their own, by impart
ing to each what it needs of loveliness, from the
general storehouse of its peiceptions of beauty

The object, then that romance has in view*
is to bestow what administers to happiness rath-
er than to necessity. In pursuance of this ob-
ject, it deepens the tinge that vegetables and
the skies possess, gives greater fragrance to the
rose, sharpens the appetite that allures mankind
and adds to the beautifully variegated aspect
that nature presents; it softens still more the
melody of the notes of the feathered tribes, en-
hances the beauty displayed in animals, and
multiplies those characteristics which excite
deeper interest in all the transactions of human
life,—that add to their solitary and drearisome
appearance, those trails of beauty that will ever
be appreciated where man seeks delight.

It has been well represented, that no faculty
of body or of mind, was uselessly bestowed up
on the human race. The abuse, then, of ro
mance, is the exercise of the powers of imagi-
nation, independent of the faculties of diacrim
ination ; it is te follow the example of one who
should seek to fill up his fields with flowers, to
the exclusion of those things which human ex-
perience suggested as profitable and appropriate
to his wants. But in this, as in most things,
there is a medium, the observance of which
contributes to human enjoyment. A beautiful
garden will present flowers here and there,
though useful for no other purpose than to
adorn its borders ; and the taste thus manifested
by ita possesser, is commended'by all. So it is
with the flowers of imagination : they may, in
consistence with w sdorn, be strewed among ob-

jects unornamented, but of obvious utility ; and,
when thus entwined, greatly add to the number
of their attractions.

How often is it that we notice, sometimes
with admiration and sometimes with envy, the
complacency that seems to reign in individual
minds, and the faculty those minds posses?, of
deducing happiness from all they witness. We
behold them in circumstances that would cause
us to weep, with their eye tearless, and their
countenances even brightened by a smile To
them, nature's angry storms as well as her sun-
shine, her terrific scenes as well as her valleys
of peace, all seem singularly pouring forth,
from overflowing fountains, pure waters of de-
light. And while thus beholding their serene
and sometimes rapturous emotions, we have as
often been astonished at the sight. But it has
been a mystery to us how these bitter sources
could produce sweet Btreams, because we have
forgotten that, as at the waters of Marah, a
tree could be found, the leaves of which if cast
therein, have power lo change the native pro-
perties of those streams, and neutralize 1f not
annihilate that taste. Such, leaves as these are

gathered from the garlands that fancy wreathes,
and are capable of cultivation wherever man
exists. There is no condition humanity can
experience, in which they cannot change the
tears he is doomed to shed, from those of repin-
ing, to tears of gratitude, or, at least, of resig-
nation. Well, then, might Madame de Stael
desire that more of romance existed in the
world.

But the spirit of romance is capable, if prop-
erly indulged, not only to mitigate suffering,
but even to add new charms to existing beauty,
whether moral or material. Take away all the
enthusiasm which this feeling enkindles, from
the practice or contemplation of virtuous pre.
ccpts ; and what would remain but a naked
skeleton, from which the spirit has departed ?
Take from physical objects, too, all that ro-
mance has added to them ; bereave them of ev-
ery association that has clustered around them
in the revolutions of time, over and above the
natural attractions they independently exhibit ;
and this world would become a wilderness in
comparison. What, but romance, threw around
the mountains, the streams, the groves, the
islands, the valleys of Greece, once as desolate
and uninteresting as our own, the charms which
they possessed of old, and which still, if I have
not wrongly judged, chiefly attaches the classic
student to worliB in which the romantic imagin-
ings of its earlier inhabitants are represented ?
Why, beyond the beauteous scenery of our na-
tive land, should he otherwise be so absorbed in
contemplating Parnassus, with the noted foun-
tain of Castalia at its base ; and Pindus, sacred
to Apollo and the muses ; and Pclion, and Ossa,
and Olympus, fabled to have been piled upon
each other by gigantic efforts, in order lo scale
the battlements of the Gods? What would the
stream Amphrysus be to him, had not Apollo
there tended the flocks of Admetus ; or Stry.
mon, did not fancy still hear the lamentations of
Orpheus there, for his lost Eurydice ? The
vale of Temp, though, like many other places,
a paradise on earth ; the groves of Epirus, with
the vocal oaks of Dodona ; the Slrophades ; in-
fested by harpies; Othrys, the abode of Cen-
taurs; the cave of Trophonius, inspiring end-
less regret; and localities innumerable, by rea-
son of the unlimited influence of ancient ro-
mance, would, without that spirit to throw a
halo around them as consecrated spots, have
seemed as lonely and unalluring as objects of
the same description in another clime.

As an evidence that romance adds a charm
to real life, greater than real life without it,—
passing'by the circumstance that works of pure
romance are more zealously sought for than
unadorned descriptions of matters of fact,-2we
shall ever find that historic al and geographical
notices, dependent for their patronage upon
public popularity, and published by sufficiently
intelligent and artful men, abound in allusions
to what scenes and events are made by romance,
ather than to what they are or ever were with-

out it. Does the traveller stand upon what he
deems the ashes of Ilium, or does he wander by
the waves of Scamander, you generally meet
references to the early Grecian or the Mantuan
bard. Does he resort to scenery which any
muse has not left unsung, but illuminated by
the lustre of its romantic rue, that fact is men.
ioncd and quotations made. This aversion to

leaving facts and realities unadorned, is found-
id upon the truth which human experience sub-
tantiates, that romance does add greatly to
he interest of real life.

Wilh respect to the morality of thus resort,
ng to romance, many have misjudged by con.
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necting with it unjust associations. Among
our faculties, those of the lowest grade are un-
doubtedly the sensual, inasmuch as they alone
can ally us to the bruto. But the exercise of
romance is limited to the mind ; and mental ex
eroise exalts us above the animal creation. In.
tollectual culture is indeed that upon which, as
Sallust remarks, man should bestow the greatest
care, lest he become debased and grovelling.
We find it is true, that limits are assigned to
every indulgence, beyond which, the exercise of
faculties cannot extend with impunity. But
within thess limits, their cultivation and enjoy,
ment attaches no degree of guilt to their pus-
sessor.

Rochester, May 1839.

W-fi tten for the Q e m .
CORSELET AND LACING.

No. 2 .
Mr. Editor—Having proposed to make a few

physiological suggestions to the Ladies, under
this head, we will now enter upon the inquiry
into the nature of muscular action, and the ef-
fects of the Corselet and Lacing on their power
of action.
* It may be generally known, that muscles are
bundles or portions of fibres, as are seen com.
posing the red flesh, which, by contractile pro-
perties, constitute the moving powers of the
body. They are usually found to arise by ten-
dinous or cord like beginnings from fixed or im-
movable parts of bones, then becoming fleshy,
and again tendinous, are inserted or attached to
moveable bones; and when made to act by con-
tractions,produce motion of the moveable parts.
By the various arrangements of the muscles in
all animals, eve\y description of animal motion
is produced, some of which motions are volun-
tary and some involuntary. These muscles ex-
ert more or less power, acccording to various
motions they have to perform. Tiieir action
comes under the mechanical rule, in a good de-
gree, that as speed is increased, their power is
diminished, and vice versa. In order that the
muscles may act with firmness and efficiency,
they need bandaging down firmly, that their
power of action may be properly directed.
But in this there is no defect left by nature for
the ingenuity of our modish ladies to supply.
Every muscle is provided with what iscalled its
fascia, or nponeurosis, which is an expansion of
a ligamentous covering omposed of fibrous
filaments, admirably adapted to the support of
the muscles whenever it is needed. All the
muscles for whatever use or wherever found are
excited to action by the influence of the nerves,
and without their influence, no motion could
be produced, nor sensation felt. Nature seems
to require a suitable degree of exertion for all
the muscles to keep them in good tone and con-
dition for action, Univcrsil experience teaches
e^ery careful observer that proper exercise in.
vigoraleB the system and promotes the health,
and on the contrary, ease and indolence contri-
bute readily to produce feebleness of muscular
action and derangements of the nervous system
also.

In the application of the Corselet, we observe
the wearer, instead of graceful movements of
the body forwards, backwards, or laterally, is
subjected invariably to an unnatural, stiff, and
awkward appearance. This contrivance being
lashed firmly to the body, by the pulley princi-
pled stays, the muscles of the chest, back, and
abdomen, are much counteracted in their neces
gaiy and healthful functions ; and the heart, the
lung«, the stomach, the liver, all are made to
participate, in the uneasiness, the debility, and
inevitable diseases that will sooner or later fol.

low these evil habits. I will admit that the de-
bility, consequent on the want of suitable exer-
cise of the muscles is not confined to any class
of individuals.

It is a lamentable fact, that by the time the
young gentlemen of our country go through the
usual routing of studies, in confined apartments'
for either of the learned professions, their
bodily health become impaired, so that in nu-
merous cases, years of active life are required
before they are fully recovered. But the cases
of fashionable females are often still more de-
plorable. When malformations of their bodies
have been produced by their corselets and stays^
no hope of entire restoration to health again,
can ever reasonably be indulged by them. It is
no doubt true, that the energy of the action of
the diaphragm, the pectoral and abdominal mus.
cles with their facial coverings may be restored,
to action by laying aside the Corselet and cord,
age, but the deformity of the chest, and the
curvatures of the spine which are often produc.
ed by them, will not be recovered, through the
remainder of a miserable existence. Yet how
often we hear the use of these instruments of
disease and death, strenuously urged by many
who have been in the habit of wearing them,
because they afford great support ? They no
doubt do, like the tiplcrs' drams, afford tempo-
rary and partial relief from languor and debili-
ty, but they are alike desperate remedies. In
short, to sum up this matter in order to arrive
at correct and incontrovertible conclusions, let
us refer to the strong evidence of occular de
monstrations, by comparing the constitutions of
those of simple diet and habits, whose symme-
try of form has never suffered martyrdom by
erroneous fashions, whose bodily health, has
been preserved and invigorated by athletic and
laborious exercises ; and when they arrive at
the elevated stations of discreet and chaste
mothers, they are the most likely to be blessed
with a numerous and a healthful offspring.
Compare those with that class of our Ladies
who have narrowed up their chests to deformity
and produced all the train of evils that usually
accompany—of wan countenance—feeble health
—nervous derangements—a host of maladies
that follow in their train? Now I would sub-
mit the question to candid Christian mothers to
decide, which of the two classes are most befit,
ting the legitimate purposes of our Creator?
And to their candor, also, I would appeal to
know what possible motives could actuate the
leaders of fashions, in such uncouth deformi-
ties and designs ? Should they refer to the
Boulwards of Paris as the head quarters of fash-
ion and genteel company, can they give full BF.
Burance, that from thence flow chaste and pure
streams of moral rectitude? Would they not
question whether Christianity had any influence
in directing their faith and practice in these
matters ? and rather conclude lhat they were
more influenced by unholy desires to lead unwa-
ry youths in the ways of harlotine^impiety and
transgression ?

I should like to make a few remarks on the
effects of the Corselet and Lacing, upon the
vital organs, but must omit them at this time.

Yours, &c. L.

A wine merchant in the city left a suspected
assistant, in his cellar tho other day, and said to
him, "Now, lest you drink the wine while I am
away, I will chalk your month, so lhat I may
know it," Ho then rubbed his nail across the
man's lips and pretended to leave the mark of
chalk on them. The n:an drank of the wine,
and t*> be even with his master, chalked his
mouth and thus discovered himself.

FOREIGN CORRESPONDENCE.

LISBON, April 2, 1839.
Saturday is substituted for the Erst day of

the week, and Christ's ascension is celebrated.
Festivity and merriment ia the order of the day.
The churches are decorated, and merry music
echoes within their walls, instead of the solemn
chaunts of other days. Judus Iaoariot is hung
in effigy from the yard arms of the men of war,
and may be seen suspended by ropes between
the walls of buildings; in other places, stand-
ing on a platform across the street, assailed on
one side by a figure representing a soldier with
a spear, while another is in the act of cutting
him down with a drawn sword, and as you pass
on, you meet a mob dragging him, in another
place, through the streets, followed by decent
looking men and boys, piercing the defuncked
bundle of rags with as much apparent earnest,
ness as though it was the real personage. The
plumed warrior, in his gayest dress, parades the
streets, and the several bands belonging to the
army, march from place to place serenading.—
At 12 o'clock the churches, soms forty or fifty
of which have chimes of bells—played waltzes
and other animating tunes; when with the
sound of the bugle, the trumpet, drum and bat.
tie horse, the roar of artillery, mingled with
the shouts of the multitude, one might well im-
agine that Bedlam had broke loose upon the
world again.

I am aware that i f I was writing merely to
amuse you, I could not so well succeed as by
giving you an account of. my daily rounds,
made up of the thousand mistakes which one is
liable to make amongst strangers, whose lan-
guage he does not understand, and the many a.
musing anecdotes that occur. This would re-
quire a letter for each day, and knowing as you
do the great inconvenience, not to say suffering,
it occasions me to write at any time, I am sure
you will take the will for the deed. I have been
in the habit of making short excursions into
the country, sometimes on horseback and again
on a donkey, which are much the safest, over
the hill roads of this country. If you ever rode
a sheep, you will have some conceptions of a
donkey. The first time I rode one, I was sure
that if I had been in my own country, the peo-
pie would liBve imagined that the renowned
Knight of La Mancha had risen from the dead
and was about making another pilgrimage upon
earth, in defence of helpless virgins. My pan-
taloons were unstrapped and slipped up over the
top of my boots The wind blew hard and it re.
quired one hand to hold my hat on and the other
to hold myself in the saddle, and my coat was
at least three sheets in the wind, the skirts
Bilking out straight behind ; and to cap the cli-
max, and carry out the similitude of Don Qaix.
ottc's overthrow by the wind mills, my donkey
tumbled down and left mo sprawling on the
pavements. Nothing disheartened by the mis-
hap of this, my first donkeyship, and meeting
with some Englishmen, several of them cap.
tains of vessels lyin^ in port, who wanted to go
to the country, for a ride, we crossed the river
to Cacilius, upon one of the holy days, when
all Lisbon go merrymaking. Not one of us
could speak Portuguese, and as we landed, we
were met by some hundred men and boys, with
their donkeys, each anxious to soil their beast;
surrounded on all sides by this noisy rabble, it
was impossible to go ahead or retreat : tho more
we tried to explain to Ihem that we did not
want them, the more vociferous they'became ;
they did not understand us, nor did we any more
them—tho jargon of the lower classes is an
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amalgamation of iho confusion of Babel—and
in order to show the dexterity of their beasts,
•ome of them would whip them, others would
stick long spikes, with which they drive them,
into them, to make them kick up ; and no poor
•et of devils were ever more seriously beset,
than we were for a time. I was smaller than
the rest of the company, and succeeded in
climbing up into the porch of a house, out of
the way of the donkeys and drivers, when I laid
down and laughed myself out of breath, to see
the fat Englishmen, puffing, wheezing and
swearing at the Portuguese, pushing tbis way
and that way, till at last, one of them, more
sprightly than the rest, climbed up into the
porch of a church, and hauled up after him,
two or three others; the rest climbed over walls
and rushed into such houses as they could find
to take shelter in, when their tormenters found
it was no go, and made off to assail another
boat load of passengers which were about land-
ing. After getting away and viewing the town,
on our return, we found a Portuguese who could
•peak English, and, through hie assistance,bar-
gained for donkeys, and all started for the coun-
try. Some of the riders were much larger than
the beasts; this was the time for the painter to
note positions. Sailors are odd horsemen at
the best,su6h donkey-men were never before and
probably never again will mount one of the
beasts. One of them had hold of the mane
with one hand, and the other hold of the erup.
per, to keep from falling off; while another
would catch an ear in one hand and fasten the
other in the manejfe and so on, to an endless
variety of positions—pantaloons shoved up and
feet sticking q ite through the stirrup-leather.
In this position we started, and then came the
tug of war. Each donkey is followed by a dri-
ver, plying the whip and slicking the spike in-
to them, to make them push ahead and perform
their work quick, in order to be ready for anoth-
er expedition. We got on very well so long as
our route was up hill, but when we began to
descend, and the boys to crowd the donkeys,
crying boot, which means go, the Englishmen
shouted, "hot belay that, belay that, make fast,
boys? The boys did not heed them in the least,
but pressed on, the people from the wrfidows of
the houses and in the streets, laughing and
shouting with merriment at our predicament,
crying out "inglos&, lnglosi." They call us all
inglosa, for no body else ridus the donkey so
awkwardly. We had not gone far, before one
of the company broke his stirrups and rolled off
into the sand. Another turned his saddle and
pitched headlong info the dirt, till at the end of
two miles, one half of the company had pitched
oft, rolled off or tumbled off, rolling in the dirt
and mud, to the amusement of a mob of boys
that followed as, and the people along the way;
half of the balance abandoned their beasts and
walked back to town, satisfied with donkey ri-
ding; some a little bruised, but all amused a
the novelty of the adventure.

Who'll turn Grindstone ?—When I was a lit-
tie boy, Messrs. Printers, I remember one cold
winter's morning, I was accosted by a smilling
man, with an axe on his shoulder :—"my pretty
bov." said he, "has your father a grindstone 7"
"Yes sir," said I. "You are a fine little fellow,"
paid he, "will you let me. grind my axe on it?"
Pleased with his compliment of "fine little fd-
jow—«»• O, yes eir," I answered, "it is down in
the shop ;" "and will you my man," said ho,
patting me on the head, "geta little hot vrater?"
How could I refuse 1 Iran, and soon brought
a kettle full. "How old are you and what's
your name ?" continued he, without waiting for
a replyt "I am B u r e y°u a r e °nc of ihe finest
lads that 1 hare ever seen ; will you just turn a
few minutes for me?*' Tickled with the flatte-

ry, like a little fool I went to work, and bitterly
did I rue the day. It was a new axe, and I toil-
ed and tugged till I was almost tired to death.
The Bchool-bell rung, and I could not gut away
—my hands were blistered, and it was not half
ground. At length, however, the axe was shar-
pened, and the man turned to me with, "Now,
you little rascal, you've played the truant, scud
to school, or you'll rue it." Alas! thought I, it
was hard enough to turn grindstone this cold
day, but now to be called a rascal, was too
much. It sunk deep in my mind, and often have
I thought of it since.

When I see a merchant over polite to his cus-
tomers—begging them to taste a little brandy,
and throwing his goods on the counter—thinks
I that man has an axe to grind.

When I see a man of doubtful character, pat-
ting a girl on the cheek—praising her sparkling
eye and ruby liu, and giving her a sly squeeze,
beware, my girl, thinks I, or you will find to
your sorrow, that you have been turning the
grindstone for a villain.

When I see a man flattering the people, mak-
ing great professions of liberty, who is in pri-
vate life a tyrant—methinks, look out good
people, that fellow would set you turning grind-
stones.

When I see a man hoisted into office by par.
ty spirit—without a single qualification to ren-
der him either respectable or useful—alas ! me-
thinks, deluded people, you are doomed for a
season to turn the grindstone for a booby !

Mr. Franky A , who was a gentleman of
good parts and infinite humor, used with much
pleasantry to relate the following anecdote, as
having occurred lo4iimself when a young man.
A young lady in the neighborhood had won his
affections and he had commenced paying her
his addresses. During the courtship he some-
times supped with the lady's family, when he
was always regaled with a homely dish of milk
and mush, and being of a serious turn, was gen-
erally invited to say grace over the meal. The
supper Franky did not take amiss, as the fami
ly of the fair one was in but moderate circum.
stances, and being himself poor, he admired
such domestic economy ; besides, he wa9 satisfi-
ed, provided he could 'obtain the affections of
his dulcinca. " The course of true love." it is
said, " never did run smooth," and Franky
chanced to have a rival who was much richer
than himself. One evening when he was visit,
ing his charmer, after the board had been spread
with the frugal meal of mush and milk, but be.
fore the family had taken their seats at the table,
some one spied Franky's rival riding up. Im-
mediately " a change came o'er the" substance
of the meal. "As if by magic, the table was
cleared of its load, and nought remained to tell
the tale, but the clean white cloth. In the
course of a short time, however, the table was
again furnished, not as before, but with the suit-
able appendages for making tea, and with warm
bread, such as is hastily baked, and in common
parlance called " short cake." When all was
ready, as was the custom, brother A was
invited to say grace, who with due solemnity,
handd folded, and eyes closed, pronounced the
following impromptu benediction :

" The Lord be praised,
How I'm amazed,

To see how things have mended;
Here's shori cake and ten,
For supper I sec,

Where mush and milk was intended."
It is almost unnecessary to add, that, after

this grace, Franky never returned to woo his
lady love, but left her to the undisturbed pns.
session of his more fortunate rival.—Cecil Ga.
zetle.

I saw a pale mourner stand bending over the
tomb, and his tears fell fast and often. As he
raised his humid eyes to hea.cn, he cried, " My
brother!—oh ! my brother!"

A sage passed that way, and said,
" For whom dost thou mourn ?"
"One," replied he. "whom I did not auffi-

ciently love while living: but whose incstima.
ble worth I now feel."

" What woulJst thou do if he were restored
to lhe«J V'

The mourner replied, that he would never of.
fend him by an unkind word, but would take
every occasion to show his friendship, if he
could but come back to his fond embrace.

" Then waste not thy time in useless grief,"
said the sage, " but thou hast friends, go and
cherish the living, remembering that they will,
one day, be dead also."

A Noble Example of Posthumous Honor.—
A case which be ongs to that species of
heaven-born charity, which is twice blessed,
has been exhibited by a Military Company at
Mobile. Some years since, on the sudden
death of Mr. Morris Wheeler, a popular mem-
ber of that volunteer corps, his brother soldiers
united in paying every public tribute of respect
to his memory. Mr. W. was a native of this
city, and a member of one of our oldest fami.
lies; many of our readers, therefore, will be
gratified to learn that the corps—the Mobile Ri.
flii Company—as a further testimony of frater-
nal regard, resolved to bring up and educate his
only daughter, then a little child. Thus far the
trust, we are happy to learn, has been faithfully
executed, and ample funds have been provided
for the increased expenditure required by ad-
vancing years.

We learn by the Mobile Journal, of the 16th,
that the interesting eloe of the company, Miss
Ann Wheeler, now an intelligent girl of 11
yeais, sailed the day previous for New York,
in the ship Floridian. Here at the North she
will receive, at the best schools, every advan-
tage of mental and moral cultivation, such as
her young and liberal benefactors desire to be.
slow upon the orphan of their deceased friend.
—Newark Adv.

True Charity.—A poor old woman had orders
from a butcher to come to his stall every mar-
ket-day for a portion of meat, which a bene-
volent individual (who desired to be unknown)
gave regularly to several indigent industrious
persons. On day she vas receiving it as usual,
and chanced to see Mr. B. (reputed to be equal.
Iv rich and covetous) standing near and observ-
ing the distribution or' the meat; in a burst of
grateful eloquence and virtuous indignation, she
exclaimed, " Ah, how long will it be before you
do as much for the poor ? God bless trie giv-
er!"

Mr. B. and the butcher exchanged a furtive
glance, and the latter was interested afterward
to hear the former declare that he " then reap,
ed the full reward of his gifts, when he found
that he could so well bear her reproaches." He
was the unknown benefactor.

"Hold your head up.1'—We like to see a pret.
ty young woman, as she trips gaily and grace,
fully along the street, hold her herd up with a
modest boldness, but we once in a while see one
ot the dear creatures dashing along with such a
"who's afraid 7 and " look down all opposition"
kind of air, that we are almost inclined to whir,
per to her that she would appear althogether
more lovely and interesting if%he were to lowetf
her peak a little. We saw a fine looking wo.
man promenading Washington street, the other
day, with her head raised so high and thrown
back so far. that it seamed to disdain all con.
ncxion with and apparently headless trunk.
Verily, thought we, lliere is such a thing as car-
rying the head too far back as well as ioo high

An Apt Retort.—A merchant of Providence,
and a man quite celebrated afterwards for his
liberality and public spirit, was the owner of a
most fortunate privateer which sailed out of the
port of Providence. On one occasion, when
he had just unshipped a cargo of sugar, &.c.
taken from a very rich prize, in rolling it into
the yard, one of the hogsheads stove, and a
quantity of sugar fell out. A poor woman in
the neighborhood, seeing the disaster, ran and
filled her apron. Mr. B. from the loft of his
store, called out,

•'What are you doing there 7"
The poor woman, looking up, answerod,

"Privateering, sir."

An Irishman named Gallagher was commitcd
to prison in Philadelphia on Wednesday, for
murdi-ring his wife. He ment only to " give
her a bating"—nothing was further from his in.
tent than her, death—but the magistrates shut
him up nevertheless.— Whig.

An Irishman was brought up before the mag.
istrate for marrying six wivos. The magistrate
ask'jd him how he could be so hardened a vill.
iati. " Plcasp your worship," says Paddy, " I
was trying to get a good one."

Ii's my luck exclaims every man when he
meets with a misfortune. An Italian poet once
said, in a fit of despair, that if he had been bred
a halter, men would have been boru without
head*.
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100 THE GEM AND LADIE'S AMULET.

Writt en f or the Gem.

FILIAL DUTY.
Thy father who, with locks of snow,

Why thus his aged temples clad 7
"Why droops he o'er his staff so low,

With trembling limbs and visage sad?
Care hath his brow with wrinkles scar'd,

His flowing locks arc fled away.
And time with tyrant sceptre innrr'd

The glory of his manhood's sway.

How oft that palsied hand hath led
Thine infant footsteps, weak with fear,

How gently bow'd his reverend head,
Thy childish broken taJe to bear;

And when thy wayward feet have strayed
Mid youthful follies rashly free,

Those lips, invok'd at midnight's shade,
The pardon of thy God, for tbee.

If, from his speech should dotage flow,
Or eye, or ear, be dull and dsad,

Thou, to his second childhood show,
The love that smooth'd thy cradle bed ;

Grieve not thy sire ! for if his love,
TTnbIest,or unrequited be;

He whom thou callest thy sire above
Will bend a judges frown on th.ee.

The following ode, written for the occasion by Gren-
ville Mellen, and set to music by Thomas Hastings,
was sung in excellent taste, at a recent meeting of the
New York City Temperance Society.

The giant men of old
Who walk'damid the vine,

Saw earth's first royal age of gold.
Ere the Poet sang of wine !

They saw no shadow on their path
Cast from a shadow'd soul.

Nor heard the Demon's voice of wrath,
Tiie Demon of the bowl I

They trod like conquerors,
Led by the light of GOD—

And champions of our roble cause
P.aas'd to their forest sod !

Our noble cause!—whose armor binds
Oitr frames about with walls.

And marks for Hope and Heaven our minds
When the shrine is bow'd, and fulls !

How walk we now the earth,.
Sons of a dimmer day ?

With spirits of a madden'd mirth,
Along this pilgrim way !

'Mid city and the mountain wood,
From poison'd fount and cup.

Unknown in earth's first solitude,
The sacrifice goes up.

Men of the brighter years!
Though not a nobler age,

Let yours of gladness be the tears
Along that pilgrimage—

Tread onward like a girded band,
For the spirit mnrk'd for heaven—

Ye tread to good and great command,
To God and glory given.

From the JVew-York American.
STANZAS.

BY LIEUT. G. W. PATTEN, D. S. A.

" OH ! LET US DIK LIKE MEN."
Written previous to the Battle of the Okachubbe.

Roll out the banner on the air,
And draw your swords of flame!

The forming squadrons fust prepare
To take the field of Fame.

With measur'd step your columns dun
Close up along the glen,

If we must die. ere set of sun,
Oh! let us die like men.

W e seek the foe from night till morn,
A foe we do not sec—

Go roll the drum, and wind the horn,
And tell him here are we.

In idle strength we watch a prey
That lurks by marsh and fen ;

But shouid he strike our lines to-day.
Oh ! let us die like men.

'Tis not to right a kinsman's wrongs
With bristling ranks we come;—

Our sisters sing their evening songs
Far in a peaceful home.

W e battle nt OUT country's call
The savage in his den ;

If in such struggle we must fall,
Oh ! let us die like men.

Remember boys, that mercy's dower
Is lifc to him who yields ;

Remember, that the hand of power
Is strongest when it shields.

Keep honor like yout sabres, bright;
Shame coward fear—and then,

If we MUST perish in the fight
Oh ! let us Cie like men.

The world's a Printing Htiuse. Our words & thoughts,
And deeds, are characters of various sizes ;

Each soul is a compositor, whose faults
Tin- Lcviteumay correct, but Heaven revises.

Den'h is the eotnmon press, from whence being driven,
We're gathered, sheet by sheet, and bound for Heaven.

From the London Christian Observer.
THE VAUDOIS MISSIONARY.

An old Catholic writer, (see ReineruB Saccho's book,
A. D. , 1259,) complains that "the manner in which
the Waldonses and the heretics disseminated their prin-
ciples among the Catholic gentry was by carrying with
them a box of trinkets, or articles of dress. Having en.
tered a house of a family of the gentry,, and disposed of
some of their goods, they intimated that they had com-
modities far more valuable than these—inestimable
jewels which they would show if they could be sure of
protection. They would then give their purchasers a
Bible or Testament, and thereby many were deluded
into heresy." The following graceful stanaas are the
poetical version of Reinerus Saccho's statement t

" Oh! lady fair, these silks of mine
Are beautiful and rare—

And these pearls are pure, and mild to behold,
And with radiant light they vie;

I have brought them with me a weary way,
Will my gentle lady buy 1"

And the lady smiled on the worn oldi
Through the dark and clustering curls.

Which veiled her brow as she bent to view
His silks and glittering pearls ;

And she placed their price in the old man's hand,
And lightly turned away ;

But she paused at the wanderer's earnest call—
" My gentle lady, stay !"

" Oh! lady fair, I have yet a gem
Which a purer lusture flings,

Than the diamond flash of the Jewelled crown
On the lofty head of kings :

A wonderful pearl of exceeding price,
Whose virtue shall not decay ;

Whose lieht shall be as a spell to thee,
And a blessing on thy way !"

The lady glanced at the mirroring str-el
Where her youthful form was seen,

Whereher eyes shone clear, and her dark loeks waved
Their clasping pearls between :—

" Bring for;h thy pearl of exceeding worth,
Thou traveller gray and old,

And name the price of thy precious gem,
And my pages shall count thy gold."

The cloud went off from the pilgrim's brow,
As a small and meagre book,

Unchased with gold or diamond gem,
From his folding robe he took—

" Here, lady fair, is the pearl of price—
May it prove as such to thee !

Nay—keep thy gold, I ask it not—
For the word of Godisfree."

The hoary traveller went his way,
But the gift he left behind

Hath had its pure and perfect work
On that high born maiden's mind ;

And she hath turned from her pride of sin
To the lowliness cf truth.

And gave her humble heart to God
In its beauteous hour of youth.

And she hath left the old gray halls
Where her former faith had power,

The courtly knights of her father's train,
And the maidens of her bower -,

And she hath gone to the Vaudois vale,
By lordly feet untrod,

Where the poor and needy of earth are rich
In the perfect love of God.

W E S T W A R D , HO!
Arranged to a popular western melody, by Charles E .

Horn, and dedicated to George D, Prentice, Esq. The
words by George P. Morrii.

Droop not, brothers,
As we go

O'er the mountains,
Westward, ho !

Under bouglis of mi6letoe,
Log-huis we'll rear,

While herds of deer and buffaloe
Furnish the cheer !

File o'er the mountains—steady, boys!
For game afar

W e have our rifles ready, boys !
Aha!

Throw care to the winds,
Like chaff, boys!—ha!

And join in the luugh, boys!
Hah—hah—hah !

Cheor up, brothers!
As we go,

O'er the mountains,
Westward, ho!

When we've wood and prairie-land,
Won by our toil,

We'll reign like kings in fairy land,
Lords of the soil!

Then westward, ho ! in legions, boys!
Fair freedom's star

Points to her sunset regions, boys !
Aha!

Throw care to the winds.
Like chaff, boys!—lm!

And join in the laugh, boys!
Hah—hall—hah!

THE INDIAN CHIEF.

BY W. H. C. HOSMBR.

Within a wild deserted wood
Through which a river rolled,

An Indian Chieftain fearless stood,
With saddened look, yet bold ;

And brooding o'er his country's woes,
His grief to indignation rose.

Is tliis the land—is this the land
Which gave my fathers birth?

Which nature formed with cunning hand,
A chosen spot of enrth!

Oh no, 'tis not the chosen place,
Its beauty withered with my race.

Those hearts of fire, too proud to die,
Remain not now the same;

That tameless look and eagle eye,
Have changed for brow of shame,

For happiness and glory fled
Before the white man's withering tread.

' The flower which blossoms in the shade,
Would wither in tbc summer air;

And nature has the Indian made
To bloom and flourish there.

But when our wilds and grove decay,
Our race, like spring flowers, pass away.

Our council fires no longer shine,
Our maids no longer sing -,

That leafless and that branchless pine,
Southed by the lightning's wing,

Ii proper emblem of the race
Who have no home, no resting place.

What binds me to existence now 1
Can I revenge my country's wrongs t

Or shall my eagle spirit bow 1 '
Not life but misery prolongs.

He spoke—and plunging" in the wave,
Within its bosom found a grave.

W O N D E R S AND MURMURS.
BY s. c. HALL.

Strange that the wind should be left so free,
To play with a flower or tear a tree; ,
To range or to ramble wherever it will,
And, as it lists, to be fierce or still;
Above and around, to breathe of life,
Or to mingle the earth and sky in strife,
Gently to whisper, with morning light.
Yet to growl like a fettered fien't ere night!
Or to love, and cherish and bless, to-day!
What to-morrow it ruthlessly rends away !

Strange, that the Sun should call into birth
AH the fairost flowers and fruits of earth,
Then bid them perish, and see them die,
While they cheer the soul and gladden the eye ;
At morn its child is the pride of spring—
At night a shrivelled and loathsome thing 1
To-day, there is hope and life in its breath,
To-morrow, it shrinks to a useless death ;
Strange doth it seem, that the sun should joy
To give life, alone that it might destroy 1

Strange, that the Ocean should come and go,
With its daily and nightly ebb and flow—
To bear on its placid breast at morn,
The bark that, ere night, will be tempest torn \
Or cherishit all the way, it must roam,
To leave it a wreck, within sight of home,
To smile, as the mariner's toijl are o'er,
Then wash the dead to his conlge door ;
And gently ripple along the strand,
To watch the window behin.l him land.

But stranger than all, that man should die,
When his plans are formed and his hopes are high;
He walks forth a lord of Die earth to-day,
And the morrow beholds him apart of .its clay ;
He is born in sorrow and cradled in pain.
And from youth to age—it is labor in vain ;
And all that seventy years can show,
Is. that wealth is trouble, and wisdom wo ;
That he travels a path of care and strife,
Who drinks of the poisoned cup of life.

Alas! if we murmur at things like these.
That reflection tells us are wise decrees •,
That the wind is not ever agc)ule brputh—
That the sun is often the bearer of (tenth—
That the ocean wave is not always sti.l—
And life is chequered with good and ill;
If we know tis well euch change should be,
What do we learn from the things we see ?

That an erring and sinful child of dust
Should not wonder nor murmur—but hope and trust.

"Much yet remains unsung," as will be seen
by the following splendid verse :
"Al hail, thou glorious moon

Bright as a new pan ;
Thou brightest, roundest, noblest source

Of bread and cheese to man !"

Absence of Mind.—A back woods editor says_
"We stop the fire to announce that a press has
broken out, and is likely to do great damage."

The Boston Times says, "Give us old Ver-
mont yet for true religion, beautiful women,
fine sheep, &nd good shingle timber."

AGENTS FOR THE GBM A N D AMULET.
ARTEMAS ENOS, Traveling Agent.

Luke Wells, Amber, Onondaga county, New York.
Z. Barney, Adams, Jefferson county, do do
3. P. Brock, Branchport, Vates county, do do *
Cyrus P. Lee, Buffalo. (P. O.) Erie^co., do do
K. B. Brown, Browsville, Windsor co..> Vermont.
Alonzo Bennett, Berrien, Berrien eo., Michigan
J. H. Blue, Chariton, Mo.
G. M. Copeland, Clarendon, Orleans co., New York.
Miss E- A, Adnms. Canandnigun, Ontario co., do do
E. Maxwell. Emilia, Chemung co., do do
A. Fowler, Fowlerville, Livingston co., do do
W. C. French, Gamhier, Knox co., Ohio.
S. Hunt, Hunt's Hollow, Allegany co.,
E. B. Warner, Lima, Livingston co.,
A. H. Eddy, Marion, Wayne Co ,
Israel Pcnnlngton, Macon, Lenuwa co., Michigan
K. W.Townsend, Newark, Wayne co., New York.
P b. Church, Oakfield, Genesee co., do do
Henry Henion, Rushville.Ontnrio co., do do
S. Reeve, Scnecti Fulls, Seneca co., do do
N. G. SUepard. SouUi Avon, Liv. Co., do do
D.CummiiiL's, South LeRoy,sGens Co., do do
Snwal Brintnall, Wiitertown, Jeff. Co., do do
Pi st Master, Uth-a. l icking Co., Ohio

ROCHESTER.

New York.
do do
do do

E OF Tilt;
CORNER OP BUFFALO AND STATE
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THE MERCHANT'S DAUGHTER AND
THE JUDGE.

BY CAPTAIN MARRYATT.
It was the land of poetry and song—the land

peopled with the memoirs of the mighty past—.
the land over which the shadows of a long re-
nown rested more glowingly than a present
glory. It was beautiful Italy ; the air, like a
ewcet odour, was to the senses as soft thoughts
are to the mind or tender feelings to the heart,
breathing Berenity and peace. That sweet air
swept balmily over the worn brow of an invalid,
giving in the pallid hue of his1 countenance
the first faint dawn of returning health.

The eye of the invalid was fixed on the dark
characters of a book in cumbrous binding and
massive clasps, which the Roxburgh club
would now consider an invaluable block letter ;
and so absorbed was he in its perusal, that he
heard not the approaching steps of visitors, un-
til the sound of their greetings roused him from
his meditationg.

4 The saints have you in their keeping !' said
his elder visiler. a man whose brow bore traces
of age, though time had dealt leniently with
him.

The dear Madonna bless you !' ejaculated
his other visiter, a young girl with the large
flashing eye, the pure oval face, and the classic
contour of Italy.

The invalid bowed his head to each of these
salutations,

•And now,'said the merchant, for such was
the elder visitor, ' that your wounds are heal-
ing and your strength returning,may we not in-
quire of your kin and country.'

A slight flush passed over the pale face of the
eick man ; he was silent for a moment, as if
communing with himself, and then replied, 'I
am of England, and a soldier, albeit of the low.
estrank.' .

' Of England !' hastily responded the mer-
chant, of England! of heretic England! He
crossed himself devoutly, and started back as if
afraid of contamination.

I may not deny home and country,' replied
the soldier mildly.

But I should incur the church's censure for
harboring thee !' exclaimed the merchant! 'thou
knowest not what pains and penalties may be
mine for doing thee this service !'

'Then let rue forth,' replied the soldier, ' you
have been to me a good Samaritan ; and I *. ould
•not requite you with evil; let me goon my
way, and may the blessing of heaven be upon
you in the hour of your own need.'

4 Nay, nay, I said not so. Thou hast, not yet
strength for the travel, and besides England
was once one of the brightest jewels in our holy
fathet's crown, and she might reconcile herself
again ; but I fear me, she will not, for your
master Henry is a violent hol-b o^ed man, and
he hath torn away the kingdom from apostolic
care. Know you not that your land is under
interdict, and that I, as a true san of the holy
mother church, ought not lo bo exchanging
words with thee !'

4 Even so,' replied the soldier, but there are
many who think the king's grace hardly dealt
bv '

•The shepherd knoweth best how lo keep his
fold,'replied the merchant hastily; 'but you
are the king's soldier; you take his pay, you
eat his bread, and doubtless ought to hope best
for him, and even so do. I. I would that he
mieht repent and humble himself, and then our
holy father would again receive him into the
fold ; but now I bethink me thou wert reading ;
what were thy etudies?'

The brow of ihe soldier clouded—he hesita-
terl a moment, but then gathering up his rcsolu-
tion, he replied, 4in the din of battle this book
was my breastplate, in the hour of sickness my
best balm,' and he laid the open volume before
the merchant.

4 Holy saint!' exclaimed the merchant, cros-
sing himself, and drawing back as he beheld the
volume which his church had closed against the
layman. * Thou art among the heretics who
bring down a curse upon thy land !' Nay, thy
sojourn here may bring down malcdiftions up-
on me and mine ! upon ray house and home !—
But thou Bhalt forth! I will not harbor Ihce ! I
will deliver thee over to the church, that she
may chasten thee ! Away from him, my child !
away from him!'

The soldier sat sad and solitary, watching
the dying light of the sun as he passed majes.
tically on the shrine jn other lands. One ray
rested on the thoughtlul brow of the lonely man
as he sat bracing up his courage to meet the
perilous future. As he thus mused, a soft voice
broke upon his reverie.

1 You are thinking of your own far offhome.
said the Italian girl : ' how I wish that all I
love had but one home—it is a grief to have so
many homes !'

'There is such a home,' replied the soldier.
'Ah !' replied Emilia, I but they say that her-

etics come not there ! Promise me that you
will not be a heretic any longer.'

The soldier smiled, and sighed.
4 You guess why I am here to night,' resumed

the Italian girl. You think I am come to
tell you to seek your own land and home, and
therefore, you smiled,and you just breathed one
little sigh because you leave the bright sun
and me.'

'Am I then to leave you, perhaps to be deliv-
ered over to your implacable church ?'

Emilia crossed herself. No, no, go to your
own land and be happy. Here is money ; my
father could not deny me when I begged it of
him with kisses and with tears. Go and be hap-
py, and forget us.'

ftcver !' exclaimed the soldier earnestly—
' never ! and you, my kind and gentle nurse,
my good a*.gel<—you who have brought hope to
my pillow, and b.guiled the sad hours of sick
ness in a foreign land—words are but poor
things to thank thee with.'

4 I shall sec you no more,' said the yonng Ital-
ian, ' and what shall makime happy when you
are gone ? Who will telllrnc tales of floods and
fields ? I have bnen happy while you was here,
and y«t we met very sadly. My heart stood
(Still when we first found von covered with
blood, on our way back to Milan after the bat-
tic. You had crept under a lWdge, as we tho't
to die. But I took courage to lay my hand up-
on your heart, and it still beat; so we brought
you home; and never has a morning passed,
but I have gathered the sweetest flowers to'
freshen your sick pillow ; and while you were
insensibie in that terrible fever, I used to steal
into your chamber and knee at your bed foot,
and pray for the Madonna's care. And when
you revived you smiled at my flowers.and when
you had voice to speak, thanked oie.'

Emilia's voice was lost in sots, and wb.it
wonder if one from m*ah's sterner mingled with
them ?

The mofrow came. The Italian girl gather,
ed a last flower, and gave it in tearful sMunce to
the soldier. He kissed the fragrant gift, and
then with a momentary boldness, the fair hand
that gave it, and departed. The ytfune girl
watched his footsteps till they were lost toTfight,
listening to them till they were lost to sound,
and then abandoned herself to weeping.

4 Thou art sad, dear daughter,* said a venera-
ble father to his child, as they traversed that
once countrified expanse through which we jos.
tie on our way from the city to Westminister.—
Thou art sad, dear daughter.' f

' Nay, my father,' replied the maiden, I
would not be so ; but it is hard lo wear a cheer-
ful countenance when—'

1 The heart is sad, thou would'st say—'
Nay, I mean it not.'

I have scare seen thee smile since we entered
this England—I may not say this heretic Eng-
land.'

' Hush ! dear father, hush ! the winds may
whisper it; see you not that we are surrounded
by a multitude.'

They are running mad to some revelry.'
' Let us leave the path, then,1 said tho girl, 'it

suits not our fallen fortunes, or our dishonored
faith, to seem to mingle in this stream of folly.
Doubtless the king hath some new pageantry.

Well, and if it be so,' replied the father,
'haply the gewgaw and the Bhow might bring
back the truant smile to thy lip, and lost lustre
to thine eye. Thou art too young to bo thus
moodily sad. See how anxious.how eager, how
happy seem this multitude ! not one care-worn
brow !—thou mayest catch their cheerfulness.
We will go with the stream.'

The girl offered no further resistance. They
were strangers in the land; poor, almost penni-
less. They had come from their own country
to reclaim a debt which one of the nobles of the
court had incurred in more prosperous days,
when the merchant was rich in silver, And gold
and merchandise.

The vast throng poursd on, swelling uniil it
became a mighty tide ; the bells pealed out, the
cannon bellowed, human voices augmented the
din. The Thames was lined on either bank ;
every building on its margin crowded, and its
surface peopled. Every sort of aquatic vosaei
covered its bosom, so that the flowing river
seemed rather .some broad road teeming with*
life. Galley a"t-:r galley, glittering with the gold
and the pu:ple, came on, laden with the wealth,
and the pride, and the beauty of the land, and\
presently the acclamation of a thousand voices,"
r^rit the skies, ' The King! the king ! long
live the king !' He catne—Henry the VIII.,
came, in all that regal dignity, and gorgeous
splendor in which he so much delighted.

And then began the pageant, contrived, to
throw odium on Rome, and to degrade the
pretension of the Pope. Two galleys, one bear-
inj; the arms of England, and the other mark-
ed by the papal insignia, advanqed towards each
other, and the fictitious contest-coipin&nced.

Borne on by the crowd, our merchant &nd hie
daughter had been forced kilo a conspicuous
*iiuation. The poouliar dress, the braided hair,
the beauty and foreign aspect of the girl, had
marked her out to the rude gallantry, of the
crowd, so that the father and daughter were
themselves objects of interest and curiosity.

The two vessels joined, and the mimic con-
test was begun. Of course the English colors
triumphed over the papal. Up to this moment
the merchant bore his pangs in silence ; but
when the English galley had assumed the vic-
tory, then came the trial of patience. Effigies
of the cardinal werovhurled into the stream, a-
midst thejshouta and derisions of the mob. At
each plunge, groans issued from his tortured
breast, It was in vain that Emilia clung to his
arm, nnd implored him, by every fear, to res-
train himself. His religious zeal overcame his
prudence ; and when, at last, the figure of the
pope dressed in his pontifical robes, was hurled
into the tide, the loud exclamation of agony
burst from hi|lipe, Oh, ntonslrous impiety of
an accursed and sacriligious king !' sounded
loudly above the din of the mob.
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It was enough \ the unhappy merchant was
immediately consigned over to the secular arm.

Oh. sad were those prison hours ; The girl
tolled her beads—the father prayed to all the
saints—and then came the vain consolations by
which each endeavored to cheat the other. They
thought of their own sunny land, its balmy
air, its living beauty, and that thought was
home.}

November came with all its gloom—the month
that should have buen the grave of the year,
coming as it does with shroud and cerecloth,
foggy, dark and dreary : the father's brow num.
bered more wrinkles, the once black hair w&s
more nearly bleached, the features more atten-
uated.

And the daughter—ah ! youth is the tranppa.
rent lamp of hope-hut in her the light was dim.

In fear and trembling the unhappy foreigners
waited the day of doom. The merchant's of.
fence was one little likely to meet with mercy.
Henry was jealous of his title of head of the
church. He had drawn up a code of articles of
belief, which his subjects were desired to sub
tcribe to, and he had instituted a court,of which
he had made Lord Cromwell vicar general, for
the express trial of those whose orthodoxy in
the king's creed was called in question. Neiih
er could the unhapy merchant hope to find fa.
vor with tht1 judge, for it. was known that Crom-
well was strongly atl ached to the growing re for.
mation ; and from the acts of severity with
which he had laUly visited some of the adhe
rents of the Romish creed, in his new charac-
ter of vicar general, it was scarcely possibje
that he would show mercy to one, attached, by
lineage and love, to papal Rome. Strangers.as
they were, poor, unknowing and unknown,what
had they not to fear, and what was left for
hope !

The morning of trial came. The fogs of that
dismal month spread like a dark veil over, our
earth. Tnere was no beauty in the landscape,
no light in the heavens, and no hope in the
heart.

The judges took their places ; a crowd of
wretched delinquents came to receive their
doom. We suppose it to be a r< finement of mo.
dern days, thai men are not punched for their
crimes but only to deter others fiom commit-
ting them. This court of Henry's seemed to
think otherwise ; there was nli the array of hu-
man passion in the judges an in the judged.—
On one hand recreant fear abjured his creed;
on another heroism braved all contingencies
courting the pile and the stake, with even pas
sirmate desire, and the pile and the state were
given with stern and unrelenting cru< lty.

At length there stood at the bar an aged man
and a youthful girl ; the long white hair of the
one fell loosely over the shoulders, and left un-
shaded a face wrinkled as much by care is by
age ; the dark locks of the other were braided
over a countenance clouded by sorrow, and wet
with tears.

The mockery of trial went on. It was easy
to prove what even the criminal did not attempt
to gainBay The aged merchant avowed his fi
delily for the pope as a true son of the church ;
denied the supremacy of Henry, and thus scal-
ed his doom.

There was an awful stillness through the
court-—stillness the precursor of doom—broken
onlyfby the sobs of the weeping girl,as she clung
to her father's arm. Howbeit, the expected
sentence was interrupted; there came a sudden
rush,' fresh attendants thronged the court.—

Room for Lord Cromwell, room for Lord
Cromwell!' and the vicar general came in his
pomp and his slate, with all the insignia of of.
fice, to assume the place of pre-eminence at that
tribunal. Notes of the proceedings were laid
btjfuro Lord Cromwell. He was told of the in-
tended sentence, and he made a gesture of ap-
prdbation. A gleam uf hope had dawned upon
the mind of the Iialian girl as Lord Cromwell
entered. She watched hiH countenance while
he read ; it was stern, indicative of calm deter,
rnination ; but there were lines in it that spoke
more of mistaken duty flhan innate cruelty.—
Yet when the vicar general gave his token of
ascent, the steel entered Emilia's soul, and a
sob, the veriest accent of despair, rang through
that court, and where it met with a human
heart, .pierced through all the cruelty and op-
pression that armed it, and struck upou some
of the natural feelrngs that divided men from
monsters. That sound struck upon Lord Crom.
well's ear—his eye sought the place whence it
proceeded ; it rested on E ID ilia and her father.

A strange emotion passed over the face of the
etern judge^-a perfect silence foil ©wed.

Lord Cromwell broke the silence. Me glan
ced over the notes that had been handed to him,
speaking in a low vuice, apparently to himself

• From Italy—a merchant—Milan—ruined by
the wars—ay, those Milan wars were owing to
Clement's ambition, and Charles' knavery—ihe
loss of substance—to England to reclaim an
old indebtedment.'

Lord Cromwell's eye rested once more upon
the merchant and his daughter, ' Ye are of It-
aly—f,om Milan ; is that your birth place?'

1 We are Tuscans,* replied the merchant, 'of
Lucca ; and oh ! noble lord, if there is mercy
in this land, show it now to lhi« unhappy girl '

To both, or to neither!' exclaimed tue girl;
•we will live or we will die together !'

The vicar general made answer to neither.—
He rose abrubtly ; at a sign given by him, the
proper officer declared the court adjourned ; the
sufferers were hurried back to their cells—some
went whiiher they would—others whither they
would not; but all dispersed.

A faint and solitary light g-tanced f'om a
chink of the prison walls—it came from the
narrow cell of the Italian merchant and his
daughter. ^

The girl slept—ay, "slept. Sleep does not
always leave the wretched,—to light on lids un-
sullied with a tear. Reader, hast thou known
intense misery, and canst thou not remember
how thou has felt and wept, and agonized, un-
til the very excitement of thy misery wore out
the body's power of endurance, and sleep, like a
torpor, a stuper, a lethargy, bound thee in its
chains? Imo such a sleep had Emilia fallen ;
she was lying on that prison floor ; her fcae
pale as if ready for the grave, the tears yet rest
intj on her cheek, and over her sat the mer.
chant leaning, asking himself whether, trea-
sure as she was, and had erer been to him, he
could wish that sleep to be the sleep of death.

The clanking of a key caught the merchant's
ear, a gentle step entered their prison. The
father's first thought was for hi9 chiid. He
made a motion to enjoin silence ; it was obey-
ed ; his visitor advanced with a quiet tread : the
merchant looked upon him with wonder. Sure-
ly—no—and yet could it be? that his judge—
Lord Cromwell, the vicar general stood before
him—and stood, not with threatening in his eye
—not with denunciation on his lips, but took
his stand on the other side of poor Emilia, ga-
zing on her with an eye in which tenderness
and compassion were conspicuous.

Amazement bound up the faculties of the
merchant. Hc^seemed to himself as one that
dreamelh.

•Awake, gentle girl,awake,' said Lord Crom
well, as he stooped over Emilia. ' Lot me hear
thy voice once more as il sounded in my ears in
other days.'

The"gent!e accents fell too lightly to breaii
the spell of I hat heavy slumber ; and the mer-
chant, whose fears, feeling* and confusion,
farmed a p rfeel chaos, ^looping over his child,
suddenly awoke her with the cry of Emilia !
E:nilia ! awake, and behold our judge !'

Nay, nay, not thus roughly,1 said Lord
Cromwell, but the sound had already recalled
Emilia to a, sense of wretchedness. She half
ra<sed herself from hfier recumbent position into
a kneeling one, shadowing her dazzled eyes
with her hand, her streaming hair falling in wild
disorder over her, and thus rested at the feet of
her judge.

•Look on me Emilia.'paid Lord Cromwell.—
And encouraged by the gentle accents, 6lie rai.
sed the tear.swollen eyo to His face. As she
did so, the vicar general lifted from bis brow
his plumed cap, and revealed the perfect out-
line of his features. And Emilia gazed as if
spellbound, until gradually shades of doubt, of
wonder, of recognition, came struggling over
her countenance, and in a voice of passionate
amazement she exclaimed, • it is the same ! it
is our sick soldier guest.'

Even so,1 said Lurd Qromwell, • even so.my
dear and gentle nurse. He who was then the
poor dependent on your bounty, receiving from
your charity his daily, bread as an alms,' hath
this day presided over the issues of life & death,
as your judge; but fear not Emilia; ihe eight
of thee, gentle girl, comes like the memory of
youlJh Ohd kindly thoughts across the sterner
moOT that haih Jatelv darkened over me. They
whose voice may influence ihe destiny of a na.
tion, gradually lose the memory of gcullor

thoughts. It may be, Providence hath sent thee
to melt me bac k again into a softer nature.—
Many a heaat shall be gladdened, that, but for
the ight of thee, had been sad unto death. I -
bethink. me. gentle girl, of the flower*, laden
with dew and rich in fragrance, which thou used
to lay upon my pillow, while^this head throbbed
wish agnny of pain ; fondly thinking that their
sweetness would be balm ; and how thou wert
used to steal into rny chamber and listen to tale*
of this, the land of my home ! Thou art here;
and how hast ihou been welcomed T-to a prison
and well nigh to death. Bat the poor soldier
hath a home; come thou and thy father and
share it.'

An hour! who dare prophecy its events? At
the beginning of that hour the merchant
and his daughter had been the sorrowful cap-
tives of a prison ; at its close, they were the
treasured guests of a palace.

SHAKSPEARE'S COURTSHIP OF ANN
HATHAWAY.

From the Youth of Shakspeare.
11 How dost like our Anne's singing 7" inqui-

red John Hathaway, when his daughter had left
the chamber to put the children to their beds.

" Very exceedingly, I do assure you," replied
the youth with a n 'table sincerity.

".Humph!" exclaimed the father, as though
he were thinking of something he cared not to
give speech too. " Indeed she hath a sweet
throat," Nothing more was said on that head
at the moment, and they again talked of coun-
try matters till his great wondering at his guest's
marvellous insight into such things, and inqui-
red how he obtained it ; whereupon the other
truly answered that he obtained it by question-
ing those whose business it was.

In goed time the yeoman's blooming- dauglr-
ter returned, and busied herself with prepara-
tions for supper, taking care whenever she
could to have her share in the discourse, which
she did with pretty sprightiliness exceedingly
agreeable to her young admirer. Seeing her
attemptir.g to move the great table nigher the
fire, he must needs jump up, and with a grace-
ful officiousness seek to do il himself, the which
she appeared to object to in some manner, and
there was a little arguing or" the matter betwixt
them—the father looking on wiih a glimmering
smile,as if he could see in it som»lhing pleasant.
The end was, that the young people carried
the table together, manifestly to their ex-
treme satisfaction.

In due time the rashers were done, and, with
a store, of other wholesome victuals were put on
a fair white cloth that covered the table, and
William Shakspeare was pressed with a plain
blunt courtesy by the father, and a mure win-
ning persuasiveness by the daughter., to partake
of the fare set bef re him. This he essayed to
do with a notable good will. After this the
blooming Anne brewed a goodly posset, and
whilst they were enjoying it her father called on
her to sing him a song, the which she seemed a
little—a very little to hesitate upon, with a sorb
of pretty coyness time out of mind customary
under similar circumstances—but after tho
handsome youth had pressed her with an excel-
lent show of rhetoric, she sung a ditty, then
popular, concerning " The pretty little Night-
ingale,"and at least one of the listeners thought
it the most exquisite singing.

Then John Hathaway would needs have a
song of his guest, to the which his daughter
added her entreaties so prettily, the youthful
Shakspeare found it impossible to resist, where-
upon he commenced singing the favorite love
Bong of the time, beginning, " If I had wytt for
to endyte." The words were of a pleasant con.
ceil, which gained considerably in admirable-
ness by the manner of his singing, and the tune,
by means of his rich clear voice, came upon
iho aira very river of melody. Whether the
yeornan liked the song could bo only told by
the pleasure lurking in the corners of his mouth,
and shining quaintly in his half closed eyelids,
which might be interpreted, he saw more in it
than the singer imagined—however, that hid
daughter relished it, there could be no ques-
tioning, for her smiles were full as evident as
her praises.

"Now, friend Will, thee must be agoing,"
exclaimed John Hathaway at last, in hie usual
plain countryman BOU of manner. "'Tis my
custom to go to bed with tho lamb and rise with
the lark—an excellent custom I'll warrant—so
I'll e'en bid thee a fair good night—nevertheless
I will add to it, I shall bo happy to ace ibxe at
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•II limes—and if I be notjal home, perchance
Anna will be as happy to see thee as myself."
He 6aid this with a look of humor that shone
through all-the staidness of his upshot, and sha-
king his visitor by the hand, he opened the
door for his exit. His daughter denied not a
word of what her father had said. Indeed, her
glance, as she bade the youth good night, as
plainly said, " come again," as was ever ex-
pressed by a pair of bright eyes since the world
began.

T H E BEST NATURED MAN IN T H E
WORLD.

The following amusing soliloquy of Mr.
Lentner Salix, is from "Charcoal Sketches,"
by Joseph C. Neal.

The last time Salix was seen in the busy
haunts of mon, he looked the very incarnation
of gloom and despair. His very coat had gone
to retrieve his necessities, and he wandered
slowly and abjectly about, retrieving the work-
ings of his perturbed spirit by nicking whatev-
er fell in his way. *

"I'm done," soliloquized he, "partnership
between me and good nature is this day dis.
solved, and all persons indebted, will please
settle with the undersigned, who is authorized.
Yes, there's a good many indebted, and its
high time to dissolve, when your partner has all
the goods, and spent a 1 the money. Once I
had a little shop ; ah ! wasn't it nice. Bui then
comes one troop of fellows, and they wanted
tick—I'm bO good Matured ; then comes another
set of chaps who didn't let bash fulness stand in
their way a minute; they sailed a good deal
nearer the wind, and wanted to borrow money
—I'tn so good natured ; and more asked me to
go their security. These fellows were always
particular friends of mine, and got what they
asked for ; but I was a very particular friend of
theirs and could'ntget it back. It was one of
their good rules that won't work both ways,*
and I some how or other was at the wrong end
of it-^it would'nt work my way at all. There's
few rules that will, barring subslraclion and
division, and alligation : our folks allegiate
against me, that 1 would'nl come to no good.—
All the cypherin* I ever could do, made more
come litile, and little come Ie6s ; and yet
as I said afore I had a good many assistants
too.

Business kept pretty fair ; but I wasn't cured.
Because I was good natnrcd, 1 had to go with
'em frolicking, lea partying, excursionicg, and
for the same reason I was always appointed
treasurer, to make the distribution, when there
wasn't a cent of surplus revenue in the treasu-
ry, but my own; it was my job to pay all the
bills. Yes, it was always 'Salixyou know mi;'
Salix pony up at the bar and lend us a levy,'
•Salix always shells out like a gentleman.'—
Oh ! to be sure and why not ?—now I'm shelled
out myseK, first out of shop—old fieri fash us
to me directed. But they did'nl dirrcthim soon
enough, for he only got the fixtures. The
goods had gone on a burst, long before I
burcted. Next, I was shelled out of my board-
ing house ; and now (with a fugubrious look at
his shirt and pantaluons») I'm nearly shelled out
of my clothes. Its * j jood thing they can'i
shell me out of my 8 $ m o r they would, and
let me catch my death of cold. I'm a mere
shell fish—an oyster with the kivers off.

"But it was always so—when I was a little
boy they coax- d all the pennies out of me ;
coaxed me to take all the jawingB, and all the
lickings, and to go into all sorts of sc-apre,
and precious scrapes they used to I wonder
if there is'nt two kinds of people, one kind
that's made to chaw up t'other kind, that's made
to be chawed up by one kind ?—cat kind of
people and mouse kind of people! I guess
there i8—I'm very much like a mouse myself.

•'I should like to know whai's to become of
me—l'Ve spent all I had in getting my eddjea.
tion. Learnin' they eay, is better than houses
or lands. I wonder if any body would swap
gome houses and lands with me for mine ? I'd
go it even and ask no boot. They should have
it at prime cost; but they won't; and I begin
to be afraid. I'll have to get married or list in
the marines. Thai's what most people do, when
they have nothing else to do."

•Why are you like an annual my dear ? said
t saucy lover as he pulled Harriet into hie Up.
•I do not know.' Why, because you are hand,
soiiieJy bound.' Indeed,'said the lady ; 'Really,
I can't tell." 'Beonuee I'm bound in calf.'

THE BROKEN CRUTCH.
One hot day in the month of June, a poor

sun bu nt sailor, with but one leg, was going
along the road, when his crutch broke in halves,
and he was forced to crawl on his hands and
knees to the side of the road, and sit down to
wail till some coach or cart came by, whose
driver he could ask to take,him up. The first
that passed that way w&s a stage coach ; but the
man who drove it was a surly fallow, and he
would not help the sailor, as he thought he
should not be paid for it. Soon after this the
tired 6ailor fell asleep upon the ground, and
though a thick shower of rain came on, yet still
he slept; for sailors, when on board their ships,
have to bear all ports of weathei : when the
wind blowp, the waves of the Bca often idashj
over the deck of the vessel, and wet the poor
men to the skin, while they are pulling at the
ropes and shilling the sails.

When the lame sailor awoke, he found a boy's
coat and waistcoat laid on his head and shoul-
ders to keep him from being wet; and.the boy
sat by, in his shirt, trying to mend the broken
crutch, wild two pieces ot wood and some strong
twine. " My g-ood lad,,1 said the sailor, " why
did you pull off vour own clothes to keep mu
from being wel?" " O," said he, " I do not
mind the rain ; but I thought the large drops of
rain that fell upon your face would awake you,
and you must be sadly tired to sleep so sound
on the ground. See ! I have almost mended
your crutch, which I found broken ; and if you
can lean on me, and cross yonder field to my
uncle's farmhouse, I am sure he will get you a
n w cruich. Pray do try lo get there. I wish
I was tall enough to carry you on my back."

The sailor looked at him with tears in his
eyes, and said, " When I went to sea, five years
ago, I lefl a boy behind me ; if I should now
find him such a good fellow as y<>u seem to be,
I shall be happy as the day is long, though I
have lost my leg, and must go on crutches all
the days of my life."

• What was your son's name ?" the boy asked.
11 Tom White " said the sailor, " and my

name is John White."
When the boy heard these names, he jumped

up, threw his arms round the sailor's neck, and
aid, i4 My dear, dear father, I am Tom White,

your own little boy."
How great was the sailor's joy, thus to meet

his own child, and to find him no good to those
who wanted help !

Tom had been taken care of by his uncle,
while his father was at sea, and the sun-burnt,
lame sailor, found a happy home in the farm-
house of his brother; and though he had now a
new crutch, he kept the old one as long as he
lived, and showed it to all the strangers who
came to the farm as a proof of the kind heart of
his dear eon Tom.

k A Ladies Latin.—Come here, Arrabella,
dear, and tell me what latin is 7 Why, Latin,
ma, said Arabella, is—amo, I love, am.at, he
loves, am-amus, we love:— hat's Latin. Well,
it does sound dreadful pretty, tho' don't it ? sa< s
I, and yet, if Latin is love, and love is Latin,
you hadn't no occasion—and I got up and slipt
my hand into her's—you had'nt no occasion to
go to the combined school lo learn it; for natur,
says I, teaches that, a—and I was whisperin' of
the rest o' the sentence in her ear, when her
mother said—Come, come, Mr. Slick, whai's
that you arc saying of? Talking Latin, says
I, a winkin to Arrabella ; an't we Miss? O
yes, said she, returnin' the squeese of my hand
and Iarfin ; o yes, mother, after all he under,
stands it complete. Then lake my seat here,
said the old lady, and both on you set down
and talk i t ; for it will be a good practice for
you, and away Rhe sailed to the other end of the
room, and left us a—Talk in1 Latin.—Sam
Slick.

Man being made a reasonable, and so a
thinking creature, there is nolhjng more wor.
thy of his being than the right direation and
employment of his thoughts, since upon this
depends both his usefulness to the public, and
his own present and future benefit in all re-
spects. So says an eminent as well as excellent
author, and we have thought that by brushing
up good sayings of the great men who have
left so much for our instruction, we might o c
casionally do more perhaps than merely amuse
a passing moment. To point out the true road
to content is a high aim.

THE RESTING PLACE.
BY J. N. MAFFIT.

'• So man lielh do*rn, and riseth not till the
Heavens be no more ; they shall not wake ;
nor be raised out of their sleep."

However dark and disconsolate the path < f
life may seem to any man, there is an hour of
deep and quiet repose at hand, when the bu<Vy
sinks into dreamless slumber. Let not the i>n.
aginaion be startled, if this resting plao.p, in.
stead of the bed of down, shall be the bed r>f
gravel, or the rocky pavement of the tomb. No
matter where the remains of wearied man may
lie, the repose is deep and undis'urhed—the sor-
rowful bosom heavee no more ; the tears are
dried up in their fountains ; the'aching head is
at rust, and the stormy waves of earthly tribu.
lation roll unheeded over the Very bosoms of
the pale nalion of the dead—not one' of the sleep-
ers heed the spirit stirring trump or respond to
the rending shouts of victory.

How quiet these countless millions slumber
in the arms of their mother earlh. The voice
of thunder shall not awaken them ; the loud cry
of the elements—ihe winds—the waves, nor e-
ven the giant tread of the earthquake, shall be
able to cause an inquietude in the chambers of
death. They shall rust and pass away ; the last
great battle shall be fought; and then a silver
voice, at first just heard, shall rise to a tempest
tone, and penetrate the voiceless grave. For
the trumpet shall sound and the dead shall hear
His voice.

A Pungent Argument.—We happened last
Sunday afternoon to be at the Bethel hi North
Square. The house was running over with sea-
men, who filled the body of ihe house, the stairs
lo the pulpit, and even the pulpit itself. We
give the following extract of the sermon, as a
fair specimen of the style in which the Rev. Mr.
Taylor makes a practical application of an im.
portant truth :—"I say, shipmates, now look
me full in the face. What should you think of
the man aboard of a ship, who was always talk,
inp about his compass, and never using it? —
What should you think of the man, who, when
the storm is gathering, night at hand, moon
and stars Dhut out, on a lee shore, breakers a-
head, then first begins"to remember his compass
—and says, "Oh, what a nice compass I have
got on board, if before that time, he has never
looked at it? Where is it that you keep your
compass ? Do you stow it away in the hold ?
Do you clap it into the fore peak ?" By this
time Jack's face, that unerring index of the
soul, showed visibly that the reduction ad alsor.
dum had begun to (ell. Then came by a natu.
ral logic, as correct as that of thej school, the
improvement. "Now, then, brethren, listen
to me. Bulinve not what the scoffL-r and the in-
fidel say. The Bible, the Bible is ihe compass
of life. Kerp it always at hand Study your
bearing by it. Make yourself aquainted with
all Ms points. It will serve you in calm and in
storm, in the brightness of noonday, and a.
midst the blackness of night, it will carry you
in every sea, in every clime and navigate you
at last, into the harbor of eternal rest." Could
anything be more inp.iinl? After all. refine
mnch as you fell, this is preaching. What is
much vaunteePgrammar, what are words, save
instrument merely for quickening the undr-r.
standing, stirring the emotions, and carrying
good thoughts home lo the heart ?—Boston
Transcript.

CHEERFULNESS IN WIVES.
Boz well remarks that a cheerful woman

may be of great assistance to her hi-sband in
business by wearing a cheerful smile conlinu.
ally upon her countenance. A man's perplex*
ities and gloominess are increased a hundred
fold wlien his better half moves about with a
coutinual scrowl upon her brow. A pleasant
cheerful wife is a rainbow sot in the sky, when
her husband's mind is tossed with storms and
tempests ; but a dissatisfied and fretful wife in
the hour of trouble, »is like one of those fiends
who delight to torture lost spirits.

It is impossible for those that havo only
known affluence and prosperity, to judge right-
ly of themselves or others. The rich aod the
powerful live in a perpetual masquerade, in
which alt about them wear borrowed characters ;
and we only discover in what estimation we
are held, when we can no longer give bopes or
fears.
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He who tliinkn no man above him but for his

virtue, nope below him but for his vice, can nev-
er be obsequious or assuming in a wrong place,
but will frequently emulate men in stations be-
low him, and pity those nominally ov<sr his
head.

Many of the empty pots of an apothecary's
shop are as gaudily decorated and neatly mark-
ed as those that are full, and the bottles that
make the greatest show in the street are filled

a colored useless fluid.

A dandy black entered a bookstore, and with
a very consequental air, inquired : "Hab you
got a few quires letter paper of dc wery fust
rate, for a gem man to write lub letters on ?'—
"Yes," was the reply, "How many will you
have V 'I 'spose,1 said lie 'my stay at de Spring
may be 'bout two or three week, give me 'wough
qn re to write four letter."

Bob went into several bookshops to get a
copy of Lady Bulwer's "Cheveley,"but being
unable to find one, on coming out he saw a man
wi;h lobsters. Tom wlro was with him, as
usual, said, 'Met us get a lobster instead."

"Very well," said Bob, "it will do, as it is
pretty extensively read.'I

Early Rising.—The difFeience between ris-
ing every morning at six and at eight, in lh%
course of forty years, supposing a man to go to
bed at the same time he otherwise would,
amounts to 29,200 hours or three years, 121
days, of 16 hours, which will afford 8 hours a
day for exactly ten years.

A legal gentleman was asked lately to give
the derivation of the word COFFEE—a word col-
loquially employed to designate the sons and
daughters of Ethiopia. 'Our community,1 said
t e gentleman, 'is divided into two great class-
es ; the whites, who are the eujfers, and the
blacks who are the cvffees.1

•I say, printer—do you take Manhalten mon.
ey V

'No.'
'What's the reason 7 Aint it good ?
'Yes.'
'Why don't you take it then ?'
'Can't get it.'

'Why is Arkansaw of the feminine gender,
David ?' 'Coz its— why coz its got Miss Souri
on the norf, Louisa Anna on the souf, Mrs Sippy
on the east, and ever so many the-males on the
west.' Very well, David, you may go to the
head—your's a rising genius, and'Jl meke a man
before your mother.' 'Yeth'm.'

Irish Time.—A dandy seeing a newly impor-
ted-Irishmen passing the gates of the Prince's
Dock, at Liverpool, cried out—"Arrah, Pat,
what's o'clock by your red stockings ?" "Just
Rlriking time," said Paddy, at the same moment
flooring the exquisite with hisshillaleh.

Polishing.—A person in a public company
accused the Irish Nation wilh being the most
unpolished in the world, was answered mildly
by an Irish gentleman, "that it ought to be oth.
erwise, for the Irish met hard rubs enough to
polish any Nation on the Earth."

Col. Eihan Allen had a high opinion of hi.n.
self and his six brothers, and once observed
that there never were seven such born of any
women. You arc mistaken, said a Scotch offi-
cer, Mary Magdalen waa delivered of seven ex-
actly like you.

A Negative Pun.—'I am happy, Ned, to hear
the report that you have succeeded to a large
landed property.' 'And I am sorry, Tom, to tell
you thai it is groundless.'

Diogenes being asked, "lhe*biting of which
beasts is the most dangerous ?" answered, "If
you mean wild beasts, 'is the slanderers, if tame
ones, the flatterer's."

A Dublin paper speaking of Robespiere,
nays: " This extraordinary man left no chil.
dren behind him, except his brother, who died
at the same time." •

A Spanish proverb says, that the Jews ruin
themselves at their passovers, the Moors at their
marriages, and the Christians in their lawsuits

"Wejl, Bob, how much did your pig weigh ?"
"Oh don't know, it didn't weigh as much as I
expected—I always thought it wouldn't."

r*'Ven are you going to Texas ?" as the boy
said to man vot van ted to get trusted at the
printing office.

Robert Burns paid very little respect to 1he
artificial distinctions of society. On his way
to Leith one morning, he met a man in hood-in-
grey—a west country farmer1) he shook him
earnestly by the hand, and stopped and convers-
ed with him. All this was seen by a young Ed.
inburgh blood, who look the poet roundly to
task for this defect of taste. 'Why, you fan-
taslic gorner 7' said "Burns, Ml was not the great
coat, the sr.one bonnet and the saundaer boot
horse I spoke to, byt the mar* that, was in them ;
and the man, sir, for true worth, would weigh
down you and me, and ten more such any day.'

Ctvel Hoax.—The Lincoln (jaz^te, (an En-
glish paper,) stales that a young lady in that
place, having a pique against one of her ac-
quaintance, a Miss Barry, procured a suit of
men's clothes, and an introduction—and under
pretence of love induced Miss B. to receive her
as a lover. She carried'on the hoax successful-
ly for nearly three months, the two lovers wan-
dering around the banks by moonlight almost
every fair evening ; and the time was actually
set for their nuptials. At last a mutual friend
discovered the cheat by accident, and acquaint-
ed Miss B. with the hoax. "

Losing Good Morals by an Earthquake.—An
American ship lay at Talcahuna at the lime the
severe earthquakes were experienced thure.—
Shortly afterwards, while lying in another port,
the captain thought it necessary to punish a
man, but allowed that if the offender could ad-
vance any reason for his immoral conduct, he
would be pardoned. 'Why, sir,' said Jack,
•you see as how I think that are earthquake
shook my moral principel out o'ine." Such able
reasoning had the desired effl'vt, and Jack was
forgiven.

Oh Hush !—"My dear," said a brisk country
lad to his sweathrart, " I want you to go to the
Circus with me to night ', I han't got only two
shillings, but you shall go in, and I'll wait at
the door till you come out—or may be I can
set under the curtain or something."—N. O.
Times.

All uncommon minds appear to the vulga rto
be wicked, just as they take all remarkable pe-
tri'aclions to be legs of the devil. But. in ev.
ery noble heart, there burns an eternal thirst
for a nobler: in every lovely heart, an eternal
thirst for a lovelier.

The town clerk in a certain town, as the
custom is, having published the banns of matri-
mony between two persona, was very aptly fol-
lowed by the clergyman reading the hymn com-
mencing—•'Mistaken soul, who dream of
heaven."

All common minds are stagnant pools of wa-
ter, which reflect the green banks that surround
them ; all uncommon minds are like the ocean,
which reflects whatever passes over its surface.
—Jean Paul.

Good Advice.—The following short sentence
of advice by Wm. Penn should be kept in 'nind,
by all young persons who are thinking of com.
mining matrimony r—Never marry but for love
—but see thou love what is lovely.

It was a golden query of Dr. Franklin, in an.
swer to one of the importunate lettera of Thom-
as Paine that 'if men were 60 wicked with re-
ligion, what would they be without il.'

Milton was asked if he intended to instruct
his daughter in the different languages;—to
which he replied, " No sir, one tongue is suffi-
cient for a" woman."

Tom, tell me the greatest lie now, you ever
told in your life, and I'll give you a glass of ci-
der. "Me, I never told a lie."—Boy draw the
cider.

Consider your wants before you make wishes,
and you will prevent the humiliation of repeat,
ing many idle words.

Pedantry.—Ignorance I can bear without
emption, but the affectation of learning gives
me a fit of the spleen.

" I hate to hear people talk behind one's back,
as the robber said ven the constable vos chasing
him and crying "stop thief."

Ask quick if you wish to get a pretty girl,
and don't take no for an answer.

There is a mercantile house in Boston, under
the firm of Rneal and Pray*

Sardonic Smile.—The term sardonic smil«r

in so general use, must have obtained a signifi-
cation quite different from its original meaning.
This smile, produced by a poisonous plant, vraa
as Pliny informs us, an involuntary motion of
the muscles of the face, ihe effect of which wa»
retained on the countenance of him who died
of the poison long-afler death, giving it the ap»
pearance of a smile—Literary Gaz.

The first consideration with a knave is how
to help himself, and ihe second how to do it
wilh the appearance of helping you. Diony--
sius, J,hc tyrant, strippad the statue of Jupiter
Olympus of a robe of ma aive gold, and j3ub.
stitut.ed a cloak of wool. "Goid'? paid he, '"is-
loo cold \n winter, and heavy in summer, and
it behooves us to take caro of Jupiter."

Anecdote.—A young apprentice to the shoe"
making business, lately asked his master what
answer he should make to the oflcn repeated
question.—"Does your master warrant hia
shoes ?" " Answer, Tom ?" says the master,
"Tell them that I warrant them to prove good,
and if they do not that I will maku them good
for uothing.

"The belh vegelable," said a lisping old
maid "that ever I eat wath a clam." She ouurht
to marry the Irishman who said, "of all shell
fish I prefer an egg." Or lhn one who said,
the best piece of meat he ever eat was" a raw
roast polatoe boiled."'

A married woman', negligent of her person,
and careless of her charms, will soon weaken
the respect of her husband, and be charmless
in his sight. No married woman ought ever to
be seen by her husband wilh disarranged hair,
or soiled gown, handkerchief or colar.

A Tender Wish,— A beggar in Dublin had
been along time besieging an old testy, gouty,,
limping gentleman, who refused his mite with-
much irritability ; on which the mrdi«ant said;
"Ah plaze your Honor, I wish your heart was1

as tender as your toes."

'I can tell you how to eavc that eve hoss,r eaid
a darkey to a man HI West street, who was-
looking very earnestly at a skeleton of a horse
attached to a vehicle heavily loaded with oysters-
'Will you?—say on.' 'Why just slip him away
while the crows are at roost.'

A lady who was desperately fond of play, was
confessing herself. The priest, among other
arguments to dissuade her from gaining, said
that she ought to consider the losa of time.—
•Ah, father,' said she, 'it is always what vexes
me—so much time is lost in shuffling the cards I

"Marm wants to know if you'll thencl her an
eighth of veal ?•" said a lisping urchin to the
butcher. "An eighth—why, whal'd that, my
lad?'* "Don't know, but she told me to get
half a quarter, and if that aint an eighth, then
the kooltnalher don't know noffin."

The arrogant air of foppish indolence always
disgusts a man of common sense. One honest
industrious mechanic, is worth the whole herd
of perfum-ed exquisites, yvho- infest our street*
wilh their collars lusgledtdown and not a cent
in their pockets. &&6mJ

Equivocal Charity.—A London paper of 1761;
contains t e following notice r "The ladies of
distinction at the west-end of the town have de-
termined to bestow on the poor all their earnings
at cards during, the holidays.

' Bill Jones,' said a bullying urchin to another
lad, ' the next time I catch you alone I'll flog
you like any thing.' • Well,r replied Bill, ' I
aint often much alone. I commonly have my
legs and fists with me."

The laws of'Louisiana place the husband and
wife, upon equal grounds. They give to each
the'control of their property and to the survi-
ver the right of dower in the property of the
deceased.

None are BO invincible as your half-witted
people, wJio know just enough to excite their
pride, but not so much as to expose their ig-
norance.

Some desire is necessary to keep life in mo-
tion ; and he whose real wants are supplied
must admit those of fancy.

Quarrels.—He that blowa the coals in quar.
rels he has nothing to do with, has no right to
complain if the sparks fly in his face.
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SATURDAY, JUNE 29, 1839.

Orphan Asylum Exhibition.—We have seldom
passed an hour more pleasantly than in witness,
i ig the examination of the children of the Or.
phan Asylum, on Tuesday evening, at the Meth-
odist chapel. The children arrived at the church,
attended by the Matron, Teacher and Assis.
tants, a little before eight o'clock, neatly dress,
cd in a plain.uniform, and look their seats with
great regularity and order, within the railing a.
round the pulpit, which had beenrprepared on a
platform for the occasion. There were about
forty children, a number of whom were not over
three or four years of age, and from that to
twelve, and a happier and more orderly family
we have never seen. They must have been well
trained, and under most excellent management,
as there was not the least disturbance among
them during the lime they were.togcther. The
exercises were commenced by singing, by the
children, which was followed by prayer, by a
clergyman. Afier which the children were ex-
amined in the various branches in which they
have been instructed, interspersed with appro*
priate hymns and songs—some of which by the
infant class, produced bursts of applause from
an overflowing audience. The children perform,
ed their part most admirably ; and when.it is
considered , that most of them have been under
instruction but a short time, that they were very
ignorant when they became inmates of the asy.
lum, we think their teachers deserving of great
commendation.

Some part of the exercises were very afreet-
ing, particulaily the valedictory address by an
orphan girl of eleven years of age. When with
a voice soft and tremulous, and with emotions
6he could not restrain, she implored the bles-
8ings of heaven upon the "friends and benefac-
tors of the orphan, the audience was melted in-
to tears, and it may well be doubted if anything
could have added lo the effect which the simple
address of this child produced.

The managers presented a brief and informal
report of the history of the institution, in which
were detailed many affecting instances of suf.
fering and misery, in the cases of children
which they had received. Some of them had
been rescued from the lowest depths of misery
and wretchedness. For want of accommoda-
tions, the number of children is limited to forty,
and the Asylum ha8 generally contained about
this number.

The Directors, who hold as Trustees the pro-
perty of the institution, made a statement of
their views, and the wishes of the managers,
with reference to the erection of suitable build-
inga to accommodate one hundred children.—
This they propose to do by disposing of some
property which was purchased a year ago, on
which to erect an asylum, but which they will
have no occasion to use, as the Society haa since
received a donation of a lot of land from Mr.
GREIG, of Canandaigua. In addition to this,
the Society antibipate the receipt of two thou.
sand dollars, the amount of a legacy left by Mr.
Daniel Chittcnden, of Riga, lately deceased.—
With these means, and such others as the direc
tors hope to receive, they expect to be able to
provide an asylum which will not only accom.
modate a much larger number of children, but
in which they can be more comfortably for, than
in the small building which they now occupy.

We come from thia meeting more than ever
impressed with the importance of this charity.
A work house is needed, and so is a city alms

house, but there can be no substitute for this es.
lablishment, and nothing can be done which
should induce our citizens lo withhold their pat.
ronagc and support from the Rochester Orphan
Asylum. We could not but envy the satisfac
tion which, these kind hearted managers must
have enjoyed-, in witnessing the success of their
laudable efforts. And the testimony of a de-
lighted audience, gave proof that could not be
misunderstood, that they have the confidence,
and that they will have the co-operation, of this
benevolent community.

U* We have read "Chevely, or the man of
Honor,1 and find it to be an insipid, half fledged
production. In our humble opinion, no single
page of cither volume reaches even mediocrity.
It will only be read extensively, because it is
made up of petty scandal—"family jars"—
domestic intrigues and quarrels. We do not
believe Lady BULWER ever wrote a line of it.—
If she did, she is to be pitied, not only because
it developes her taste as morbid and indelicate,
but because it shows up herself as guilty of
loving another, and of being beloved, and re-
ceiving, unrebuked, expressions of that love,
in the vefy sanctuary of her home. No really
virtuous woman would be guilty of such gross
infidelity. Nor would a virtuous wife allow
another, and that other a lover, in her pres-
ence, lo rebuke or traduce, her husband, no
matter how unfaithful that husband maybe.—
Yet all this is detailed of the unhappy spouse
of "the man of honor " The reader of '•'Dear,
brook" and "Chevely" will be painfully im-
pressed with the contrast betweeen the gross
infidelity in feeling, if not in action, shown in
the conduct of Lady de-Clifford, and the pure,
angelic constancy—the high.toned and holy del-
icacy—evinced by the two sisters, (and partic
ularly by Margaret) who form the chief char-
acters in that most excellent of all rcenet fie
tions.

In these remarks, however, we do not wish
to excuse the conduct of BOLWER. We need
not look to "Chevely" for pictures of his licen-
tious immorality. His "Faulkner," his "Clif.
ford" and his "Alice" are so many monuments
of the depravity of his heart and impurity of
his intellect.

Sweet's Practical Elocution.—Profesor SWEET,
so generally known throughout the country as
a practical elocutionist, has now in Press a
work upon that subject, intended for colleges,
acadamies and common schools. It will make
about 300 pages ; and judging from the index,
and a few of the first pages, which we have seen,
it will prove a great acquisition to this impor-
tant department of education. The Professor
has devoted many years to the science of elocu-
tion, and is loo well known in the principal lit-
erary institutions throughout the State, to re-
quire any commendation from us ; and his work
will speak for itself. It cannot fail—so admir-
ably adapted is it to the ot.ject in view—to meet
with a general and rapid sale, and a universal
adoption. At present we have few works upon
this subject, and none really deserving of pat-
ronage. A good work is a desideratum which
has long been wanting. "Sweet's Practical El-
ocutionist" will meet the views and wishes of
all practical men. It wi 11 be ready in the course

of six weeks. _ _
(CTHow beautiful and true are the following

observations of a modern writer :—
"Domestic happiness (says he) consists in

faith in the virtue of woman ; political happi-
ness in faith in the integrity of man ; and all
uappinesa, temporal and eternal, in faith in the

j jhstice, goodness and morcy of God."

NEW BOOKS.—The Press is teeming with
new publications. The HARPERS, as usual, take
the lead ; and we have on our table, some of the
best of their recent issues, but we have this
morning, only time to quote their titles:—•

"Richelieu, or the Conspiracy ; a Play in five
acts," by BULWER.—This work has'had a great,
er run than any of his previous stage produc-
tions, and is deemed his master piece of dra-
matic composition. >

"Schooleraft'8 Algic Researches," consisting
of Indian Tales and Legends. This is an in-
teresting work, in two vols., from the pen of a
gentleman intimately acquainted with the sub-
ject of which it treats.

"Deerbrook," by Miss MARTINEAU, in 2 vols.,
is a capital thing. The old lady, like mo9t old
ladies, appears most disagreeable when finding
fault. She does but little of this in "Deerbrook,"
and every one will be pleased and profited by
giving it a perusal.

The Cabinet Minister," by Mrs. GORE, we
have not looked at. It is a good subject.
* "Cheveley, the Man of Honor," is Mrs. But-

WER'S sarcastic treatise upon her faithless hus.
band. Much may be learned of English Soci-
ety from a work written under the circumstan-
ces which drew out "Cheveley."

"The Far West, or a Tour beyond the Rocky
Mountains," is from the pen of a traveller who
wears a visor. Its sketches are graphic, and
written with much of beauty and clearness.

All these works (which we shall take occa-
sion to notice more fully hereafter) are for sale
atlthc bookstore of Messrs. NICHOLS & WILSON.

"Bfticltwood's Edinburgh Magazine."—There
is, perhaps, no periodical in the world, more
favorably or more extensively known, than
"Blackwood." For a quarter of a century it
has been the favorite—in all but its toryism—of
the literati of Europe ; and, since its re.publi-
cation in this country, it has become almost e-
qually the favorite here. "Christopher North"
has few equals in his department ; and the other
contributors to the Magazine are almost quite as
famous for their genuine talent. It is now re
published by Mrs. LEWER, New York, and we
know of few ways in which $5 may be more
advantageously spent than in subscribing for it.
C. MORSE is the agent in this city.

« The London Quarterly Review," for April.—
Like all of the Re-Prints from the press of Mr.
LEWIS, the present number of this Revcw is full
of substantially interesting matter. The Review
of Sir FRANCIS HEAD'S Narative and Lord DUR-
HAM'S Report is elaborate and severe. The arti-
cle upon the » State and Prospects of Asia,*
embodies a vast amount of useful information,
and is worth, alone, the price of a whole vol.
u ,n. C. MORSE is the agent.

Knickerbocker for June.—There is a richness
in every succeeding number of the Knicker-
bocker, which makes it irresistably attractive,
and which is winning for it a fame as broad as
Christendom. The June number is enlivened
by additional articles from the.flowing and
graphic pen of Washington Irving, and a va.
riety of other articles almost equally interes-

ting. . •
P= '• The Ladies1 Companion" for June, is

full of excellent matter, from the pens of the
best of our modern writers. It is " entirely ori.
ginal," and maintains the high character which,
the work has recency acquired .

It is embellished with a beautiful engraving
illustrative of one of BURNS' Poems-with a rich
plate of the Summer.Fashions-and an excellent
piece of Mud»c.
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THE ORPHAN ASYLUM.

The Rochester Female Association for the
relief of orphan and destitute children, was
formed Feb. 28, 1837, and went into operation
the Apil following.

The managers have been obliged to continue
it on a small scale, and have labored under ma.
ny disadvantages for want of room to accommo-
date all the children. But they fully realize the
importance of such an Institution, and the
great amount of good that may be accomplished,
in rescuing these poor, friendless, and in many
instances, worse than friendless children from
misery and ruin. It is thought.that with prop-
er buildings and accommodations, double the
number of children may be supported with ve-
ry little additional expense.

The following interesting facts, taken from
the diiry of the Matron, and selected from ma-
ny other cases of nearly the same interest, will
give some idea of what has already been done.

The first children that were brought to the
Asylum, April 13, were an orphan,and two oths

ers, whose mother was in States Prison, and
the father dead. The number soon increased to
thirty. The whole number received is seventy-
eight ; forty-four of whom are girls. Thirty-
nine were under six years of age, one boy and
two girls over ten ; fifteen known to be or-
phans, five deserted by their parents, not cer~
tainly known that they are dead. The remain,
ing fifty-eight, with one or two exceptions,have
indigent widowed mothers, three or four of
whom, by being allowed to plare their children
in tho Institution, are enabled, by their daily
labor, to pay the board of these children, and
to maintain themselves ; when, otherwise, they
would, most probably, have been on the town,
and,their offspring exposed to vice and immor-
ality. Some fevr have had respectable parents,
and some advantages of education ; but the
greater part did not know the alphabet; and
their morals entirely neglected. Many have been
fourvd, the wretchedness of vvlisse condition, we
did not suppose existed in a Christian land.—
One very interesting girl at the commencement
was found, deprived of her infamous home by
her pretended guardian being taken to prison
with his wife for crime. In a few months,
this girl was adopted into a virtuous family,
where she will be trained to usefulness, and en.
joy a paternal home. Mad not this timely re-
treat been secured to her, she would, most prob-
ably, have been exposed to a life of infamy,
wretchedness and woe. One infant, twenty
months old, deserted by its parents, and main-
tained by its indigent and infirm grandmother
more than a year, when her health failed her,she
resigned her charge to the orphan's home. A few
months after, a lady from Mich.visiting the A^y-
lum, became interested in the child and adopt-
ed it as her own. Thus has this promising lit-
tle girl been saved from misery and degrada-
tion, and placed in a situation to grow up to
usefulness and respectability. One girl, nine
years old, was found in the streets begging,
having been left in a wretched family by her
parents, and employed by this family to beg from
door to door. She had become familiar with vi.
ces, which, when she had an opportunity to for.
sake, it was evident, were not agreeable to her
nature. In a few months ehe found a home in
a good and respectable family. Three children
(girls) of one family, whose parents, not seven
years ago, were above want, moved in a respec-
table circle, beloved by their friends, the moth,
er pious, had every appearance of a life of com.
fort ; but the destroyer, Intemperance, came.
Tbe father gave himself up to it; and the mo.

ther's constant anguish for the anticipated mise-
ry of her interesting children, deprived her of
reason ; they were neglected, and she obliged
to beg for food to sustain them. On day in her
absence, the clothes of one of those little ones
took fire, and burned her in so dreadful a man.
ner, that she suffered for more than a year ; and
from neglect was almost a cripple. The mother
died, and they were brought to the Asylum be-
fore this child recovered, the youngest also suf-
fering from a severe burn, and otherwise very
much diseased. They are now in health, and
are peculiarly interesting children ; the eldest
is in a pious family in this city. A boy, seven
years old, found in the street in the winter beg.
ging, with but little clothing on, was brought to
the Asylum by the Poor Master, was afterwards
claimed by a Canadian woman, who had proba-
bly decoyed him from home for the purpose of
supplying her by begging. He had the appear-
ance of abuse and neglect, and had lost the sight
of one eye. He is now an interesting boy.—
Another boy, .nine years old, was taken from
the streets in the winter, had been several
weeks in jail, homeless and friendless, had the
appearance of every vice attendant on idleness,
had been deprived of Ins father in infancy. If
he ever had any privileges, he abused them, and
did not know the alphabet. He had been an in-
mate in several different poor houses. He was
sick for several months after he was brought to
the Asylum. Since his recovery he has impro.
ved rapidly, and now bids fair to become a use-
ful man. IIis mother remarked that she had
utterly despaired of saving him, as she could
not keep him herself, and he would not stay at
any place where she boarded him to go to sehool.
He has been at the Asylum eighteen! months,
and has never once left the yard without per.
mission. Before he found a home in the Asy-
lum he had been put in the poor house,and ran a.
way from there, and was afterwards put into
the jail to save him from freezing.

Many more cases might be given, but these
arc enough to convince an enlightened commu-
nity of the importance of such an Instjtu.
tion.

The studies and work fire attended as directed
in the school, and every means used to train the
children np to habits of industry. They can re-
peat nearly a thousand verses of scripture,
besides hymns and other lessons. Five are
considerably advanced in Olney's Geography,
and four in Parley's ; and these nine 6lurly A-
rithmetic. Several children have been removed
by their parents ; three have been removed by
death. Four are] in good families in this ci
ty ; several in the country ; seven out of the
county. Thirty nine are now remaining in the
Asylum, all in good health.

By order of ihc Board of Managers.
M. E. TALMAN, Sec'y.

There was a verbal statement given of two
others, which exceedingly interested the au-
dience. It was this:—A boy by the name of
John Kcr, about six and a half years old, was
brought from the poor house to the Asylum,
when it was first established. He had some
recollection of his mother, who died when the
Cholera prevailed in this city. Of his father
he has had no recollection. He oflen told the
Matron and teacher that he had an infant sis.
ter when his mother died, and expressed a de-
sire that if she were alitre, she might be found
and brought to the Aaylum. He said she had
a scar on her neck, caused by her clothes ta
king fire from shavings on the hearth.

One day, a little more than a year since, a
gentleman brought a little girl to the Asylum by

the name of Mary Carr, saying he had taken
her on the death of her mother who died of the
Cholera, and hearing of the Asylum, he had
brought her. As soon as the child was brought
into the room, John immediately recognized
her, and ran and caught her in his arms, and
exclaimed, '• this is my sister, my dear sister,
and here is the scar on her neck ; she has come
to the Any lum, she has come." Thus have
those two interesting children been brought to.
gether, and will probably grow up in the cuj.
tivation of those feelings which should charac-
terise brother and 6ister, instead of being expo,
sed to the vices attendant on a condition so
destitue, and without the knowledge of each
others existence.

FOREIGN CORRESPONDENCE.

LISBON, April 2, 1839.
A few days since, I made a jaunt up the Ta.

gus, on board a steamer, to the head waters of
navigation, or the border of Spain. I found
on board, Count Forobo, who is said to be the
wealthiest nobleman in Portugal. He has a
palace near Villa Franke, to which he was go-
ing, with a company of the Italian Opera Play.
ers, to spend the holy days, and had chartered
a steamer to come up the next day, with his
friends,to the entertainment. He owns the opera
house in L sbon, which is the best theatre in the
city, and has also an opera house in connection
with his palace at Ville Franke. He speaks
good English and is very much of a gentleman,
in high repute with the Portuguese. He point-
ed out to me the objects of interest along the
river, among which the lines constructed by the
French and English in 1811, when Wellington
commanded the English army in the Peninsu-
lar war. These lines commence on the Tagus
within two miles of Count Forobo's palace, and
run across the country to the ocean. They still
stand out in bold relief, evincing the military
skill of the two great commanders. These two
lines are divided by a deep valley,opposite each
other on lofty hills. Wellington had construct,
ed three parallel lines of batteries, so that in
case he was driven from the first, he could take
shelter behind the second line. Messenah, tho
French commandant, frequently said that he
could force Wellington's lines, but it would cost
him at least 10,000 men, which he thought was
too dear a price at which td purchase tempora-
ry victory. Wellington had 90,000 men along
the lines under his command. The river above
Lisbon for some 15 miles, widens into a bay of
some 10 miles in breadth, after which its chan-
nel narrows ; but the country assumes on the
south, the appearance of a champaignc coun.
try, as far as the eye can reach, while the nor.
them hank is made up of a succession of hills,
covcredjto the top with olive "groves, from eome
of which the view is most picturesque and
grand. When I had reached Ville N ivia, the
head of navigation upon the Tagus, I was with*
in about 100 miles of the ancient city of Se.
ville, in Spain. I had hoped to have been able
to pass Hi rough the country to it, bat was in-
formed that there were so many Guerilla par.
ties abroad, tha.t it was impracticable to do so.
It is some 500 miles around, and I fear I shall
be under the necessity of forbidding myself lhe

pleasure of visiting the spot where the great
captain Don Quixotte discovered the famous
helmet of Malbrino, or of viewing the most ex-
tensive collection of paintings of the iniviitahle
Morillo, extant. Seville was his birth place,
and his genius has enkindled a glory which wi.l
brighten and Burvive that of the Coesars.

I have seen the royal family frequently since

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



THE GEM AND U l H B » . AMULET
have,b«en here. The Queen rides out often

on horseback, attended by the King, some o
'he maids of honor, and a few young nobles.
She is what we should call a large, fine, healthy
looking Dutch woman ; nothing very command
ing or prepossessing in her looks. The King
is a sprightly looking dandyish sort of a boy, a
nephew of La Poue. They go frequently to
the opera. I have once seen them there in
State—on the occasion of the adoption of tl _
Constitution, and the ascension of the throne
by Donna Mariah—ottended by the Maids o
Honor and the Field Marshals of the kingdom
There was no remarkable demonstrations o
the people in her favor, upon her appearance
and I had formed the idea that their presence
had become too cheap—I am told, however
that the private life of both the King and Queen
is unexceptionable. The Cortes allow them
$1200 per day, to keep up the expenses of
Court with. The 4th of April will be the
Queenvs birth day, and will be a gaily one
should one of the young princes so far recover
from sickness as to enable them to hold the le
Tee.

I have been to-day to visit the tomb of the
Kings, in the church of St. Vincent. It is a
room a little below the level of the floor of the
church, some forty feel in length and fifteen in
width, arched wilh stone and lined wilh black
8ilk velvet, dimly lighted through vaulted win.
dows. The coffins of the Kings are in the form
of a trunk with an oval lop, made of lead, with
an outside case of wood, which is covered with
black silk velvet, faced with gold lace and
fringe. Here rests the remains of several prin
ccs—the Duke of Bra^anza, the 1st King of
Portugal—Joseph—the Johns and their Queens,
and Don Pedro—their coffins surmounted by the
crown?. Standing upon Don Pedro's, are both
the crown of Brazil and Portugal; the latter
iu the best taste and the richest, both, however,
are much the finest in the collection. That of
Brazil rising in the form of a cone, formed of
massive bands of solid gold and lined wilh
green velvet. The crown of Portugal is more
modern in its form, rising above the head and
then rolling out in graceful curls, from which
extends wreaths of gold in the form of fer.
toons, foiniing a small crown in the centre ;—
this is lined with crimson velvet, and with it is
a sceptre of large sizz, composed of solid gold.
The crowns were as much as I could conven-
iently lift, at arms length ; the crowns of the
eastern Kings are more antique and not so rich.

I am forced to close this letter, as the vessel
by which I send it is about sailing. After I
leave Lisbon, you will hear no more from me,
in the way of letters, as I shall only travel over
ground too often described, to call for any no-
tice from unpractised hands.

Tacitus says that early marriage makes us
immortal—that it is the soul and chief prop of
empire—and that the man who resolves to live
without woman, or the woman who resolves to
live without, man, are' enemies to themselves,
destructive to the world, apostates from nature,
and rebels against heaven and earth.

Two gentlemen noted for their foiindness of
exaggeration, were discussing the fare at the dif-
ferent hotel*. One observed that, at his hotel,
he had tea so strong it was necessary to confine
it in iron vessels. " At mine," said the other,
«• it is made s > weak it has not strength enough
to run out of the t^c-pot."

A preacher, who had once boon a printer,
thus concluded a sermon. Youth may be com-
pared to a comma, manhood to a semi-colon ;
old age to a colon i to which death puts a peri-
od.

Written for the Q e

CORSELET AND LACING.
No. 3.

MR. EniTOR—Agreeably to my suggestions
in my last communication on the use of the
corselet and lacing, I will now make a kw re
marks on their deleterious effects upon the vital
organs and on the general system arising from
the exclusion of a due proportion of vital air
into the lungs. In order to give a tolerably
distinct notion of the importance and use of
respiration, I would premise that the thorax or
chest contain the heart and lungs. By the
curved disposition of the ribs attached or arlicu-
lited to the bones of the back, and by the inter-
venlion of cartilage to the breast bone forwards
in 6uch a mariner as to protect those vital or»
gans from external injury. They^are destined
also to perform other and very important offices,
beside forming a wall of defence. By the ac-
tion of the muscles 10 elevate and their antago-
nists to depress the ribs, respiration or breath-
ing is performed. The enlargement of the chest
thus produced by the elevation of the-ribs, in an
ordinary sized adult, will admit about thirty cu-
bic inches of air into the lungs at every inspi-
ration, and about fifteen inspirations in a min.
ute. According to this estimate four hundred
and ninety.fire cubic inches of atmospheric air
is breathed over in a minute. Of this about
one hundred and nine cubic inches is vital air,
or air that will support animal life. It is as-
certained by observation that the vital air is di-
minished from one-fourth to one fifth part of it
every time the air is ii.haled into the lungs.
The effect no doubt is familiar to all who have
been exposed to the confined air of crowded
apartments. This effect may readily be carried
to such an extent as to produce death by suffo-
cation. Oxygenalion and decarbonization of
th<; bl^od seems to be the grand design of our
Creator in respiration, to qualify the blood by
circulation through the lungs for nutrition, and
replenish the wastes tltat are constantly made
in every part of the body. It is well known to
all, who attend carefully to this subject, that
the change the blood undergoes while circulat.
ing through the lungs, is very great. From a
dark purple hue as it appears ju9t before enter,
ing the lungs, on arriving there and passing
through those organs, the blood assumes a light
frothy and vermilion red appearance, and from
thence it is conveyed inlo the general circula-
tion. In order to have a correct notion of the
circulation of the blood in the human system,
we should trace its course through a double
round of circulation, beginning, for instance,
at the rijjhl auricle of the heart where the dark
purple blood is received from thu large veins I
from thence to the right ventricle, and then in-
to the pulmonary artery which convoys and dis-
tributes the blood through the lungs, from the
minute ramifications of the pulmonary artery;
we next arrive at the capillary veins of ihc pul-
monary vein which conveys the light colored
and frothy blood into the left auricle of the
heart; then into the strong, muscular, left, ven-
tricle; from which it is conveyed by the large
artery called the aorta, and its numerous branch,
es, to all parts of the body ; from whence it is
again returned to the right auricle of the heart,
by the numerous veins that take their rise from
the extremities of the arteries, what remains af.
ter the supplies have been drawn from the gen.
eral mass of blood, to repair the natural wastes
of the body. Thus we find that the whole mass
of blood must necessarily circulate through the
lungs, to be qualified for its legitimate uses.

Now if we fully understand the mechanism

and physiology of the circulation of the blood
thus far, we shall arrive at the inevitable con.
elusion that in every inflation of the lungs with
common air it is not only important that a full
quantity should be received at every breath, but
that the quality should be just of that propor-
tion of oxygen or vital air we usually find in a
pure atmosphere, in order that the blood may
be preserved in a healthful state.

The properties of atmospheric air have often
been experimented upon by chemists, and as.
cerlained, that if the proportion of oxygen gas
is increased from twenty-three per cent., which
is the usual quantity contained in pure atmo.
spheric air, to thirty-seven per cent., one would
not inhale but a few breaths of it before he would
become frantic with intoxication. Suc'i an at-
mosphere would be too exciting for health, " we
should live too fast." To frequent such unnat.
ural excitements we should suffjr from indirect
debility, in a similar manner to those who are in
the habit ot using intoxicating drinks.

Should the quantity be stinted, or should
there be a lack of a due proportion of oxygen in
the air we breathe, we should immediately feel
more or less oppression about the heart and
lungs in consequence of it, and the animal func.
tions generally would suffer from direct debility.
The symptoms of habitual tippling usually dis-
cover themselves by a full or plethoric habit and
ruby red cheeks and nose in the one case, and
emaciated habit or languid and wan counte-
nance in that of habitually and genteelly laced
ladies in the other case. Thirty thousand tip.
piers no doubt have died annually in the United
States from the first named evil, and probably
twice that number from the last. But the evil
in point of population does not end here; the
tippler may have a numerous and healthful off.
spring, while the fashionable wasp-waisted la-
dies who have been laced into the corselet con.
sumption will seldom have a.numerous or health,
ful offspring.

An experiment has been tried oh a well-
formed chest to ascertain the difference of capa.
city of the chest to receive air without restraint,
compared with the quantity received into, a tight
laced chest, which resulted in a difference qf
more than one-third part in quantity. This
fact can be readily ascertained by any one who
will take the trouble to procure a gasometer for
the purpose. What, then, can we expect but
sterility, disease and death from the deprivation
of so considerable a part of the principle of vi-
tality in the air we breathe 7 Is it not time
that mothers should lake this matter in hand?
that they should combine their influence and
efforts to abolish a fashion so unseemly in ap-
pearance and so ruinous in its effects? Let
parents look abroad in the land, particularly
among the tort strained beauties, and the gen-
teel and fashionable circles, and from them hear
the maladies enumerated which arc produced
mainly by the corselet and lacing ; and no one,
I am persuaded, would feel disposed to pass this
subject by as a matter of indifference.

Having now taken a brief physiological view
of this subject, I should like to call the atten-
tion of the Fair readers to a few remarks here-
after, on Pathology, or diseases more particular-
ly arising from the use of the corselet and lac-
ing.

Respectfully Yours, & c , L.

Mademoiselle Rachel, the celebrated French
actress, who has oome up from a street ballad
girl, is to be wedded to the Duke D'Ossuna, and
become a Caslilian Dutchcss, with a fortune of
nany millions. Here is a romance in reality
for you.
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S3* A friend who wrote the " Lines on the Destruc-
tion of the Caroline," which were very extensively
re-published and applauded, has sent us the following,
which are no less worthy of the same distinction. We
have taken the liberty to add her name, and place of res-
idence.

Written for the C cm.

" T H E R E ARE BEAUTIFUL THINGS."

There are beautiful things in the dark blue sky,
"When Aurora conies on her orient car;

"When the lark on his glittering wing soars high,
And pours his lay to the morning filar.

There are beautiful things when the twilight dim
Steals solemnly over the flower clad earth—

When the wailing breeze and the evening hymn
Mingle wilh voices of childhood's mirth—

When the sportive thrush and the mournful dove
Through the forest shades rich music pour,

Bringing back gleams of hope and love
To hearts by the arrows of grief made sore.

There's beauty and joy in the face of youth,
The elastic form and the buoyant tread,

When the brow is stamped with the seal of truth
And charms by tlie rosy graces spread.

More beauteous still is the pure young soul
That a Saviour's blood hath washed Irom sin,

Where the stainless tears of affection roll,
And hope's bright beacon beams within.

But the sky is o'er cast with a gloomy cloud,
The thrilling song of the lark shall cease,

And midnight come with a sable shroud,
And the voice of mirth be bushed in peace—

And time shall wrinkle the fair young face,
And death the silver chord shall sever ;

Birds, earth and sky shall flee apace,
But the BOOL—the soui. shall live forever.

AMIRA THOMPSON.
Dansville, Liv. Co., N. Y.

THE ORPHAN ASYLLM.
Hear'st thou the plaintive song

Those infant voices raise?
'Tis sweeter far than thousand notes

That gain vast meed of praise.

It moves, and melts the heart
To sympathy inclined -,

And wakes anew that fount of love,
So holy, and refined.

It raises cheering thoughts ••
Of minds immortal torn

From Degradation's evil grasp.
And on to Virtue borne:

Of that unfailing word.
That He who rules on high.

Will guide and guard the lonely one
With ever-watchful eye:

Of those pure notes in heaven,
Breathed forth from seraph's lyre:

And songs, that may waft sweeter praise,
Swelled by that little choir.

Thanks for the hnnd that led
The noble-minded forth,

To place amid our thiiving soil
Plant of such real worth.

Of lofty domes and halls,
Ne'er be it ouia to boast •,

Lot outward splendor be
In moral beauty lost:

A nd tokens sudi as this,
Proclaim ia future years,

That 'twas our highest joy and pride,
To dry up sorrow'n tears. _\, c. P

Written for the Gem.

ANSWER TO THE CHARADE ON PAGE 92.
The first a knight in armor clad,

And brave to fight or fall ;
The last a hood worn on the head,

Within the convent hal).

The whole knighthood by princes sought,
Who on their knees did crave i t ;

It only was by valor won

And monarchs only gave it.

But here on freedom's favored Boil
Such honors we despise ;

We only think those worth our toil,
That come down from the skies.

THE FAMILV BI3LE.
How painfully pleasing the fond recollection

Of youthful connexions and innocent joys,
When blest with parental advice and affection,

Surrounded with mercies, with pence from on high,
I still view the chaing of my sire and my mother,

The seats of their offspring as ranged on each hand
And thatrichest of books which excell'd every other—

That family Bible that lay on the stand :
The old-fashioned Bible, the dear blessed Bible,

The family Bible that lay on the stand.

That Bible, the volume of God's inspiration,
At morn and at evening could vield us delight;

Ana the prayer of out sire was a sweet invocation
For mercy by day and for safety through night.

Our hymns of thanksgiving with harmony swelling,
All warm from the heart of a family band.

Half raised us from earth to that rapturous dwelling ;
Described in the" Bible 'thai lay on the stand ;

That richest of books, which exclle'd every other,
That family Bible, that lay on the stand.

Ye scenes of tranquillity, long have we parted—
My hope's almost gone, and my parents no more ;

In sorrow and sadness I live broken-hearted,
And wander unknown on n far distant shore.

Yet how can I doubt a dear Saviour's protection,
Forgetful of silts from his bountiful hand;

Oh! let me with patience receive his correction,
And tl.ink ofrhe Bible that lay on the stand ;

That richest of books which excell'd every other,
The family Bible, that lay on the stand.

Blest Bible, the light and the guide to the stranger,
With thee I seem circled by parents and friends ;

Thy kind admonition shall guide me from danger,
On thee my last lingering hope then depends.

Hope waken to vigor and risen to glory,
I'll hasten and fl-e to the promised land,

For refuge lay hold on the hopes set before me,
Keveal'd in the Bible that lay on the stand;

The old-fashioned Bible, the dear blessed Bible,
The family Bible, that lay on the stand.

Hail rising the brightest and best of the morning,
The star which guided my parents safe home;

A beam of thy glory my pathway adorning.
Shall scatter the darkness and brighten my gloom.

As the Eastern sag s to worship the stranger,
In ecstacy hasicn to Canaan's fair land,

I'll bow to adore him, but not in a manger,
Pie's seen in the Bible that lay on the stand;

The old fashioned Bible, the dear blessed Bible,
The family Bible, that lay on the stand

Thoaeh age and misfortune press hard on my feelings,
I'll flee to the Bible and trim in the Lord;

Though darknest should cover his merciful dealings,
My soul is still checr'd by his heavenly word.

And now from things earthly my soul is removing -
I soon shall shout trlnry wilh heaven's bright band,

In rapture of joy be for evor adoring
The God of the Bible that lay on the stand ;

The old-fashioned Bible, the dear blessed Bible,
The family Bible, that lay on the stand.

MY MOTHER'S GRAVE.
BY JAMES ALDRICH.

In beauty lingers on the hills
The death-smile of the dying day;

And twilight in my heart instils
The softness of its rosy riy.

I watch the river'? peaceful flow,
Here, standing by my molher's'grave,

And feel my dreams of glory go.
Like wee Is upon its sluggish wave.

God cives us ministers of love,
Which we regard not, being near;

Death takes them from us-Mhen we feel
Thai angels have been with us here !

As mother, sister, friend, or wife,
They guide us, cheer IH, soothe our pain;

And when the grave has closed between
Our hearts and thesrs, we love—in vain !

Would! Mother! ihou could'sthear me tell
How oft, amid my brifif career,

For sins ami follies loved loo well,
Hath fall'n the frue reppntant tear.

And. in the wny-wardness of youth,
How better thoughts have i»iv«H to me

Contempt for error, lov« for truth,
'Mid sweet remembrances of thee.

-- The harvest of my youth is done,
And manhood, come with all Us cares,

Finds, garner'd up within my heart,
For evHry flower a thousand tares.

Dear Mother! coulrUt thou know my thoughts,
Whilst bending o'er this holy shrine,

The depth of feeling in my breast,
Thou woulrist not. blush to cull me thine !

Orange County, New York.

A SCRAP.
While others crowd around to gaze,

I humbly stand alone,
Nor dare my drooping eyelids raise

To thi;i:, the worship'd one.
With gestures bold and accent free,

Gay words they careless speak;
I shrink, and ahnclder, when I sue

Their breath profane thy cheek.

One calls for music—and thy song
Is poured with ready skill ;

I seek, amid th' applauding throng,
To hide my wild heart's thrill,

One leads thee to the circling dance,
Thy fuiry hand retains—

The fire of madness lights my glance,
Its lava tills my veins. "'

Oh, thou shoul'lst be a hidden gem,
Placed in an idle shrine,

In radiance seen afar, by them
Who deem thou art not mine!

Mine—mine!—and is this hope of youth,
A strange word traced on sand.

Where sudden roll« the wave of truth.
And sweeps it from the sandy strand 1

SONNKT.
On the boy who died of eating Fruit Piet.

Currants have checked the current of my blood,
And berries brought me to be buried here;

Pears have pared off my body's hardihood,
And plums and plumber spare not one so spare.

Fain would I feign my fall j IO fair a fare
Lessens not fate, yet 'tis a lesson good;

Gilt will not long hide guilt; such thin-wash'd ware
Wears quickly, imd its rude touch is soon rued.

Grave on my grave some sentence grave and terse,
That lies not as it lies upon my clay,

But, in a gentle strain of unatrain'd verse,
Prays all to pity a poor patty's prey;
ehearses I was fruit-ful to my hearse,

ft! Tel Is that my days are told, and soon I'm toll'd away.
From the New York Literary Gazette.

" In vain we drudge, in vnin we fondly roam,
For true content is only found at home;
In our own breast, the happy goddess lies.
And freely grants her favors to the wise."

PARNELL.

" Contentment spoke—' Go, rule thy will,
Bid Ihv Wild passions all be still,
Know Go'i. and bring thy heart to know
The joys which from religion flow ;
Then every grace shall prove its guest,
And I'll be there to crown the rest.' " — I B .

TO MULTIPLY A SHIRT.

As Bays, whose cup of poverty was dashed,
Lay snug in bed while his one shirt was washed.
The dame appeared—and holding it to view,
Said, "if'tis washed again, 'twill wash in two "
"Indeed !" cried Bays," "then wash it, pray good

cousin,
And wash it, if you can, into a dozen.'"

MAKKIED,
On the 5th inst. by the Rev. W. Van Landt, Mr.

SIMEON JP. ALLCOTT, to Miss FRANCES A.
WRIGHT; all of this city.

On the 12th instant, hy Rev. Dr. Dewey, Mr. George
W. Root, of the firm of Root & Dunham, of N. V., to
Miss Amelia W. Ely, niece of Her vey Ely. Esq. of this
city.

At Woodstock, Vt. en the2d instant, Mr. FREDER-
ICK RICK, of Kast Bloomfield, to Miss LOUISA
CARPENTER, oi the former place.

In Henrietta, on the 4lh instanr, by the Rev. E.
Wheeler, Mr. John Rook, to Miss Aim Montgomery,
both of Rochester.

In Charlotte, on lWonrl.iy. 17th inst., by the Rev. Mr
Judd.MR. JACOB SMEl.GKOVE, Coach Builder, of
this city, to MISS MATILDA PAYNE, of Greece.

AtfBrighton, on the 19th in9t., by Rev. A. IngersoM,
Mr. .JOHN SHEI.MIRE to iMiaa LOUISA A., daughter of
Mr. William Perrin, all of Brighton.

fn Higa, on the 12th instant, by Azotus M. Frost,
Esq. Mr. George O. Smalley, of 111., to Miss Olive V.
Miner, of the former plaee

In Geneva, on i he 12ih instant, by the Rev. P. C. Hay,
Mr. J. I. Banta, of Rochester, to Miss Lydia Van Brunt,
of Geneva.

At Bath, on the 30th ult. Mr. John S. Eddy, to Miss
Jurta Aldrich.

At Ithaca, Mr. William Ostrand. r, to Miss Ann
Hanyan.

At Syracuse, OP the 4th instffnt, Mr. V. W. Smith,
editor of the Western State Journal, to Miss Theodora,
only daughter of,Doctor Morey, Esq. all of the above
named place.

In Arcadia, on the 13th instant, by the Rev. David
Tushing, Mr. Chandler PPUSP, of Rochester, to Miss
Mary 1'atrick, ot the town of Arcadia.

DIED.
Of Consumption, in Rochester, June 1st, 1639, JAMES

F. BROWN, Attorney at Law, aged 27 ycurs.
Mr. B. wa3 a native of Boston, and graduated nt Wil-

liams' College, Mass, in 18M. He was a subject of one
of the ninny revivals with which that Institution was
blessed under the labors of thelJiv. Dr. Griffin. His
highly cultivated intellect, and exemplary life nnd at-
t:i,.-hed to him many warm friends, whose great, consola-
tion it ia, in view of their great loss, that death to him
hiid no terrors ; his last words on the subject of dying
were, " I t is sweet to wrap yourself in the mantle of
Christ's righteousness, and lie down and sweetly sleep
with Jesus." He expressed only one wish to lire,
which was, that he might cunnel his obligations to his
frieud.s, who knowing he had been early deprived of
both Us parents, ami his home, hud contributed to his
comfort diirinc a protracted illness of a year and a half.
Hi* own words were, " my gratitude can never lie ex-
prosnl, but I have prayed for you all, that the Lord
would reward you."

The following linns, (a part, of a fragment from INS
own pen, on thu death of an early friend.) express the
feelings of an extensive circle of his friends, in relation
to his own death -.

Quos dii amant,moriuntur juvenes.—Horace.

The fairest flower is first to die,
The brightest tint is first to fade,

Tf>e dearest friend, we know not why,
Is first to t-)eep among the dead.

Friendship's purest, sweetest, holiest tie,
Will fiist be runt and yield to agony.

Thy star which rose so bright and clear,
Has early, early set in night.

Thou did9t but shortly linger here,
And just begin to shed the light

Of thy chastened, pure and classic mind,
And then didst leuve thy sphere of hopes behind.

That tie is severed—thou art gone,
I chant m requiem o'er thy bier—

I drop the heart's pure offering on
Thy grave—'tis all I hav«—a tear—

Sleep on until thy Maker bid thee ri8e.
Then, then with songs of triumph muunt the shies.

OFFICE OF THE GEM
CORNER OP BUFFALO AND STATE STS, ROCHESTER.
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CUTTING OUT A LETTER OF MARQUE.
Of all services of danger which a naval of.

ficer has to perform during a time of war, and
there are many, the task of cutting out an armed
vessel from under the guns of an enemy's fort,
and bringing her out of the harbor in safety, is
considered the most desperate. Coolness and
courage must travel hand in hand there ; and

^he successful commander of such an expedi-
tion, under the most favorable circumstances,
must consider himsclfV well off if he earns his
laurels at the cost of blood.

The sun was slowly descending behind the
blue peaks of San Domingo, when an Ameri-
can frigate came in sight of tho village of Port
Platte, situated at the head of a small harbor on
the south side of the island, and, furling her
cources, hove too, for the purpose of recon-
noitering. After scanning narrowly the little
anchorage, the frigate put about, and, selling
her courses, was soon lost amid the Bhades of
night. The inhabitants of the village had felt
great alarm at the near approach of the armed
ship, and had reinforced their fort, beside send,
ing a number of soldiers on board the letter of
marque, Sandwich, formerly a British packet,
but now in the service of the French, which lay
close under the guns of the fort, where she was
receiving a cargo of coffee, previous to her mak-
ing a run for France.

It was in the year 1800, just after the action
between the Constellation and La Vengeance,
and the name of the conqaeror, Truxton, passed
from lip to lip with instinctive consternation.
Night came on ; the moon had not appeared,
and scudding clouds obscured the stars. The
reveille had been beaten at the garrison, and the
inhabitants of Port Plattie had retired to dream
of the daring cruizers of the American squad-
ron. The frigate, when she had lost sight of
the island, came about, and under easy sail,
stood in for the-shore. She was the Constitu-
tion, Commodore Talbot, and from the silence
that reigned throughout the ship, and the total
absence of light from the battle lanterns, the
most careless observer would have supposed that
she was about to do something for the glory of
the old thirteen.

As she drew nigh the port, two officers might
have been seen at the gangway, watching nar-
rowly the lights that twinkled ahead. At this
moment, the heavy roar of a cannon came echo-
ing along the waters, and then one after ano-
ther, the lights disappeared, until none were
seen but those which seemed to be designed to
burn throughout the night.

" Now is your time," said the elder of the
persons to the younger ; 4< have the second cut-
ter manned, six, and come to me for farther
orders.?' Thus saying, the commodore, for it
was he, looked at the compass, and entered the
cabin. In a.few minutes, a knock at the cabin
door announced the arrival of some officer to
make a report.

•' Enter," said the bluff old commodore, and
immediately Lieutenant Hull, the first of the
Constitution, stood before him.

" Are you ready ?" said the commodore.
•• All ready, sir," replied the lieutenant.
••Then, sir," said the commodore, "you will

enter the harbor of Porte Platte without being
discovered, ascertain whether the craft that lies
under the guns of the fort is the Sandwich, and
when you shall have done BO, return and make
a report to me."

" How shall I ascertain that fact without
boarding her ?" said the lieutenant.

•> You will know her to be the Sandwich," re.
plied the commodore, " by the black stripes

around her white masts, and by the shortness
of her bowsprit. Make haste, sir, for I long
to give you a job."

The lieutenant smiled as he bade the commo-
dore goodnight, and, immediately ascending,
gave such orders to the officer of the deck as he
deemed necessary under the circumstances of
the case. The night was pretty well advanced
as Mr. Hull wrapped himself in his boat cloak,
and seated himself in the stern sheets of the
second cutter.

" Shove off—let fall—pull cheerily, my boys,"
were the orders he gave, in a low voice, in quick
succession ; then passing swiftly around the
frigate's stern, he pulled for the harbor, and was
soon lost sight of.

For two hours nothing was heard of the ad-
venturous officer or his boat, and the old com.
rnodore began to grow quite anxious about them.
Already a pale streak siretched itself along the
eastern waters, and the clouds grew thinner and
fewer, while here and there a star peeped out,
and was reflected back by the waves below.

*' Boat ahoy !" challenged the sentinel at the
gang-way of the Constitution, as the dash of
oars at this moment fell upon his ear.

" Aye! aye !" replied the officer of the boat,
and soon Lieutenant Hull crossed the gangway
of the ship.

" It is the Sandwich, sir," said the lieuten-
ant, after reporting his return, and paying the
customary salute.

II A r e y o u certain ?" said Commodore T a l b o t .
I I 1 am, sir ," replied the officer, *' for I lay

direc t ly under her stern, and heard through the
cabin w i n d o w s , w h i c h were open , her officers
congratu lat ing t h e m s e l v e s upon the departure
of the Constellation, for such they deem this
ship to be. Beside, I noticed her masts and
bowspirit, as I swept along under the guns of
ihe fort—they are as you described them to be."

" I'll have her, by ," said commodore Tal-
bot, as he looked again at the harbor, which be.
gan to show itself amid the haze of dawn. "A-
bout ship, sir—set all the studding sails," and
bidding the lieutenant good night, the comnaan-
der in chief bounced into his cabin.

The frigate swiftly came about, and took her
departure from the land. Sooo the studding
tails on both sides were spread out to the wind,
and, like a mountain of snow, she danced along
upon the bosom of the deep, until her morning
watch looked out in vain for the blue outline of
the island of St. Domingo.

Sail O !" cried the look out.
'Where away ?" said the officer of the deck.
'On the lee bow, sir," replied the seaman.
•Can you make her out ?" hailed the officer.

She is a sloop, sir, and shows American
colors."

Hoist our ensign," said the licutanant.
• Aye, there comes the Sally in the nick of

time," said the commodore, who had left the
cabin at the first hail. Mr. Hull, make a signal
for her to run down and speak us ; we will pro.
ceed to business."

In a short lime, the sail, which proved to be.
the American sloop Sally, came alongside of
the Constitution. After a conference with her
captain, he and his crew came on board the frig-
ate, while lieutenant Hull, with a party of sea-
men and marines, the latter led by the brave cap.
tain Carmick, immediately repaired on board of
the sloop. Having received orders from the
commodore, the sloop now put her helm up and
ran for the Island.

" In the course of the night, while running
down for her port under easy sail, a ehol sudden,
ly flew over the Sally, and soon after an Eng-
lish frigate ranged up alongside. Mr. Hull
hove to, and when the boarding lieutenant gain-
ed the sloop's deck where he found so largo a

party of men and officers in naval uniforms, he
was much surprised. He was told the object of
the expedition, however, and expressed his dis-
appointment, as his own ship was waiting to
let the Sandwich complete her cargo, in order to
cut her out also."*

It was about noon of the following* day when
the Bloop stood in the harbor of Port Plaite.—
Before her lay the Sandwich, with her broad,
side bearing on the approach ; and in the rear of
her, at no great distance, a battery showed its
Ions row of black teeth for her protection.

Lieutenant Hull had sent nearly all the men
below, before he entered the harbor, and now,
having a stern anchor ready* he bore down,
like a short handed lubberly sloop, for the bows
of the Sandwich. As he drew nigh the ship, he
said, in a low voice, " stand by to board," and
soon a large number of men crouched under the
bulwarks, ready for action.

^ " You will be afoul of me," said the Lieuten-
ant of the Sandwich, who was leaning careless,
ly over the bulwarks as the sloop came down.

" I think I shall," was the laconic reply.—
In a moment the sloop struck the bows of the
enemy.

•' Let go the kedge !'' thundered the lieuten.
ant—it was done like magic.

•' Boarders away !" cried he %. and seizing hie
culass, he crossed the gangway of the Sandwich,
at the head of his men, and carried her without
a struggle.

Captain Carmick, in the ship's boats, now
landed ; carried the battery, spiked the guns,
and retired without the loss of a man.

A great commotion was now perceptibie on
shore ; but the commander and his crew went
swiftly to work to secure their prizo, and tho'
she was dismantled above her deck, and her guns
stowed in the hold, before sunset she had her
royal yards crossed, her guns scaled and the crew
quartered. She now got under way, with the
American flag at the ensign peak, and stood out
of the harbor in company with the sloop.

Evening wa9 slowly faiding into night, as a
ship followed at some distance by a sloop, bore
down for the Constitution.

" Hail the stranger," said Commodore Tal.
bot.

" What ship is that ?" thundered the officer on
the deck, through his trumpet.

"The United States ship Talbot, I. Hull,
commander," replied the victorious officer, a*
he drew near enough to be distinguished by the
officers of the frigate.

•' It is Hull, by heavens 1" said the Commo.
dore. In a few minutes Lieutenant Hull came
on board and marie his official report. After a
short time the Sally's Captain and crew were
returned to the vessel, with many thanks, and
Lieutenant Hull having received orders to thnt
effect, repaired on board the prize as her com.
mander, and, crowding all sail, followed tile
Commodore to Jamaica.

•Cooper's Naval History.

From the Commercial Herald and Penn. Sentinel.
T H E STRANGE COMBAT.

It was during the last war of this country
witli Great Britain, that circumstances led me
to be a passenger on board one of our merchant,
men, in which I had embarked what little prop,
erty I possessed. Our seas were at that time
covered with small privateers belonging to boih
belligerents, who did more mischief to the com.
meice [of both nations than the several public
armed vessels of either.

We had been sailing for two days with a good
breeze, though now and then it would lull, and
then we sagged heavily along through a fog al.
most as dense as the waters lha.t bore us. We
were not far from our port, and our captain was
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110 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET
willing to crowd sail night and day, as the risk
of capture was superior lo that of shipwreck,
and disaster from a crippling of our spars.—
Our ship was about four hundred tons, heavily
loaded and not a swift sailor. Her captain was
a man of shrewd judgment and inflexibility of
purpose, and rather given to taciturnity. He
was of a slight figure, gentlemanly to equals,
decided and prompt to those under him in his
orders, and in exaction of their fulfilment. His
keen dark eye, and naval officer gait, showed a
kind of courage which one would call daring,
if they had watched his countenance on partic
ular occasions. Yet at other times he seemed
to be rather a careful mariner who would reef
for safety, when safety apparently did not re-
quire it. He was one of those kind of men
who seemed inclined to bend the purpose of
others to his own, while they were kept in ig-
norance of his views. I have seen him fix his
eagle eye upon a sailor, and require him to look
him steadily in the face for five minutes, and
then dismiss him without a comment or reason
for so doing, but I would but my life almost that
he had a good one.

After skimming through the mist, which I
have spoken of for two or three days, I happen-
ed to be on deck with Captain • . I was
in conversation with him as to the probability
of reaching our port frce-of the enemy's cruises.
He replied with his usual brevity, " the fog and
carrying sail, alone can save us ; I am a made
man if we escape, if not, I am ruined."

He said this in the same tone of voice that
he would have given a common order; he look-
ed up and said sternly, " there is a fog eater?"
At this moment, the sun seemed to flash upon
our deck, and the fog rose from the sea like the
hoisting of the curtain ai the theatre, a small!
breeze took us aback, and before an order was
giver, we saw directly under our Ice, a litlle
black looking, sharp built, tall rigged port bear-
ing schooner, < whose decks^ were crowded with
men. " I know her 1" ejaculated our Captain,
and the next moment there came a ball dancing
across our bows, in imitated of a distracted
porpoise ; our Captain took the helm from a
sailor, and gave orders to lay to. Another shot
came within a few feet of the Captain, and pas-
sed through the mainsail, which he seemed to
regard as litlle as he would the flapping of a
sea.gull. But his countenance grew dark and
terrific ; he had not a gun on board. The pri-
vateer braced sharp on the wind, and at the same
time came within musket shot; a boat came on
board, and ordered us under the pigmy's lee in
style of an Admiral in the British navy.

Iu the mean lime the wind had freshened,
and the Ofcptain had privately given orders to
have every sail in readiness for instant setting.
The boat left us and bore down, apparently for
the purpose of fulfilinglhe command wjiich had
been given us. To secure and pack my papers
was the work of a moment, for the anticipa-
tion of capture had placed me on my guard in
this particular. When I relumed on deck we
were almost within hail of the stranger under
a flowing sail, which, in order lo bring to a prop-
er luff under the lee of the privateer, would re-
quire to be immediately taken in. The Captain
was still at the helm, and was intent, apparent,
ly, upon coming as near the stem of the oppo-
site, vessel as possible, though at the same lime
he^eemed to grasp the whole of the little priva-
teer at one glance ; his brow was knit, and the
veins of his forehead seemed to be swollen ; he
heeded nothing around him. At this moment
he gave the words 'square away,' which brought
our bows on the centre of the enemy's vessel.
Luff,1 said the Captain ; at the same moment,

the flash of a gun and its ball, were both seen
and heard from the port hole of our antagonist;
it raked us fore and aft cutting every thing be-
fore it: in another moment the bow of our
heavy vessel struck the quarter of the privateer,
with a tremendous erash ; another moment, she
passed over her, and nothing was to be seen of
our caplurer but a few fl >a< ing barrels and some
spars, and human beings who had escaped for a
few momeuts the yawning deep.

Never shall I fur.'el the cry that came from
that vessel, as our own was passing ovor her ;
it was allied to nothing human ! it was of such
shrill distress that a maniac's mind alone could
grasp ii.8 dreadfulucHB. Our vessel was imme-
diately laid to, and a boat sent to pick up such
as survived. Onr captain gave the helm to the
mate, and went to the bows to ascertain our own
damage, which was not excessively severe.
Though our bowsprit, figure head, and cut wa.

ter were carried away, and a leak was sprung
but yet not such an one as would be a eerious
inconvenience. Among * those who were
strangely precipitated into the caverns of the
sea, one was found alive who had risen to its
surface. It was the Captain ; he was the com.
mander of the privateer, of six guns and fifty
men, in British employ. When taken up he
was insensible, and remained so for a long
period ; after awhile when he found himself in
a strange vessel, all ssemed to.be a dream with
him.

On a recovery from his trance, and when the
facts flowed like a dark flooj^pon his memory,
he seemed to recollect the consequences of his
alventure with our clumsy merchantman. He
stated that he was leaning upon th2 taffrail,
when he ordered the gun to be fiied, as we
came suspiciously near;—it was his first inti-
mation of the intention of our commander.—
Still he declared it to have been a dastardly
act, that previous to our understanding whether
he was friend or foe, and when, from the act
of our pretending to obey his order, he might"
have presumed there was no treachery intended
him; for us, without moving, without a hint
of resistance, to bear "directly upon his smaller
craft, and by the weight of our ship, and not
by the bravery of our sailors, to sink as fine a
crew as ever manned a privateer's deck ; to
send, not in open contest, but by assasination
and viper-like gu.ile, to the mercy of the deep
and of God, so many unprepared souls, was an
act unworthy of a mortal. He even regretted
that he was left alone lo mourn over them. He
insisted that their ghosts would haunt them in
sleep—and he prayed that the thunders of\eter-
nal vengeance might visit the head of its jnfa.
mous projector. He • described the terTific
shrieks of those who went with him—the rattle
in the throats of the drowning—the cru-h which
laid open his favorite vessel's side, even below
her water mark—and yelled out anathemas
upon its heartless author.

Our captain had been standing at a little dis-
tance from the berth of his ioe, but now walk,
ed up and placed his keen eyes upon him arid
asked, "do you not know me !" He replied,
"I must have seen you before ; I know not
where." There was one of those pauses like
lulls in a gale at sea. "Your privateer was
stationed at Gibralter, by the name of ,
in February 1812, was it not?1 A groan suc-
ceeded from the shaking auditor. "I knew
you and your vessel then ; and you spoke
wrongfully' of my sister; Henry struck you,
and you Btabbcd him with your dirk ; he recov-
ered, and he challenged you—you fought and
killed him. I was on the battle ground—you*
afterwards and there repeated, exullingly, your
charge when he was a corpse. I then chalk ng-
ed you, and you sneaked off to your ship, and
met me not; I.know your vessel, for its form
was graven on my brain ; I have rewarded your
treachery, and when we reach our port and you
cease to be my guest, I will give you an op.
portunity of righting yourself from the charge,
viz : "You were an American, fostered by our
family, have turned traitor lo your country, as».
pcrsed a female who rejected your suit, are a
murderer of her brother, a villain whose only
absence from meanness is a passing show of
courage. The first thing you have to do, sir,
when you land, is to meet me in what is termed
an honorable way ; and that too, sir, before
our sales are taken from the yards. This cabin
is yours, and the steward will do your biddings
until then."

We sailed on heavily without falling in with
another vessel for some days. The moon came
up one night in remarkable splendor, and I was
leaning over the bulwarks. I saw the captain
of the privateer come from the ganpway, and
as the moon-beam fell on his countenance, I
observed it was peculiarly wild and sad. I en.
deavored to engage him in conversation—in
reply to some quebtion he observed,. " I have
been a black hearted villain." Sharks were
playing around us as if revelling in the flood of
the lunar ray. I passed from him to our cap.
tain, who secnacd lost in deep and bitter con.
templation—ihe very sound of my voice Seemed
to startle him—before I had uttered a sentence,
we heard a splash in the water, and saw dis.
tinctly our former foe in the sea ; he raised hit
arm as if bidding us farewell, when a shark of
nco-mmon size, turned on his back and with one
snap of his enormous jaws divided in two dis;.
tinct parts, the unhappy sufferer. A tinge of

red on the waters, as our ship glided past wa»
all that was seen of the lost commander, and
thus perished the sole survivor of one of those
pests 0/ the ocean called a privateer. In a few
days we reached our port, but since our arrival
and even to the present hour, I cannot forget
the going down of the privateer, over which:
our vessel boomed as if but a floating stick of
timber was in its path. That death shriek will
visit me in dreams, and scare sleep from the
still "watches of the night."

From the Knickerbocker.

BEARDING A SEA LION IN HIS DEN.
BY J. N. REYNOLDS, ESQ..

The island of Staten Land, which lies south
east of Terra del Fuego, from which it is sepa-
rated by the Strait le Maire, when seen from a
short distance, has a most barren and forbidden
appearance ; but such is hot its real character,
The tops of the mountains, composed of im-
mense masses of granite, produce, it is true,
little vegetation ; but on their sides, and what
may be called the low lands, there is a rich,
thick mould, formed by the decomposition of
their natural productions, and beautified with
the most luxuriant verdure.

Near the entrance of Port Hatches, is a
cavern, long known as the retreat of a few
patriarches of the ocean, to whom its deep re.
cesses had been, until thefperiod of which I am
about to speak, a safe projection. The opening
of this sea-lion's den is about thirty feet in
width, its base being on a level with the sea, at
low water mark. The whole length of the c^ve,
beneath the base of the precipice, is two hun-
dred and twenty paces, beautifully arched over
with stalactites, and in some places changing
its course from a direct line, and forming little
apertures, which communicate with the main
entrance.

To enter this cavern, explore Us secret cham-
bers, and provoke & combat with the ancient
holdeTs and proprietors of this wild citadel, was
the object of one of our boat excursions. Pre-
paratory to our advance into this

• •' cavern hoar,
That stands all lonely on the sea beat shore,1

fires were placed, one after another, with a dis.
tance of thirty yards between each two, to an.
swer the double purpose of guiding our progress,
and of securing a speedy retreat, should we be
too roughly received by the old phoca, who, with
a number of clap.matches in his suite, had ta.
ken up a position in the farthest corner of ins
den.

With lighted torches, we now advanced into
the abyss, which the ancient Romans would
have consecrated to deified nymphs, and the
Persians have assigned as the seat of their god
Mithras. The fires cast a dim, flickering light,
which rendered visible the darkncBsin our rear.
Every thing around us seemed to partake of the
gloomy silence of the tomb, until the .stillness
was suddenly broken by the roar of the old lion
more appalling, by far, than that of his fierce
namesake of the Moorish plains. Having ap.
proached so near that we could see the monster's
glaring eyeballs, we discharged our muskets,
and continued, alternately retiring to load, and
advancing to fire, until our ears were stunned
and our heads bewildered, with the rcverberal
lions of the reports, mingled with the roarings
of the whole maddened group, now closely
pressed, and severely wounded.

Our lights failing for an instant, we retreated
to replenish them. The lashings of the waves
at the mouth of the cavern, though distant,
echoed and rumbled so loudly through the vault-
ed passages, that we could not hear each others'
voices. As we again moved forward, to dis.
charge our pieces, the old sea lion broke out in
to a new paroxysm of rage, tearing up the erav"
el and rocks with his claws and teeth The
white foam mixed with blood, dropped from
his large red tongue ; while so hoarse, so loud
and deafening, was his howl, that we were ob-
l.ged to stop our ears with our hands, to prevent
being pained by it. *

The scene around us had now indeed becorae
one of inconceivable wildness and h o r r o r -
Two hundred paces within the moutl, of a cave
winch man had never before entered, the dim
fl.ckenng hght of our torches, and [ho decay
ng fires in our rear together with the s u f G .
mg smoke from the frequent firing, rendered*

ISSSSL re tr°«rade- Nor did we comment
etreatmg a moment too soon. Wounded and

1'ifur.ate, the old lion now began TurnoTo
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ward us, as we gradually returned, step by step,
throwing stones and firebrands, to keep ninj" in
check, until we had readied so near the mouth
of the cavern, that with'deliberate aim, capt.
Palmer of the Penguin, shot him. ThiB was
his death wound, although he had previously re-
ceived no less than ten balls.

After recruiting our fires with the blubber of
our victim, we returned to the charge ; and soon
succeeded in taking the remaining five Females
and their pups. The old sea-lion (phocajuhata,)
measured ten feet six inches in length, and
eight feet round the shoulders ; and, as we'sup-
posed, could not weigh less than four hundred
pounds. The females were from six to seven
feet in length, and of a more slender form.

POOR JACK.—Let no eye be turned away
from this nntil it is read.""

The following account is given by the Rev.
Leigh Richmond, as having been related by a
Minister in a meeting of the British and For-
eign Bible Society.

A drunkard was one day staggering in drink,
on the brink of the'sea. His little son by him
three years of age, being very hungry solicited
him for something to eat. The miserable fa-
ther, conscious of his poverty and the criminal
cause of it, in a kind of rage, occasioned by his
intemperance and despair, hurlad the little in.
nocent into the sea, and made off with himself.
The poor little sufferer, finding a floating plank
by his side on the water, clung to it. The wind
6oon wafted him and the plank inlo the sea.

A British man-of-war passing by discovered
the plank and the child, and a sailor at the risk
erf his own life plunged into the sea and brought
him on board. He could inform them little
more than that his nanr>6 was Jack. They gave
him the name of Poor Jack. He grew up on
board of that man of war, behaved well, and
gained the love of all the officers and men.
He became an officer of the sick and wounded
department. During an action of the late war
an aged man came under his car.e nearly in a
dying state. He was all attention to the suffer-
ing stranger, but could not save his life.

The aged stranger was dying, and thus ad-
dressed this young officer : For the great atten-
tion you have shown me, I give you this only
treasure that I am posessed of—presenting him a
Bible, beaiing the stamp of the British and For-
eign Bible Society. It was given by a lady—
has been the means of my conversion, and has
been a great comfort to me. Read it, and it
will lead you in the Way you should go. He
went on confessing the wickedness and profliga-
cy of his life before the reception of the Bible ;
and among other enormities, how he cast his
little son, three years old, into the sea, because
he cried to him for need of food. The young
officer inquired of him the time and place, and
found here was his own history, Reader, judge
if you can, of his feelings, to recognize in the
dying old man, his father a dying penitent un-
der his care ; and judge, of the feelings of the
poor penitent, to find that the young stranger
was his- son whom he had plunged into the sea,
and had no idea but that he had immediately
perished. A description of their mutual feel-
ing will not be attempted, The latter left the
service, and became a pious preacher of the
Gospel. On closing his story, the x\Iinister in
the meeting of the Bible Society, bowed to the
Chairman and said, "Sir, I am Poor Jack !"

From an English Publication.
IRISH CONVERSATION.

" Mrs. Reilly, Jewell, the top of the morning
to you. And how is it wid you ma'am ?"

" The better of seeing you this blessed morn-
ing, Mrs Driscoll, darling. And how's the
man that owns you ?"

"Hearty, but weak like kitching broth."
" How's the chilthur?"
" Don't ax me. Surely the whole boiling of

them were going to be turned out last quarter
as naked as they were born. Cromwell's luck
to the one eyed thief of the world that Was go-
ing to murther the latherle-s cralhurs."

»* Och ! and who was the kidnapping vil-
lain ?"

*• Hould your whist, and 1*11 tell you. I was
standing on the slips of the cillar. tying my
prafrkeen, when Mr. Foyle, the tax-gatherer,
comes up, as impudent as if the whole street be-
longed to him. ;

How are yeu, Mrs. Driscoll ?' says he.
' Yes, sir, says I, as if I wasn't minding him,

for I knew what he wanted.1

• Mrs. Driscoll,' says he, • I'm come for the
taxes.'

• More power to your elbow, sir, says I, ward-
ing him off a little at first.'

• There's two gales due, ma'am,' says he.
• Is there, sir ?' says I.
• Well,' says he, looking at me as if he'd look

me through, • are you going to pay me ?'
• Pay you, sir,' says I, ' do you think I'm a

robber ? ' Where do you think a poor struggling
widow like me would get the money to pay
you ?'

•Oh, that won't do, Mrs. Driscoll," says he,
coloring up to the gills, ' bekase,' says be,
they're the King's taxes, and what am I to

say to the King when he comes to the fore for
his money V

1 Say what you like,' said I, and welcome.
The King isn't so mane spirited as to be behol-
den on the likes of me for his livin.'

' Oh, that's mighty well,' says he ; • but the
King won't wait any longer, and if you don't
pay me I must distrain you.'

'You must what, sir,' says I.
'I must distrain you, Mrs. Driscoll,' says he,

wiping his mouth with a pocket handkerchief
as yellow as a kite's claw.

•Distrain me, sir,' says I, 'Is it such a dirty
tax-gatherer for to offer to distrain me ? I'm a
dacent women, 6ir,' says I, *the mother of nine
chilthur, and no man shall distrain me sir,' says
I, 'let alone such as you. Don't let me see you
daar to come near me. I'm sure your father
was a musician, for you look as if you were
walking upon two German flutes, and you're so
crooked in body that, God help us, if you swal-
lowed a twelve penny nail you'd convart it into
a cork screw, Distrain me ! och murder ! mur-
der ! Boys, is this the way I'm to be trated V

With that he says, 'Mrs. Driscoll,' says he,
'you mistake my manein intirely—its seizing
the furniture, I mane !'

•And why did'nt you say so at once V says I,
'instead of squint at me with yi-ur swivel eye,
and bad CESS to you.'

'Ma'am, says he, spaking me fair, 'I must
take the furniture for the taxes ; it's my duty
I'm doing, Mrs.*Driscoll.'

'Oh then, Mr. Foyle,' says I, 'you're kindly
welcome to the two stools and the SQttle-bed,
and the noggins and the pitcher—and that's the
whole inventory—for I havn't as much money
as'd pay turnpike for a walking stick. Come
down the ladder,- Mr. Foyle,' 6aid I, 'and I'm
sorry it isn't a coach and six for your sake,'

Upon the word, he was following me down,
when I just turned round, and says I, ' Mr,
Foyle,' says I, ' its reasonable I should tell you
that three of the poor chilthur are in the typhus;
and may be a gentleman like you would be a.
feard of it, us poor crathurs are used to it.'

' In the typhus, Mrs. Driscoll!' says he, jump,
ing back like a garden thrush, ' are you sure
it's the typus ?'

•Oh, come down, sir,' says I, 'and make
your mind asy.' # .

' Not to day, ma'am,' says he ; I beg your
pardon, Mrs. Driscoll, for troubling you ; I'll
come another time ;' and with that he ran away
for the bare life.

I never saw him since. Divil a typhus was
below, Mrs. Reilly, no more nor there is in the
bottom of the sea."

From a late London paper,

A MATRIMONIAL ADVENTURE.
An unparalleled matrimonial adventure has

taken place during the last week in Dudley. A
Mr. Wragg, patent smoke bottle maker, a few
davs ago, paid his addresses to a Mrs. Bradley,
in'Birmingham street, Dudley; but after a long
intimacy he proved faithless, and a few weeks
ago commenced paying his addresses to Mis.
Lane of the same town. Mrs. Lane, happen-
ing to be on terms of friendship with her fair
rival determined to punish Mr. Wragg for his
faithlessness. Feigning to receive his addres-
ses with tenderness, she consented that the
bands of marriage should be published in Word-
sley Church, and being experienced in the forms
necessary to be undergone, nhe undertook to
have them published herself. This she did ; but
instead of giving her own name, she gave that
of Mrs. Lydia Bradley. So far all went well;
but the difficulties to be overcome were greater.

The morning for the celebration caine, and
with it came Mr. Wragg to the house of his
new love. Mrs. Lane received him with smiles,
ready attired in her wedding drese, and inform-

ed him if he would wait ten minuies whilst she
made some little preparation, and put on her
veil, she would accompany him. She then went
up stairs and transferred her wedding garments
to Mrs. Bradley, who descended duly veiled and
decorated for the ceremony. It is customary
in Dudley for the bridegroom to lead the way
to church accompanied by the bridesmaid, the
father and bride bringing up the cortege. In
this order the party arrived at church. The
trepidation of the representative of Mrs. Lane
may be more easily conceived than described.—
The ceremony was entered upon ; aye, and such
was the modest trepidation of poor Wragg, that
he went throughout it without raising his eyes,
or noticing that the name of his bride was Lydia
Bradley, and not Nancy Lane.

After leaving the altar, recovering his spirits,
the gay Benedict attempted to steal a kiss. He
was successful, but what words can depict his
astonishment, his indignation to behold the face
was not Nancy's but Lydia's ! The sequel only
remains to be told ; the dridegroom, who had
been audibly consoling himself upon the pros-
pects of being ''independant for life," with
Mrs. Lane's property, sought instani redress by
applying to an attorney. Alas! the gentleman
of the law told him that hie only remedy was
an applications for a divorce, but he would not
be answerable for the amount of the costs, so
faithless Mr. Wragg has been obliged to put up
with his misfortune, to the no small amusement
of the whole town.

- Sayingsf>om the Talmud.—When -Esop, in
answer to a question put to him by Chilo,
"What God wa*doing 7" said that "He was de-
pressing the proud and exalting the humble,"
the reply was considered as most admirable;
but the same sentiments are to be found in the
Medrash, though expressed, as usual with the
Jewish writers, in the form of a story. It runs
thus:—A matron once asked Rabbi Jose, "In
how many days God created the world ?" "In
six days," replied the Rabbi, as it is written,
"In six days God made the heavens and the
earth." "But," continued she, "what is he do-
ing now?" "Oh!" replied the Rabbi, "He
makes ladders, on which he causes the poor to
ascend and the rich to descend, or, in other
words, he exalts the lowly and depresses the
haughty." There were discovered on the frag,
ments of an ancient tombstone Greek words to
the following purpose :—'I was not, and I be-
came ! I am not, but shall be !" The samo
thought is expresaed in the following reply of
Rabbi Gabiha to a sceptic. A free thinker
once said to Rabbi Gabiha, "Y"e fools who be-
lieve in a resurrection, see ye not that the liv.
ing die ? how then can you believe that the dead
shall live?" "Silly man," replied Gabiha:
" thou believest in a creation—well, then, if
what never before existed exists, why may not
that which once existed exist again ?"—Good.
Hugh's Lectures on Biblical Literature.

THE POLYPI is one of the most curious of the
animal world, and feeds upon insects. It some-
times happens that two polypi lay hold on the
same worm, and when they meet, one swallows
the other : but their stomachs, like thnsc of all
other animals, being incapable of digesting a
living substance, after an hour or two, the one
which has been swallowed issues out. The
manner in which those animals propagate their
kind is not less remarkable. First, there appear
small tubercles on the sides, which in a few
days assume the 6hape of a small polypi. Be-
fore it is separated from the parent, the young
one seizes its food, and it is often the case that
it becomes a parent itself before being detached
therefrom. Theindestructibility of their life is
most agjonielnng. When cut in two, ihey will
join themselves together, and when cut in two
and scattered, each part forms a new and entire
animal. They may also be turned inside out,
and even grafted together. This remarkable
power of re-production gave them the scientific
name of hydra, in allusion to the fabulous mon-
ster of that name.

Biblical Curiosity.—The 21st verse of chapter
7th of Ezra, contains every letter of the alpha-
bet, and is the only one thus distinguished :

^ind / , even I, Artazerxes, the IQug, do
make a decree to all the treasurers which are
beyond the risers, that whatsoever Ezra the
priest, the scribe of the taw of the God of /feav-
en, shall rcjuire of you, it shall be done ispeedi.
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SATURDAY, JULY 13, 1839.

THE "TERRACE GROVE" PARTY.
The Tea Party at " Terrace Grove," passed

off delightfully Monday. At an early hour,
we proceeded to the grove, where all our high
imaginings of the good taste and spirit of the
Managers, and the romance and beauty of the
scene, were eclipsed by the almost sublime re-
ality which presented itself to our view.

The spot selected as the proper locality upon
which to give the party, is situate upon the
west bank of the river, immediately north of
the lower Falls. It is a very elevated point, o-
verlooking the river two hundred feet, with
precipitous banks, heavily covered with rich foi-
liage—the oak, the beach, and ihe maple tow
ering high above you, or presenting their wide
spreading tops to the eye, beneath you, accord-
ing as they rest upon the lower or higher parts
of the declivity. As you stand upon the main
tablo-land, you have, above you, a distinct view
of the beautiful Genesee, leaping, like the an-
telope from its mountain crag, from rapid to
rapid, until, in its last leap over the lower fall,
it finds its level with ihe blue Ontario, whose
mirror surface may be seen from the highest
point, glistening brighlty beneath the dancing
sun-beams far off in the north.

Casting your eye to the east, the beautiful
grove, consecrated by the tomb of deceased
loved ones, spreads itself before you,with all the
verdure-beauty which that delightful spot never
fails, in the due season, to present. To the
north and the south of you, the high, precipi-
tous and craggy, but sublimely beautiful and
romantic, bold bluffs of the river attract your
admiration, and induce a wonder that scenery
ao wildly rich, should so long have slept unad-
mired and unworshipped. Beneath you, a
beyond the wild foliage which hangs as if in
mid-air, from the precipitous bank, rolls on-
ward, toward its tomb of deep waters, the rock
bound river; and around you, and still above
you, are the green meadows, which nature has
planted, and the rich arbors and romantic walks,
which art has made, to perfect the enchanting
view.

All this meets you upon your first step be-
yond the precincts of " Terrace GroveV Far
ther on, were reared the Tents of the " Union
Grays," who acted as sentinels, presenting a
pleasing contrast to the splendid Dowers, in
which were displayed rich pyramids of Cake
and Sweetmeats—whose beauty were only ex
celled by that of the Lady Managers, who sat
like " wood-nymphs in their bowers of green,"
shedding smiles and joy and gladness upon al
around them.

Still beyond this principal rendezvous, and
beneath an oaken arbor, were Capt. CHESHIRE'S
Band, whose dulcet notes rang Bweetly through
the forest beneath them, and were sent back, in
delightful echo, from " the tcoads and water oj
the /airy glen."

Still further on, and at the termination of a
walk, shaded by maple saplings, upon whose
branches hung the sweet-scented flo.ver, began
the arbored path.way, leading to the terrace
And than this path-way. nothing in art, and bu
little in nature—save the1 bright and beautifa
under whose direction the whole was arranged
—Could be more beaut ilul. The path is cut in
a gradual descent, upon the side of the steep
declivity, and is over-arched by an oaken arbor
decorated by thickly interspersed festoons of ro
ica and flowers of ever/hue, and grade, from

he modest violet to the rich velvet dahlia, all
imiting their delicious odor, as if anxious to

contribute all their virtues to the delightful
scene.

This "arbor walk" led to the "Terrace1*—a
spot as wildly romantic, as the sublimest of the
scenes of the Rhine or the Alp Mountains. It
covers an area of some ten rods, and is about
the only spot, midway of the precipitous banks
upon which the foot could find a resting place.
This area has been beautifully arranged-, and
situated, as it is, with the branches of the trees
from below, just reaching you, and those root-
ed in the banks above, towering high in mid.air,
beyondyou.it was the chief attraction of the
multitude of beauty, which had been attracted
to the rich festivities of the place. It was here
that the "dance upon the green," came off, and
as the glad hearts •' tripped the light fantastic
toe" upon the velvet sward, we sighed for the
pen of the good Sir Walter, to give life and
being to the fairy scene.

The refreshments were the counterpart of the
scenery. The Tea and the Coffee was excel-
lent. The Cake and the Sandwiches, and the
Creams, and all the et ceteras, delicious. The
company present—composed of the fashion and
the beauty -the grave and the gay—seemed,
and could not but be, delighted and happy.

For this novel and pleasing festival, the La-
dy Managers, and their Gentlemen associates,
deserve the thanks and gratitude of all present.
Never, before, has there been a more, or an e-
qually, agreeable party got up in our city. It
was a bright exterminator of wrinkles and care
—a resting-place for the troubled heart, and a
fountain of innocent joy to the mirthful and
happy. Such occasions are fair oasis in the
sometime desert of life, and give to all of us a
better opinion of humanity, and a holier sense
of gratitude o that Being who has blessed us
with natures susceptible of the bliss of social
enjoyment.

During the evening, the boys had their fun,
in the discharging of sky-rockets, the throwing
of fire-balls, the firing of cannon, bonfires &c.
—the whole being a sort of "Postscript" to the
celebration of the Fourth.

NEW BOOKS.—"John Smith's Letters,
with Fitters to match."—These Letters are of
the genuine Jack Downing school, and are ex
ceedingly amusing. We deem them fully equal
to the original, and you might ransack the work
for a more perfect antidote to the ennui. The
"picters" are irroBistable. "The Smithville
Detachment marching for the Disputed Teiri.
tory," is capital. We pity the man who wears
a long face while contemplating the "down
east" enthusiasm which the picture displays.
Go, ye hypocondriacs and whoever are afflicUd
with "The Blues," and buy John Smith. It
will take the wrinkles from your brow, the
sternness from your phiz, and give you an ap.
petite.

"Phantasmion, Prince of Palmland."—Here
we have two volumes of the very essence of
poetical Romance—not the poetry of rhyme,
but the pure, musical liquid poetry of prose. It
comes from beneath the editorial pen of GREN-
VILLE MELLEN—than whom wo have few better
poets amongst us ; albeit he is a very modest
man. Tlie tale is allegorical. Fariea and
wood-nymphs dance through the text, and keep
the mind in a very flower garden of fancy. It
will be read with delight by those who are
fond of the strongly tinged figures of romance.

uBently*s Miscellany."—This is the popular
periodical which has been immortalized by the

etchings of CRUIKSHANK and the writings of
Boz." It is a medley work, each number con-

taining about 120 pages, and a variety of mat.
ter whose quantity is only excelled by its
quality. There is now in progress of publica-
tion, in weekly portions, the well written works
of "Jack Shepard," "Handy Andy," and "Colin
Clink." Besides several long chapters from
these works, there are eighteen other articles,
all of deep interest.

"The Metropolitian.'' is a. smaller but scarce-
ly less actractive re-print, also devoted to light
literature. It always contains much that is in.
teresting, and taken in connexion with the
"Reviews," "BlacJcwood" and "Bendy," gives
a rich fund of English literature once a month.

All of the Re-prints are from the press of Mrs-
LEWER, New York. C. MORSE acts as agent
for this city. ____

"The Ladies, Companion," for July, is full of
excellent matter, entirely original. Among
the contributors we observe the names of. Miss
GOULD, Mrs. SIGOURNEY, CHARLOTTE CUSH-
MAN, PARK BENJAMIN, JOHN NEAL, and a score
of others equally well known and admired In
selecting objects of pleasure, we advise the La-
dies to choose a "Companion."

couple were married in Philadelphia,
a few days since, as the young lady believed, in
fun. But when, soon after, the certificate of
her marriage was sent her, duly attested, she
began to see that the joke was no joke. She
forthwith commenced a suit against her hus-
band, and the Alderman who officiated for con.
spiracy. "The end is not yet."

Written for the C cm.

CORSELET AND LACING.
No. 4.

MR. EDITOR—Having drawn some outlines in
a Physiological point of view in relation to this
subject, I propose now to make a few remarks
on Pathology, or those diseases more immedi.
ately connected with it.

Of the effects, from the use of the corselet
with its stays or lacings that are closely diawn
about the chest, the following evils have been
enumerated, viz : the partial obstructions to the
motions of all the jDints wherever applied ; the
feebleness of the muscles, in their power of ac-
tion, that have been habitually bandaged down
by artificial means; the mal formation of the

, chest, the injury to the vital organs ; the inter-
ruption of the functions of the heart and lungs
in particular ; the general derangement in glan-
dular secretions ; and the want of nourishment
to the body, from the want of proper ozygeni-
zation or decolonization of the blood. Each
of these evils, whether considered collectively
or separately, has important bearings in rela-
tion to bodily health, the subject now under
consideration.

In this brief communication, perhaps it would
be as profitable to confine the attention to the
diseases of the lungs, arising from the use of
the corselet and lacing.

It will readily bo perceived that in all cases
of compression of the chest, air cannot be re-
ceived into the lungs in sufficient quantities to
inflate them. Of course a portion must remain
partially collapsed, and as the lungs are subject
to irritations and sub acute inflammations, ad-
hesions, hepatizations, vomica, tubercles and uU
cerations are frequently known to follow.

Those who have injured themaelvas in this
way, (and I hold no one can have escaped) who
has been in the habit of tight lacing,) are affect,
ed more ar less with that class of diseases called
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Cachexies, and very frequently by Emaciation
or Marasmus.

Diseases of this character are marked by a
gradual wasting of the body, unaccompanied by
a difficulty of breathing, cough, or any evident
fever at first, but frequently attended with a loss
of appetite and impaired digestion, depression
of spirits and general languor. Should the
cause not be removed more alarming symptoms
will supervene, as alternate paleness and flush,
ing of the countenance, heat and dryness of the
skin, a feeble and quick pulse, fretfulness, great
debility and disturbed sleep.

In this stage of the disease we often hear the
remark of Mrs. A. or B., or Miss C. " is in a
delicate state of health," or that •« she is very
feeble,1* and that it is feared " she ie going into
a decline." The disease now assumes a formi-
dable appearance. The patient and her frieuds
now begin in good earnest to inquire into the
nature of her case and to seek a remedy.

Journeying is often resorted to by the falter,
ing invalid. This often proves a valuable rem-
edy for these of debilitated habits; but is often
rendered inefficacious by the use of the lacing
apparatus, and the severe discipline of fashiona-
ble circles of friends. Physicians are consult,
ed, medicines tried, but all in vain so long as
their corselet and stays are lashed about the
chest with the gripe of death. Whatever ef-
forts are made to regain health under these cir-
cumstanceB, the patient is doomed to disappoint-
ment; when the indications of cure might be
expressed in a short prescription, viz. "Omit
the use of the corselet and lacing; use simple
nutritious food; take moderate exercise in pure,
dry and wholesome air; with but few medica-
ments, and those merely to regulate the stom-
ach and bowels." This regimen well followed
would no doubt effect as many wonderful cures
of the Corselet Consumption, as a strictly rain
water diet would in the cure of the numerous
maladies arising from the habitual use of intoxi-
cating liquors.

Should the Corselet Consumption still be suf-
fered to go on, which has now arrived to that
fearful stage, which is usually treated of under
the head of Atrophy, other and more deplorable
symptoms will soon follow in their train ; when
medical aid can do but little more than ease the
patient down to the grave.

In enumerating the following symptoms I
would not undertake to impose the belief that
they are peculiar to this cause alone, but are
observed in Consumptions in common with
those arising from numerous other causee.

In the more advanced stages of the disease
the breathing becomes difficult, the emaciation
and weakness go on increasing. With these
the person begins to be sensible of a pain in
some part of the thorax, and frequently in the
side; it sometimes prevails to that degree as to
prevent the person from lying easily on that
side; the pulse which at first perhaps is soft,
small, and but a little quicker than usual, now
becomes full, hard and frequent. At the same
time the face flushes, particularly after eating;
(he palms of the hands and soles of the feet are
affected with burning heat; the respiration is
laborious and difficult; evening exacerbations
become obvious, and by degrees the fever as.
sumes the hectic form. As the disease advan-
ces, a sore mouth makes its appearance first by
a slow inflammation about the gums and fauces
vitb aphtha or thrush.

In the last stage of the disease the emaciation
is so great that the patient has the appearance
of a walking skeleton; the countenance is al-
tered, the cheek banes are prominent, the eyes

look hollow and languid, the hair falls off, the
nails are of a livid color and much curved, the
feet affected with cedematous swellings. To
the end of the disease the senses remain entire,
and the mind is confident and full of hope, flat,
tering herself with a speedy recovery and form,
ing distant projects under that vain hope. I
once heard a young lady remark, who had thus
sunk down by degrees to a dying state, when
the pulse had ceased at the wrist, and the chill
of death was sensibly felt in the extremities,
that she was fearful she " should lose the use of
her arm !M

Shortly before death the extremities become
cold. Sometimes delirium precedes that event,
and continues till life is extinguished.

What consolation can the bereaved and af-
flicted mother now derive from the consideration
that her lovely daughter had lived a fashionable
life ? that her natural and beautiful form had
been rendered still more genteel by lacing?
since by this means she was tortured into that
fashionable deformity that has carried her to
that bourne from whence she will never return !
Connected too, as it should be, with the sad and
stinging reflection that had it not been for this
beautifying process, her life might have been
preserved ; that lovely form that God had given
Her, and the healthful countenance, might still
have remained unimpaired ; and instead of be.
ing called to mourn over her untimely grave,
she might have lived her parents' solace in their
declining years. More hereafter.

Very respectfully, Yours, &c. L.

MODERN EXTRAVAGANCE.
There is a time in the age in which we live

in which all are inquiring, with intense anxie-
ty " what is the reason of the hard times 7 " I
have lived some time in the world and for several
years in this city ; and, from a careful exami-
nation and observation, I think I can answer,
or at least give a few reasons why we are in the
present crisis. In the first place, I canremem-
ber when the only carriage there was in the city
was an old green hack, something like a post
coach, (not like our modern ones,) and that was
owned by Mr. J. C. who kept a public house,
and used it to bring up the passengers that arri.
ved in the old Ontario steamboat at Hanford's
Landing. Il was considered a prodigy in the
village of •' Rochesterville ;" and whenever a
ride was " got up," it was put in requisition,
and about eight or ten embarked in it and paid
4s. each, and were highly satisfied. Contrast
this with the gilded coaches that now roll
through our streets, and ask those who are
judges in this matter, whether those now in
vogue, and those who use the.n, are any better
able to support them than the then public were
the one alluded to. I know, Sir, that we are
an enterprising people, and that vast improve-
ments have been made and are constantly ma-
king ; but may not a disposition prevail of let-
ting our extravagant desire for such things go
ahead of our ability ?

Again Mr. and Mr. come into our city
from the more wealthy portion of the country
east; they immediately fit up their houses, and
endeavor to givo tone and tenor to society.—
The common people look on with wonder and
astonisnishment, and if, by chance, they are
respectable and have a fair standing in society,
they may visit at one of their houses t there they
are made acquainted with the splendors of the
house ; immediately Become dissatisfied with
the comfort and simplicity that reigns at home,
and begin to be impatient to follow the exam,
pie of their more wealthy neighbor* "" 'This is

easy to do, whether able or not, and instead of
the neat three ply carpet which they were sat.
isfied with before, they must now have a Brus.
sele; and instead of the cherry and mahogony
which was wont to be all they desired, they must
now have the marble and the massive furniture of
modern times. Where these things can be af-
forded and paid for, it is well enough ; but there
is a disposition to have them and enjoy them
before they are thus able.

Again, Mr. has a splendid horse, and we
must have as good an one as he. And again,
they launch out into an outfit of $5,000, $10,.
000, and, in some cases, to 20 and $25,000 for
a house, when, at the same time, they are pay.
ing over 7 per cent for money, and very much
obliged to you beside. My opinion iB, that no
person, in the ordinary circumstances of most
of our good citizens, has a moral right to live
in a tenement on this footstool that shall cost
over $4,000 or $5,000, while there is so much
suffering in the world. All this tends to beget
an uneasiness and impatient desire in the minds
of the people who, were not the temptation pla-
ced before them, would never desire to imitate
them even though they had the means.

But what has been the sequel to all this, or,
at least, to nine out often of those who have so
indulged ? They have fluttered their brief
hour on the stage, thought best to sell out, or
"Jbe |sold out"—gone into a state of retiracy,
and lived within their means. But their influ-
ence has been left to have its full force upon
those who have been so unwise as to pattern af.
ter their own example ; and unless a miracle or
some fortunate circumstance intervene, they
are also left to have their effects brought under
the hammer, or assigned to some frienxLfor the
benefit of their creditors. May not some of
the causes of the hard times be traced to the a-
bove causes, and the many other multifarious
ways in which extravagance is fostered ?

Truly Yours,
A SUBSCRIBER.

In April, 1770, the following lines written in
a large, bold hand, were pasted up conspicuous,
ly on the walls of St. James's Palace in Lon-
don :—

PROPHECY.
A cold winter—a mild Spring—
A bloody summer, and a DEAD KINO !

A thousand pounds reward were offered for
the discovery of the author, in vain.

Religion.—" He is a bad citizen," said Na-
poleon " who undermines the religious faith of
!iis country. All may not, perhaps, bo substan-
tially (rood ; but certain it is, that all eome in
aid of the Government power, and are the es.
sential basis of morality. In the.absence of re.
ligion, I can discover no inducement to be vir-
tuous. 1 desire to live and die in mine : noth.
ing is more painful to me than the hideous spec,
tacle of an old man dying like a dog."

• • • •

MARRIED, .
Sunday evening, by Rev. Mr. Tucker, at the 2d Bap-

tist church. Mr. LEWIS DENNEY, of New York, to
Miss JANE CHARLOCK, of Una city.

In this city, on the 5th Inst, by Rev O S Boardman,
Mr. John Anderson.to Miss Eliza Weir.

In tiiis city, oil life 4th inst, by Rev Mr Church, Mr.
George Lambert to Miss Elizabeth Brook. Also, Mr.
Calvin Harris, of Peufield, to Mrs Ann Harris, or thia
city.

In this city, on the evening of the 4ih, by Rev Mr
Edwards. Mr James llaavey to Miss Margaret 8. Pen-
ney, all of Rochester.

Yesterday inorninir, July 11th, at St Tuikes Chur'-h
by Rev. Dr. Whitehouse, Mr. LEWIS P. BEERS
of Suneca Falls, to Miss ALMIRA, duughter of Jo- '
SBP» FIELD, Ksi|., of this city.

On the 8th instant, at the Bethel Church, by the Rev.
Mr. Uoardman, Mr. HENRY SHARHLES, to Misa
EXPERIENCE BUTTERFtELD. all- of this city.

In Andover, Mass , July id, at trie residence of Oea.
Paschal Abbott, by the Rev. Samuel C. Jackson, Mr.
M MILLER, of this city, to Miss ABBY A. ABBOTT,
of the former place.

On the 25th instant, in East Avon. Livinpstoo Co.,
by Rev. Edwards Marsh, Dr. RUSSELL CAULKING,
oJ Little Falls. Herkimer Co., to Miss JANE HELEN
WHITBECK, of the former place.

At Yate«, Orleans county, New York, on the 7th
instant, by the Rev R. Dunning, Mr. Henry Dickinson,
to Misa Susan Peckb&iu,. both, of Rochester.
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FOREIGN CORRESPONDENCE.

Correspondence of the Rochester Daily Democrat,
LISBON, April 8, 1839.

Our Charge de Affaires, the Hon. Edward
KAVENAGH, said so much to me of the beauties of
Cintra and^the splendor of Mufra, that I made
up my mind not to leave Portugal without see-
ing them, and on the 3d instant, after charter,
ing a donkey and a boy to drive it and act as a
guide, I started for the latter place. My route
lay through a thickly settled and highly cultiva.
ted country, made-up of hills and valleys. Af-
ter journeying for some hours in company with
mules, donkeys and market women, I became
hungry, and made signs to my dumb Sancho,
(for though he could make as much noise as the
watch dog, and his notes were as varied as the
parrot's, it was no more intelligible to me than
the language of the mute,) he understood me,
and the first hospidra we came to he pointed
out. I went in and soon found the mistake I
had made in not bringing with me a memoran-
dum, in Portuguese, of such articles as I wished
to enquire for, as I could no more make them
understand what I wanted, than I could under,
stand my driver. The house, as all country inns
are, in Portugal, was a sort of grocery, or cat-
ing and drinking shop, where travellers and
mulateers mix.together. I took the liberty of
making myself quite at home, and walked into
the back part, where I found some bread and but.
ter and marmelade made of fruit and sugar,
which is generally in use as a substitute for
cheese, out of which I made a tolerable lunch,
and pushed on for Cintra, which I reached at
evening, after passing around a portion of the
mountain of the same name, upon the north
side of which it stands, elevated some hundred
feet above the plains, amongst precipices and
rocks, the streets twisting around the points
and bends in the mountain, with buildings
perched above your head and high walls to pro-
tect you from deep glens below. I found here
the best înn I have met with in Portugal, kept
by a Spaniard, who once travelled as the servant
of an English nobleman and married an En.
glish woman. The house is upon the mountain
side, the entrance is to the upper story, which
is occupied as a dining room, under which is
the kitchen and lodging rooms—mine was three
stories below. Here I unexpectedly found one
of the Superiors of the English Catholic Col.
lege at Lisbon, with several of the students,
with whom I had previously met and was ac-
quainted, also the President of the Irish college
and Borne gentlemen from Ireland, all bound to
Mufra. I joined them the next morning and
we all set off, mounted on mules, donkeys and
horseB, for the Mecca of Portugal. Our route
lay through a grain growing country, with but
few orange, lemon and olive orchards along the
way ; the valleys are deeper and the hills higher
than any I had previously met with, rising and
descending sometimes a thousand feet, the
road winding around the hill, which is cultiva.
ted from top to bottom and too steep for a car.
riage path, reminding you of what you may
havo conceived of the hill country of Judca.

The temple of Mufra contains a church, pal-
ace and convent, all under one roof, and is
said to be superior in magnitude and splendor
to the Escumel of Spain, and hardly equalled by
anything in Europe. It had its origin in the
superstition and bigotry of King John the 5th.
The Queen was barren, and one of the nobility
was lamenting one day the unhappy state Por-
tugal would be placed in without a legal succes-
sor to the throne. A monk, celebrated for bis

piety, of the Franciscan order, happened to be
present, and replied that the King could have
an heir if he wished it. This reached the
King's ears, and excited him to ask the monk
what he meant, who replied that if the King '
would do something worthy of the blessing,
for the cause of religion and the church, he
could have an heir. Whereupon, the King
vowed that if heaven would bless him with a
child, he would build a church and monastery
for the Franciscans. The Queen was soon dis-
covered to be with child, and the King applied
to tjie Pope for permission to build a church and
monastery, in connection with a palace, for the
Franciscans. This was a very poor order of
monks, whieh had been instituted for the pur.
pose of reforming the clergy, whose connection
with the Slate and great wealth had introduced
impiety to an alarming extent amongst them.
The Pope objected, as so splendid a temple as
the King intended to build, would tend to de.
generate this poor and pious order of reformers.
The King then proposed that the building should
be plain, and that gold should be excluded from
the ornaments. Whereupon, the Pope consent-
ed, upon condition that the location should be
remote from the capital and secluded. Hence
its location in the midst of a fertile country
but entirely away from any town. The little
village of Mufra has sprung up as an appen-
dage to it since it was built. Ii was 15 years in
building and was finished in the early part of
the 18th century, and cost eighteen millions of
dollars, besides an immense amount of labor
which was contributed by the people. The
building covers an area of between six and sev-
en hundred feet square, the whole structure is
of marble, encircling four open courts for pur.
poses of light, surrounded by arched colonades,
in some of which are fountains and statuary (

The roof is an oval marble pavement, with
richly wrought marble balustrades, and frequent
watch towers all around it. Ten tluusand men
would perform their evolutions,march and coun.
termarch upon it. In the centre of the chureh
which is in the centre of the building is an im-
mense dome, rising some 80 feet from the roof,
and in front, on each side of the entrance to the
church, rise two loftier towers, composed of
blocks of marble, each of which contains
chimes of bells: in both, there arc one hundred
and forty.four, some of which are larger than
ten of the largest in our city put together.—
On each corner of the building, in front, are
two larger towers, but not so high as the others,
oval and in the form of watch towers. The
front is of a mixed order of architecture, form,
ing a very tasteful and happy combination.—
Under the pediment it is of Roman Iorick, a.
bove Corinthian; the wings end centre are
Dorick.

As there is nothing else at Mufra to be seen,
we entered the church or cathedral (for it is
built in the form of a cathedjal) soon after we
reached there. The most of the company were
Catholic priests, and one of them took U into
his head that he must say mass, and though a
very gentlemanly clever fellow, I am so very
uncharitable as to believe it was more to have
it to say that he had worshipped at Mecca, than
any pious feeling that came over him at the mo-
ment. Be that as it may, the sacred robes
were handed forth from the clositor, and he in-
vested with them. When armed perfectly from
head to foot, as the law, gospel, and mother
church directs, he commenced mass with as
much earnestness as though the conversion of
the world was at stake. In the mean time, I,
being a pagan, nondescript, heretic, or whatcv-

er they may be pleased to call me, stalked a-
round the church, gazing at its many wonders.

The church is 278 feet long and 168 wide, in-
eluding the altar of sacrifice, (where the holy
fire is ever kept burning) and the altar for miss.
The floor is variegated marble, cut in scores,
the sun irradiating serpentine, and in a thbn-
sand different forms, fitted together in most per.
feet joints. There are three altars and ten
chapels, connected in a cathedral form, and
on each side of which are corinthian columns,
of one entire piece of marble, variegated and
highly polished—some of them 40 feet in length
and two in diameter. The walls, between the
pilasters, are marble Blabs, in basso relievo, as
highly polished as a centre table—so are also
the most of the other rooms of this immense
temple—in connection with which are over 100
marble statues—some of them in drapery—42
of which are within the church, said to be fine
specimens of the art, not one of which I should
think, cost less labor than the famous statue of
Hamilton, erected by the merchants of New
York, in their Exchange, of which we have
heard so much. On each side of each altar,
high above your head, is a large organ, (six in
all) with a trumpet to every stop—any one of
which is more powerful than all the organs of
our city put together. I was more fortunate
than Byron, for I heard them played, and pecu.
liarly fortunate in my company, as some of
them were dignitaries of the church, at whose
request all the secret and high places of the
church and palace were opened out to us. Mass
being over, we commenced our rounds, first vis-
iting the Sacrista, where are deposited the or.
namenta of the church. The candlebra, lamps,
altar-pieces and ornaments, would fill an ordi-
nary house, all finely wrought in bronze, said
to be as expensive and look like burnished
gold. The mitres and church robes are of two
kinds : the first introduced in compliance with
the prohibition of the Pope of the use of gold,
are embroidered silk, wrought by hand, and of
exquisite workmanship. Afterwards, another
order was instituted here, whose mitres and
robes are composed of cloth of burnished gold,
spangled all over with gems. The curtains and
covering to the altars are of the same rich ma-
terials. Two spacious rooms are filled with
these trappings and ornaments.

The next place we visited was the library,
on the third floor, in the rear. Tim is a noble
room, arched overhead, and of the Roman order.
It is 300 feet long and 35 feet wide, with wings
opening into the centre 90 feet long. Midway of
the wall, all around, is a promenade, with books
above and below, classified and labelled. The
whole is admirably arranged. There arc now
here 30,000 well bound volumes. The room is
well lighted, and makes a most prepossessing
appearance. The collection was once much
larger, but the recent frequent revolutions have
made large inroads upon it.

From the library we visited the almosnhnu-
merable apartments of the monliB—which take
up the entire two lower stories of this immense
building, with the exception of the front. Halls
crosB each other at right anerles, some ot them
600 feet long, with apartments upon each side,
some -resembling a palace, others a prison.—
Under the pavements of one of the lower
halls are the tombs of the monks, over which
you pass. The Dining hall would do credit \o
a prince. In the anti-chamber arc two im-
menee marble fountains, where the monks wash
previous to going to their meals. The hall is
20 feet high, and the walls are polished marble,
in basso relievo. Through the centre runs a
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partition, rising a little higher thin Ihe head,-.
on each side of which, as well as around the"
walls, are seats, in front of which are narrow
tables, so constructed that the occupant shall ,
have no one opposite him while eating. The
tables, seats and partition a>e composed of
plank of the finest Brazilian wood, highly pol-
ished and resting on marb'e. Tlie kitchen is
of the same princely character, with marble va.
ses and fountains, from which emanate con-
stantly flowing streams of pure water.

In the chapels, dining hall and church, are
a great many paintings, some of which are said
to be very fine, particularly so are an altar piece,
representing Christ in power, and in the act of
hurling a thunderbolt upon the world, wfiile St.
Vincent, St. Frances and the Virgin are suppli-
eating with great earnestness and apparently
confi Jent that they shall succeed in averting the
blow—the annunciation, and John baptising
Christ. There was no one who had charge of
them who knew the authors of them, and I
could not ascertain-if any of them are the pro-
duction of Morillo or net.

After passing through many other apartments,
which I shall not attempt to describe, we as.
cended to the towers and heard the bells chime
merry music. One set is played the same as
an organ, the other is wound up with a crank,
the same as a clock, and set to a tune, when it
plays without any further assistance. There is
&3 much machinery in each of the towers, by
which the bells are chimed, as would compose
a large steam engine, and it resembles one very
much. In their louder notes, they are deafen-
ing, the building trembles as if the elements
had burst forth in a universal roar. From the
roof we descended to the palace. The Recep-
tion Room is more than 600 feet long, occupy,
jng the whole front of cne story, composed of
a succession of rooms, opening from one to the
other by sliding doors. The palace and apart-
ments of the royal family, occupy the whole of
the two upper etories, including several royal
ehapcls. The apartments are numerous and of
the most princely order, a description of which
would be an endless work, with which I will
not tire your patience.

"Sounders' Spelling Book."—We have looked
through this new candidate for public favor, and
find it a work of n<f inconsiderable merit, and
really well calculated to win its way up to pub-
lic favor. It makes no pretensions to new dis-
coveries in either orthography or orthoepy, but
does lay claim to favor, and justly too, we think,
on account of its improved arrangement. Those
who are anxious to examine the work, can do
BO by calling at the bookstore of H. STANWOOD
& Co., corner of Buffalo and State streets.

(U*YVe have received the last "Foreign Quar-
terly^zs usual full of matter of instruction and
interest. The article upon the Theory of
Storms, furnishes a number of very curious
and instructive facts ; and the article upon the
History of Chemistry is of deep interest.

Piano Fortes.—WARREN has now on hand
splendid lot of Piano Fortes. The assortment
id larger, and the tone and finish of the instru.
ment nearer perfect, than any ever before of-
fered. Of course those who wish one of the
articles wilrgive WARREN a call.

(£j» Townscnd's arrangement of the Old and
N«w Testament may be seen at H. STANWOOD
& Co's. bookstore.

THE GEM AND LADlfl'S AMULET.
From the "Family Letters from London,

extract the following racy anecdote :

young lady of nineteen, advertises, in a
Cleveland paper, for a husband ! Poor dear,
why does'nt she go to the far west, where they
pay a premium for JadieB ?

The writer was surveying London from the
cupola of St. Paul'au It was a gloomy day, the
fog rolled up its heavy curtains in a limited ra-
dius, so that the thousand spires of the rnetrop.
olis were shut from the circumference embra.
ced by the eye. As he looked around, he was
aware of another spectator, standing by his side,
who accosted him-"Well, I guess this 'ere is a
pretty great place, from what I can see !"—Our
tourist took him at once for a fellow^country.
man. "Yes,"Jie replied, with affected igno-
ranee : "You Englishmen ought to be proud of
it."

"Oh," said he in retnrn ; "I guess I aint an
Englishman ; I rather expect that I'm princi-
pally from the United States."

"So am I," was the rejoinder. "We are
looking, though, upon an immense metropolis,
as you intimatad ; but we do not see its immen-
sity to-day. It needs as clear a light as possi-
ble, for the wide and general view."

"Well, yes, I expect it does. After all it
must be a desperate sizeable place, including
the outskirts and water-privileges ; for it looks
to be dreadful thick-settled jest along here,
round the meetinghouse.

This quotation is from hearsay and memo-
ry, but substantially faithful, in fact and scene.

Romance in Death.—The last Natchez Free
Trader tells the following story :-"On the 7th
of the present month, Miss Mary Ann L. Bar.
ber aged 17, and L. B. Young aged 23 both of
Tuscaloosa, Alabama, were buried in one grave,
after having departed this life under the follow,
ing circumstances -—Mr. Y was a high minded
honorable young gentleman, most ardently and
devotedly attached to Miss Barber, between
whom and himself those promises and attentions
had been interchanged which pledged them to
the marriage union at no distant day. One
in every sentiment, as well as in sympathy, they
both, a few months since, made a prafession of
religion at the same altar, and at the same time.
On the day os their death, they had gone on a
water excursion, with uncommon buoyancy
and animation of spirits, along with four others
in a 6kiff, which suddenly overset and plunged
them all in the watea.—The lover seized the
one whom, of all others, he would save, and they
both perished !

They were found at the bottom, locked fast in
each other's arms. With a solemn propriety,
that embrace was never broken, and their bodies
thus rest in one grave together, even as their
spirito together passed into one heaven.

The Nabob and the Sickly Boy.—The Nation,
al Gazette relates the following:

"On Monday evening, after sun-down, we
were walking in the western part of the city,
and passed a row of elegant houses yet unfinish-
ed. The workmen had gone, a id a middle aged
gentleman, as his neat suit of black indicated,
was surveying the structure with evident com.
placency. He was the owner of those fine
dwellings. A poor, little, sickly, ragged boy,
was under the scaffolding, gathering a few chips
into his basket. The brow of the rich man
lowered upon the unhappy child, and pushing
him into the street, he said in an angry tone—
"Go away, go away ! what business have you
here ?" When the spirit of that man appears
before the mansions of the blest, the guardian
angel will reject it saying "Go away, go away !
what business have you here ?"

We have heard of a disgraceful riot having
occurred in Percy a few days since, arising out
of some political excitement at the late training
of the Militia there, in which Beveial persons
are reported to have been seriously injured, as
the particulars have not been forwarded to us
direct, however, we trust there is some exagge
ration in the statement.— Cubourg (U^C.^Star.

In 1631 leather cannons were used by the
Swedes with considerable success. They were
considered an improvement upon the wooden
cannon then in use, and which consisted of
thick sluves of wood bound together by iron
hoope.

A writer of a love tale, in describing his hero,
ine, says, " innocence dwells in the rich
curls of her dark hair." We should think it
would stand a pretty, smart chance of being
combed out.

How to captivate women.—All women, almost,
are captivated by talent; especially those for
whose.pleasure, in particular, its possessor may
exert it. Nothing can be more delightful to
them, because nothing can be more flattering ;
and flattery is the key to all hearts. Want of
handsome person, or even of good looks, is for
the most part forgotten, willingly pardoned, in
the man of talent. The eye of woman does
not require to be dazzled, as well as her mind ;
(I speak of general instances.) The same can-
not be said with respect to virtuous qualities.—
In so much higher esteem does human vanity
hold talent than virtue. Good looks, combined
with vapid intellect, will win few women, un.
less they are equally vapid with the object of
their admiration:

Laughter.—No man who has once heartily
and decidedly laughed, can be altogether irrc-
claimably bad. How much lies in laughter—
the cipher key wherewith we decipher the
whole man ! Some men wear an everlasting
barren simper; in the smile of others lies a
cold glitter as of ice; the fewest are able to
laugh what may be called laughing, but only
sniff and titter and sniffer from the throat out.
wards, or at best produce some whiffling husky
cachination, as if they were laughing through
wool. Of none such comes good. The man
who cannot laugh is not only fifc for treason,
statagems, and spoils, but his whole life is al.
ready a treason and a stratagem.—C

A veto way to get married.—A lady being en-
gaged in a theological dispute with a gentleman,
convinced "him she was right; still he was un-
willing to acknowledge himself vanquished, and
proposed to wager, if she would allow him to
name the conditions. To this the lady assent,
ed, 'Then,' said the gentleman, 'I will wager
myself against you.' The lady seeing no me-..
thod of escape, consented that a clergyman in
the neighborhood should be sent for, who soon
united them in the chain of Hymen. Query,
who won the wager ?

The worth of a good Companion.-— A compan-
ion that is cheerful, and free from swearing and
scurrity is worth gold. I love such mirth as
does not make friends ashamed to look upon one
another next morning; nor man, that cannot
well bear it, to repent the money that they spend
when they be warmed with drink. And take
this fur a rule: you may pick out such times
and such companions, that you may make your-
selves merrier for a little than a great deal of
money—for " tis the company, and not the
charge, that make the feast."—Isaac Walton,

A Justice of the Peace in Vermont, who was
not very noted for his erudition, had a case
brought before him of rather an indelicate na-
turo, in which a young woman was introduced
as a witness who was not very delicate in her
testimony. The justice observed to her that
she had brass enough in her face to mako a five
pail kettle, to which she answered, "yes, sir,
and there is sap enough in your head to fill it."

Quackery.—Ma'am," Gaid a quack to a ner-
vous old lady, "your case is a scrutunturury
fcqmplaint." "Pray, doctor, what is that?"—
"It is the dropping of the nerves, ma'am, the
nerves having fallen into the pizarintum, the
chest becomes morberous, and the head goes
tizarizen, tizarizen." "Ah! doctor," exclaimed
the old lady, "you have described my feelings
exactly." _ _

Variety.—" Custom cannot state his infinite
variety." Over the stall of a public writer in la
rue du Bac, at Paris, is the following inscrip-
tion :—

" M. Renard, public writer, advising compi.
ler, translates the tongurs, explains the Ian.
guage of flowers, and sells fried potatoes."

We occasionally hear a simpering, double re-
fined young lady, boasting that she never labor,
ed, and that she could not, for the life of her,
make a pudding, as though ignorance of these
matters was a mark of gentility. There can
be no greater proof of silly arrogance, than such
remarks.

D'Oisay, in remarking on a beauty-speck on
the check of Lady Southampton, compared it
to a gem on a rose leaf. " The compliment is
farjetched," observed her ladyship. " How can
that be," rejoined the count, " when it is made
on the spot ?"
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A VOICE FROM HEAVEN,

Written for the friends of Philo B. Keoler, who died
in May last, about five years of age, and published at
their request.

My kindred, do not weep for me,
No longer o'er that clay

Breathe forth your mournful sighs,—O turn
To these bright realms of day.

There's joy and gladness here—all pain,
And sin, and death are o'er ;

Those things that vexed my soul on earth,
Can never reach me more.

There are no clouds, or storms, or cold,
No long and divary night;

'Tispleasant Bunshine all the lime,
And every thing is bright.

And here are holy angels, too,
A happy, happy throng;

You cannot think what joy it gives
To listen to their song.

I never heard such pleasant sounds
On earth, as we nave here ;

Such beauteous things I never saw,
As in these vales appear.

And more than all, here Jesus li ves,
And shows bis smiling face;

He is our sun, our life, our all,—
O ! 'tis a joyful place.

Then do not wish me back again.
In that dark world below ;

But think about my happy home,—
'Twill make you glad, I know.

And give the blessed Savior praise.
For calling me away,

Before temptation's thousand snares
Had led my feet astray.

I long to have you join me here,
And be for ever blest;

Dear father, mother, sister, friend,
Come to this place of rest.

Ob give to God your hearts, and lives,
His holy word obey ;

Lay up your treasures in this world,.
And cast vain things away.

Then, soon, a happy famil}.
We'll meet together here ;

Te part no more—but ever live,
Without a sigh or tear.

A. C. P.

INDEPENDENCE ODE.

AIR—STAR-SPANGLBD BANNEB.

I
When our fathers in vain sought redresi from the

throne,
And the tyrant grew mad In his thirst for dominion-

Earth shook, while the bugle of Conflict was blown,
And the Bird of our Banner flapped boldly his pinion.

Men with hair thin and white
Bared their arms for tho fight,

And the lad of sixteen made the dull weapon bright,
While, gilding the battle-storm rolling in wrath,
The Sunlight of Freedom streamed full on their path.

II

Tutored Cohorts of Ruin were marshalled in vain,
While the Lion of Britain waved haughtily o'er them;

Unmoved as the rock beating backward the main,
Frowned the phalanx of Liberty darkly before them :

With the dying and dead
Was the battle-field spread,

And the rain-of Destruction fell smoking and red;
But the foe was taught sternly how bootless his wrath!
When a WASHINGTON stands unappall'd in bis path.

Ill

In the gTeen " Land of Grovek" by their proud valor
won

From the grasp of Invasion, ourgrandsires are sleep-
ing ;

Neither pillar or pile lifts its head in the sun
Where the green moss of Age o'er their ashes is

creeping.
Marble triumphs of Art
Can no glory impart

When.the deeds of the mighty are traced on the
heart—

The mighty who crushed the grim foe in his wrath
As the warrior-barJ smote the Giant of Gath. '

IV
Proud heirs of a legacy bought by the sword,

May the South and the North ever live in Commu-
nion ;

May the vials of Death on the traitor be poured
Whose tongue even mutters that foul word—fDii-

union."
Guard the Land o f your birth,
Where the wretched of Earth,

When scourged by the Despot, find altar and hearth ;
And no more will the red eye of War roll in wrath
While blood, flame and tears mark his desolate path.

W . H. C. HOSMER.
July 4,1839.

THE MAIDEN'S RESCUE.
A TALE OF CINTRA.

The road from Lisbon to Cintrais one of the
most beautiful and picturesque that can be con.
Geived. The hedges are lined with the tower,
ing American aloe; and the luxuriant fruits,
the blooming flowers, and sweetly perfumed
plants of the south, abound in rich profusion.
It is not more than two or three hours ride from
the capitol to Cinlra—and thither a young and
handsome English officer "wended his solitary
way," with a view of passing a day or two a.
mong the romantic scenery which abounds in
its neighbrhood.

The town stands beneath a mountain, whose
side is clothed with a variegated wood, on which
the cork-tree, the olive, the orange, and the
Tine, sweetly and gaily bloom ; and at its sum-
mit a convent rears its mossy front, the ap-
proaches to which are of a most rugged and
dangerous nature. Having procured refresh,
ments and a guide in the town, our adventurer,
whose name was Captain Dillon, began about
mid-day to ascend thu steep and dangerous path,
though forewarned that he would find the fa-
tigue at that hour, almost insupportable. He
proceeded, however, and with difficulty reached
the convent; where he was received with a
frank and hearty welcome-^the British uniform
being a sure passport to hospitality, at that pe-
riod, throughout the whole extent of Portugal.
Here he cooled his heated frame by eating the
most delicious fruits; whilst the fine and in.
vigorating breezes of the mountain air soon re-
stored to him the capacity for active exertion.
Pleased with the monks, who had little of the

| ascetic, unsocial disposition of their order—
Dillon resolved to pass the night at the convent.

"What ruins are those?" inquired Dillon of
one of the monks, who was accompanying him
in a ramble around the grounds of the convent,
after he had dismissed his guide. As he spoke
he pointed to the remains of a castellated for-
tress, that crowned the summit of a rude emi-
nence, at no great distance from the convent.

"Those mouldering relicts," replied Father
Joachim, " are all that exist of a once proud ed-
ifice, which was inhabited by a race of infidels
of the Abencerages tribe. Now its massy walls
are mostly crumbled into dust, its gorgeous
magnificence has vanished, and the orgies of
robbers and smugglers are celebrated in those
halls, which were once the resort of the brave
and the fair of the followers of Mahomet."

As he spoke, two men were seen stealing a.
long the path that wound round the mountain,
in some places overhung by a projecting preci-
pice, in others covered with umbrageous shrubs,
t*» the ruins of which they were converging.
They bore something between them that had the
appearance of a body enveloped in a mantle ;
but whether it was male or female, it was im.
possible to discover.

" What can these men be after ?" inquired
Dillon. " Why are they, with this evident de-
sire to elude observation, conveying what seems
to be a human form to yonder ruins ? Has some
deed of violence been committed, and are its
perpetrators about to consign a dead victim to
an unhallowed grave, or immerse a living one
in the dismal precincts of yonder gloomy walls?"

"Alas ' my son," replied the Father, "such
sights are too frequent to our eyes to excite
much wonder, however they may demand com.
miseration ; and not unfrequently the groans
of sufferers from lawless violence are wafted on
the wings of the wind to those peaceful shades.
We have no power to interfere ; we can only
regard with pity the violations of moral rccti-
tude and religious duty ; and offer up our pray,
era for the safety of the innocent, and the re-
formation of the guilty."

"There are but two!" said Dillon ; and as
he stood for a few minutes-wrapped in though!,
the working of his counfenance, and the ex.

pression of his fine dark eyes, as he looked to.
wards the rains, evinced that he was revolving
some scheme to aid the unfortunate being just
conveyed within their walls, if indeed he or she
yet lived. His plan, whatever it was, was soon
formed. He obtained from the monk a direc-
tion as to the easiest way of reaching the ruins,
and departed, notwithstanding the remonstran-
ces with which he was assailed ; having first
taken the precaution to supply himself with a
brace of loaded pistols in addition to his sword
—"and a better never decked a soldier's thigh"
—which he always wore.

Proceeding with cautious celerity, he succeed-
ed in gaining the ruins without molestation.—
The path which he had followed ended directly
under a wall of considerable height, skirting
the ledge of the precipice on which the castle
had been built. A little to the right a low arch-
ed entrance admitted him into a wide area,
which had probably been the once spacious and
well fitted hall of the Moslems, but which was
now lonely and deserted. All was silent; but
advancing a little further, the sound of voices
burst upon his ear, and he looked round to see
whence they proceeded. Under a bower, form,
ed of the vine, the fasmine, and the geranium,
the two men whom he had seen from the eon-
vent, were now discovered playing at dice ;—
whilst a few paces from them on the grass lay a
female form, which, even at that distance, Dil-
lon could discover to be young and beautiful.—
He anxiously watched for some indication
which might point to a decisive line of conduct
for him to adopt. That the lady, whoever she
might be, was not a willing associate of the
two ruffians, for such their address, manners
and appearance denoted them, with whom he
found her, he felt convinced ; and it was a mo.
ment of relief from a painful state of suspense,
when he saw the two man emerge from the bow.
er, and as they advanced towards the spot where
he was concealed, overheard them, in the Por.
tuguese language, detail their plans and inten-
lions. He found that they had Been deciding
their pretensions to their lovely and helpless vie.
tim, by the cast of the dice ; and the one who
had been successful was a stern and sturdy look,
ing villain, on whose face nature had fixed
marks of cruelty in lineaments which time
could never effaee. A ferocious exultation
gleamed on his countenance; his dark scowl,
irrg eyes were lighted up with a deadly expres-
sion of passion, and shot gleams of vengeance
from under his high and overarching browa :—
he advanced to the extended female, and raised
her up from, the ground with no gentle touch,
he said something which Dillon could not dis.
tinguish. The lady appeared to look up, and,
as if recognizing the ruthless being by whom
she was supported, uttered a piercing shriek,
which was reverberated in echoes from rock to
rock, and at length died away in the distance.
Dillon knew not what to do ; but his conduct
was soon decided. The ruffian commenced a
struggle with the unfortunate being that he held
in his grasp, who was near sinking under his
lawle: s violence ; when not ablo to contain him.
self any longer, Dillon rushed down the steps,
calling upon them in Portuguese, to hold. The
ruffians seemed paralyzed for an instant—but it
was only for an instant. Both rushed upon
Dillon, who discharged his pistol and brought
one to the ground. A short, but desperate con-
flict ensued with the other ; but tho nervous
arm of the young Englishman at length hum.
bled this opponent also in the dust.

Leaving the helpless and disabled ruffians,
Dillon supported the lady he had rescued, along
the path by which he had gained the ruins, to
the convent, which they reached wUh difficulty,
owing to the exhausted slate of his charge.—
They were received with joy by the monks, who
supplied evory necessary restorative, and soon
the bloom of health mantled on her cheek.

I might here detail the Under conversation
which ensued between the lady and Dillon, the
love of the latter, and the gratitude, which soon
ripened into love, of the former,—the daughter
of a rich citizen of Cintra, who had been de.
coyed from her home by the ruffians from whom
Dillon had delivered her. But though these oc-
currences are pleasant enough to the parties
concerned, they are in general ratlu r insipid to
the reader, or to a third party. Suffice it to
say, that in a few months Captain Dillon and
the fair Isabel de Castro were united, and they
never cease, to remember, with pleasure, the
fortunate circumstauce which commenced their
acquaintance.
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THE ABENCHERRAGE.
A SPANISH TALE.

On the summit of a craggy hill, a spur of the
mountains of Ronda. stands the castle of Allora,
now a mere ruin, infested by bats and owlets,
but in old times one of the strong border holds
of the Christians, to keep watch upon the fron-
tiers of the warlike kingdom of Grenada, and
to hold the Moors in check. It was a post al
ways confided to some well-tried commander;
and, at the lime which we treat, was held by
Rodrigo de Narvcz, a veteran, famed, both a-
raong Moors and Christians, not only for his
hardly feats of arms, but also for that magnan-
imous coartesy, which should ever be entwined
with the sterner virtues of the soldier.

The castle of Allora, was a mere part of his
command ; he was Alcayde, or military gov-
ernor of Antiqnera, but he passed most of his
time at the frontier post, because its situation
on tlie borders gave more frequent opportunity
for those adventurous exploits which were the
delight of the Spanish chivalry. His garrison
consisted of fifty chosen chevaliers, all well
mounted and well appointed: with these he
kept vigilant wathch upon mnslems ; patrolling
the roads and paths-, and defiles of the moun.
tains, so that nothing could escape his eye, and
row and then signalizing himself by some
dashing foray into the very Vega of Grenada.

On a fair and beautiful night in summer,
when the freshness of the evening breeze had
tempered the heat of the day, the worthy
Alcayde sallied forthwith nine of his cavaliers,
to patrol the neighborhood and seek adventures.
Tney rode quietly and cautiously, lest they
should be overheard by a Moorish scout or trav-
eller ; and kept along ravines and hollow ways,
lest they should be betrayed by the glitte rng
of the full moon upon their armor. Coming to
where the road divided, the Alycade directed
five of his cavaliers to take one of tho branches,
while he with the remaning fonr.would lake the
other. Should either party be in danger, toe
blast of a horn was to be the signal to bring
their comrades to their aid.

The parly of five had not proceeded far, when
in passing through a defile, overhung with trees,
thev heard the voice of a man singing, lhey
immediately concealed themselves in a grove,
on the brow of a declivity, up which the stran-
irer would have to ascend. The moonlight,
which left the grove in deep shadow, lit up the
whole person of the wayfarer, as he advanced
and enabled them to distinguish his dress and
appearance with perfect accuracy. He was a
Moorish cavalier, and his noble demeanor,
and graceful carriage, and splendid attire,
showed him to be of lofty rank. He was su-
perbly moanled, on a dapple grey steed, of pow-
erful frame and generous spirit, and magnifc.
cently coinparisoned. His dress was a marlota
or tunic, and an Albernoz of crimson damask,
fringed with gold. Tunisan turban, of many
folds, was of Bilk and cotton striped, and bor-
dered with gold fringe.—At his girdle hung a
ecimetar of Damascus eteel, with loops and
tassels of silk and gold. On his left arm he
bore an ample target, and his right hand gras-
peda long double pointed lance Thus iquip-
ped, he eat negligently on his steed, as one who
dreamed of no danger, gazing on the moon,
and singing with a Bweot a.jd manly voice a
Moorish love ditty. .

Juut opposite the place where the Spanish
cavaliers were concealed, was a small fountain
in the rock beside the road, to which the horse
turned to drink ; the rider threw his reins on
bis horses neck, and continued nweong-

Tbe Spanish cavalier? conferred together,
they were so well pleased with the gallant and
gentle rppearance of the Moor, that they resol-
ved not to harm but capture him, which in his
negligent mood, promised to be an easy task ;
rushing therefore from their concealment, they
thought to surround and seize him. Never
were men more mistaken, to gather up his
reins, wheel round his steed, brace his buckler
and couch his lance, was the work of an instant;
and there he sat fixed, like a castle in his sad-
die, beside the fountain.

The Christian cavaliers checked their steeds
and reconnoitered him warrily, loth to come to
an encounter which must end in his destruc
tion.

The Moor now held a parley ; 'if you be
true 'knights,' said he, and seek for honorable
fame, come on, singly, and I am ready to meet
each in succession ; but if you be mere lurkers
of the road intent on spoil, come on all at once,
and do your worst.'

The cavaliers communed for a moment apart,
when one, advancing singl... exclaimed : "A-
though no law of chivalry obliges us to risk the
loss of a prize, when clearly in our power, yet
we willingly grant, as courtesy, what we might
refuse as "a right. Valiant Moor, defend thy
self!'

So saying, he wheeled, took proper distance,
couched his lance, and putting spurs to his
horse, made at the stranger. The latter met
him in midcar'cer, transpierced him with his
lance, and threw him headlong from his saddle,
A second and a third succeeded, but were un-
horsed with equal facility, and thrown to the
earth severely wounded. The remaining two,
seeing their comrades thus roughly treated, for-
got all compact of courtesy and charged both
at once upon the Moor. He parried the thrusts
of one, but was wounded by the other in the
thigh, and, in the shock and confusion, drop-
ped his lance. Thus disarmed and closely pies-
sed, he pretended to fly, and was hotly pursued.
Having drawn the two cavaliers some distance
from the spot, he suddenly wheeled short about,
with one of those dexterous movements for
which the Moorish horsemen were renowned :
passed swiftly between them, swung himself
down from his saddle, so as to catch up his
lance, then, lightly replaced himself, turned to
renew the combat.

Seeing him thus fresh for the encounter, as
if just issued from his tent, one of the cavaliers
put his lips to his horn, and blew a blast, that
soon bro't the Alcayde and his four companions
to the spot.

The valiant Narvaez, seeing three of his ca-
valiers extended on the earth, and two others
holly engaged with the Moor, was struck with
admiration, and coveted a contest with so ac-
complished a warrior. Interfering in the fi^ht,
he called t.» his followers to desist, and address-
ing the Moor, with courteous words, invited
him to a more equal combat. The latter reach,
ly accepted the challenge. For some time, the
contest was fierce and doubtful, and the Alcayde
had ,,ecd of all his skill and strength to ward
off the blows of his antagonist. 'I he Moor,
however, was exhausted by previous fighting,
and by loss of blood. He no longer sat his
horse firmly, fTor managed him with his wonted
skiM. Collecting all bis strength for a last as-
sault, he rose in his stirrups, and made a violent
thrust with his lance ; the Alcayde received it
upon his shield, and at the some lime wounded
the M'jor, in the right arm ; then closing, in
the shock, he grasped him in his arms, draggod
him from his saddle, and fell with him to the
earth; when putting his knee upon his breast,
and his dagger to his throat, "Cavalier," ex-
claimed he, " render thyself my prisoner, lor
thy life i« in my hands !"

"Kill me, rather," replied the Moor, 'for
death would be less grievious than loss of liber-
ty."

The Alcayde, however, with the clemency
of the truly brave, assisted the Moor to rise,
ministered to his wounds with his own hands,
and had him conveyed with great care to the
castle of Allora. His wounds were slight, and
in a few days were nearly cured ', but the deep-
est wound had been inflicted on his spirit. He
was constantly buried in a profound melancho-
ly-

The Alcayde, who had'eonceived a great re-
gard for him, treated him more as a friend than
a captive, and tried in every way to cheer him,
but in vain ; he was always sad and moody, and
when on the battlements of the castle, would
keep his eyes turned to the south, with a fixed
and wistful gaze.

" How is this?" exclaimed the Alcayde, re-
proachfully, " that you who were so hardy and
fearless in the field, should lose all spirit in pris-
on ? If any secret grief preys on your heart,
confide it to me as to a friend, and I promise
you on the faith of a cavalier, that you shall
have no cause to repent the disclosure."

The Moorish knight kissed the hand of the
Alcayde. " Noble cavalier," paid he, " that I
am cast down in spirit, is not from my wounds,
which are slight, nor from my captivity, l'.r
your kinJnesB has robbed it of all gloom ; nor
from my defeat, for to be conquered by so ac-
cbmplisied and renowned a cavalier, is no dis-
grace. But to explain to you the cause of my
grief, it is necessary to give you some particu-
lars of my story ; and this I am moved to do
by the great sympathy you have manifested to-
wards me, and the magnanimity that shines
through all your actions."

" Know then, that my name is Abendaraez,
and that I am of the noble but unfortunate line
of the Abencerrages of Granada. You have
doubilcss heard of the destruction that fell upon
our race. Charged with treasonable designs,
of which they were entirely innocent, many of
them were beheaded, the rest were banished ; so
that not an Abencerrage was permitted to remain
in Granada, excepting my father, and my uncle,
whose innooence was proved, even to the satis-
faction of their persecutors. It was decreed,
however, should they have children, the sons
should be educated at a distance from Granada,
and the daughters should be married out of the
kingdom.

"Conformable to this decree, I was sent,
while yet an infant, to be reared in the fortre.'g
of Cartama, the worthy Alcayde of which was
an ancient friend of my father. He had no
children, and received me with the kindness
and affection of a father; and I grew up in the
belief that he really wa.t such A few yetrs af-
terwards his wife gave birth to a daughter, but
his tenderness to me continued undiminished. I
thus grew up with Xarisa.for so the infant daugh-
ter of the Alcayde was called, as her own bro.
ther, and thought the growing passion which I
felt for her was mere fraternal affection. I be.
held her charms unfolding as it were leaf by
leaf.like morning roses, each moment disclosing
fresh beauty and sweetness.

"At this period, I overheard a conversation
between him and his confidential domestic ;
and I found myself to be the Bubject. "It is
time," said he, •• to apprise him of his parent,
age, that he may adopt a career in life. I have
deferred the communication as long as possible,
through reluctance to inform him that he is of
a proscribed and an unlucky race."

•'This intelligence would have overwhelmed
me at an earlier period, but the intimation that
Xarisa was not my siBter, operated like magic,
and in an instant transformed my brotherly af.
factions into ardent love.
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118 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.
"I sought Xarisa to impart to her the secret

I had learned. I found her in the garden, in a
bower of jessamines, arranging her beautiful
hair by the mirror of a chrystal fountain. I
ran to her with open arms and she received me
with a sister's embrace. When we had sealed
ourselves beside the fountain she began to up-
braid me for leaving her so long alone.

"In reply, I informed her of the conversation
I had overheard. The recital shocked and dis-
tressed her. "Alas !' cried she, "then is our
happiness at an end !"

" 'How!' exclaimed I, 'wilt thou ceaae to
love me because I am not thy brother !'

'^'Not so,' replied she ; 'but do you not know
that when it is once known we are not brother
and sister, we can no longer be permitted to be
thus always together ?*

"In fact, from that moment our intercourse
took a new character. We often met at the
fountain among the jessamines, but Xarisa no
longer advanced with open arms to meet me.—
She became reserved and silent, and would blush
and cast down her eyes, when I seated myself
beside her. My heart became a prey to the
thousand doubts and fears that ever attend up-
on true love. I was restless and uneasy, and
looked back with regret to the unreserved inter,
course that had existed between us.when we sup-
posed ourselves brother and sister, yet I would
not have had the relationship true, for the world.

"While matters were in this state between
us, an order came from the King of Granada
for the Alcayde to take command of the fortress
of Coyn, which lies directly on the Christian
frontier. He prepared to remove wilh all his
family, but signified that I-should remain at Car.
tania. I exclaimed against the separation, and
declared that I could not be parted from Xarisa.
•That is the very cause,1 said he, 'why I leave
thee behind. It is time, Abendaracz, that thou
shouldest know the secret of thy birth ; that
thou art no son of mine, neither is Xarisa thy
sister.' 'I know it all,' I exclaimed, 'and I love
her with ten fold the affection of a brother.—
You have brought us together ;- you have made
us necessary to each other's happiness; our
hearts have entwined themselves with our
growth; do not now tear them asunder. Pill
up the measure of your kindness ; be indeed a
father to me, by giving Xarisa for my wife.'

"The brow of the Alcayde darkened as I
spoke? 'Havel been deceived?' said he.—
'Have those nurtured in my bosom been con.
spiring against me ?'— to beguile the auctions
of my child, and teach her to deceive her falh
er ? It was cause enough to refuse thee the
hand of my daughter that thou wert of a pros,
cribed race who can never approach the walls
of Granada ; this,however, I might have passed ;
but never will I give my daughter to a man
who has endeavored to win her frum me by de-
ception.

"All my attempts to vindicate myself and Xa-
risa were unavailing. I retired in anguish from
his presence, and seeking Xarisa told her of
this blow, which was worse than death to me.
'Xarisa,' said I, 'we part forever ! I shall nev-
er see thee more ! Thy father will guard thee
rigidly. Thy beauty and his wealth will soon
attract some happier rival, and I shall be for
gotten !'

' Xarisa reproached me with my want of faith,
and promised me eternal constancy. I still
doubted and desponded, until, moved by my
anguish and despair, she agreed to a> secret u.
nion. Our espousals made, wo parted, with a
promise on her part to send m<i word from Coyn,
should her father absent himself from the for-
tress. The very day after our secret nuptials, I
beheld the whole train of the Alcayde depart
from Car tarn a, nor would he admit me to his
presence, or permit me to bid farewell to Xari-
sa. I remained at Cartama, somewhat pacified
in spirit by the secret bond of union; but every
thing arouud me fed ruy passion and reminded
me of Xarisa. I saw the windows at which I
had so ofteu beheld her. I wandered through
the apartment she had inhabited ; the chamber
in which she had slept. I visited the bower of
jessamines, and lingered beside the fountain in
which she had delighted. Every thing recalled
her to my imagination, and filled my heart with
tender melancholy.

'At length a confidential servant brought me
word, that her father was to depart that day for
Granada, on a short absence, inviting me to has.
ten to Coyn, describing a secret portal at which
I should apply, and the signal by which I would
obtain admittance.

• If ever you have loved, most valiant AI.
cayde, you may judge of the transports of my
bosom. That very night I arrayed myself in
my most gallant attire, to pay due honor to my
bride; and arming myself against any casual
attack, issued forth privately from Cartama.—
You know the rest, arid by what sad fortune of
war I found myself, instead of a happy bride-
groom, in the nuptial bower of Coyn, vanquish,
ed, wounded, and a prisoner within the walls of
Allora. The term of absence of. the father of
Xarisa is nearly expired. Within three days he
will return to Coyn, and our meeting will no
longer be-possible. Judge, then, whether I
grieve without cause, and whether I may not
well be excused for showing impatience under
confinement.1

Don Rodrigo de Narvaez was greatly moved
by this recital; for, though more used to rug-
ged war than scenes of amorous softness, he
was of a kind and generous nature.

' Abendaraez,1 said he, I did not seek thy
confidence to gratify an idle curiosity. It
grieves me much that the good fortune which
delivered thee into my hands, should have mar.
red so fair an enterprise. Give me thy faith, as
a true knight, to return prisoner to my castle,
within three days, and I will grant thee permis.
sion to accomplish thy nuptials.''

The Abencerrage would have thrown himself
at his feet, to pour out protestations of eternal
gratitude, but the Alcayde prevented him. Call
ling in his cavaliers, he took- the Abencerrage
by the right hand, in their presence, exclaiming
solemnly, " You promise, on the faith of a- ca-
valier, to return to my castle of A'llora within
three days, and render yourself my prisoner?"'
And the Abencerrage said, " I' promise."

Then said the Alcayde, "Go, and may good
fortune attend you. If you require any safe-
guard, I and my cavaliers are ready to be your
companions."

The Abencerrage kissed the hand of the Al-
cayde in grateful acknowledgement. " Give
me," said he, " my own armor and my steed,
and I require no guard. It is not likely that I
shall again meet with so valorous a foe.'*

The shades of night had" fallen, when the
tramp of the dapple grey steed resounded over
the drawbridge, and immediately afterwards the
light clatter of hoofs along the road, bespoke
the ftoetness with which the you-thful lover has.
tened to his bride. It was deep night when the
moor arrived at the castle of Coyn. He silent-
ly and cautiously walked his panting steed un-
der its dark walls, and having nearly passed
round them, came to-the portal denoted by Xa.
risa. He paused and' looked around to see that
he was not observed, and then knocked three
limes wilh the butt of his lance. In a little
while the portal was timidly unclosed by the
duenna of Xarisa. "Alas, senor,"" said she,
what has detained you thus long T Every night
have I watched for you ;. and my lady is sick at
heart with doubt and anxiety.'"

The Abencerrage hung his lance and shield
and scimitar against the wall, and1 then followed
the duenna with silent steps, up a winding stair-
case, 10 the apartment of Xarisa. Vain would
be the attempt to describe the raptures of that
meeting. Time flew too swiftly, and the Aben
cerrage had nearly forgotten, until too late, Ivis
promise to return a prisoner to the Alcayde of
Allora. The recollection of it came to him
with a pang, and-suddenly awoke him from his
dream of bliss. Xarisa saw his altered looks,
and heard wilh alarm his stifled sighs ; but her
countenance brightened when she heard the
cauise. " Ljt not thy spirits be cast down,"
said she, throwing her white arms around him.
" I have the keys of my father's treasures ; send
ransom more than enough to satisfy the Chris,
tian, and remain wilh me."

'No, said Abendapaoz,' I have given my word
to return in person, and like a true knight, must
fulfil my promise. After that, fortune must do
wilh me as it pleasus.'

'Than,, said Xarisa, 'I will accompany thee.
Never shall you return a prisoner, and 1 remain
at liberty.1

The Abeneerrage was transported with joy
at this new pyoof of devotion in hi» beautiful
bride. All preparations were speedily made for
their departure. Xarisa mounted behind the
Moor on his powerful steed f they left the caslle*
walls before day break, nor did they pause until
they arrived at the gates of the castle of Allara,
which was flying wide to receive them.

Alighting in the court, the Abencerrage sup-
ported the steps of his trembling bride, who re-

mained closely veiled, into the presence of Rod.
rigo de'Narvatz. 'Behold, valiant Alcayde!' said
he, 'the way in which an Adencerrage keeps his
word. I promised to return "to thee a prisoner,
but I deliver two captives into your power.—
Behold Xarisa, and judge whether I grieved
without reason over the loss of such a treasure.
Receive us as your own, for I confide my life
and her honor to your hands.'

The Alcayde was lost in admiration of the
beanty of the lady, and the noble spirit of the
Moor. 'I know not,' said he, 'which of you sur-
passes the other, but I know that my castle is
graced and honored by your presence. Enter
into it, and consider it your own while you deign
to reside with me.'

For several days the lovers remained at Allora,
happy in each others love, and in the friendship
of the brave Alcayde. The latter wrote a letter,
full of courtesy, to the Moorish king at Grana.
da, relating the whole event, extolling the valor
and good faith of the Abencerrage, and craving
for him the royal countenance.

The king was moved by the story, and was
pleased with an opportunity of showing atten.
tion to the wishes of a gallant and chivalrous
enemy ;• for though he had often suffered from
the prowess of Don Rodrigo de Narvaez; he ad.
mired the heroic character he had gained
throughout the- land. Calling the Alcaydo of
Coyn into his presence, he gave him the letter
to read.- The Alcayde turned pale, and trem-
bled with rage on the perusal. ' Restrain thine
anger,' said the king, 'there is nothing that the
Alcayde of Aiora could ask, that I-would not
grant if in my power.1' Go thou to Allora; par.
dun thy children ; take them to thy home. I
receive this Albencerrage into my favor, and
it will be my delight to heap benefits upon you
all.'

The kindling ire of the Alcayde was sudden,
ly appeased. He hastened to Allora ; and folded
his-children to his bosom^ who would have fallen
at his feet. The gallant Rbdrigo de Narvaez.
gave liberty to his prisoners without ransom, de.
manding merely a promise of his friendship*
He accompanied the youthful couple and their
father to Coyn,. where their unptials were cele-
brated with great rejoicings. When the festiv-
ities were over, Don Rodrigo de Narvez return*
ed to his fortress of Allora.

After his departure, the Alcayde of Coyn ad-
dressed his children : " T o your hands," said he,
'*I confide the disposition of my wealth. One
of the first things I charge you, is not to forget
the ransom you owe to the Alcayde of Allora.
His magnanimity wronging.him of his just dues
Give him moreover, your entire, friendship, for
he merits it fully though of a different faith."

The Abencerrage thanked him for his gencr.
ous proposition, which traly accorded with
his own wishes. He took a large sum of gold,,
and enclosed it in a rich coffer ;:and on his own
part sent six beautiful horses, superbly caparis*
oned ;. with si*shields artOlancea, mounted and.
embossed wilh gold- The beautiful Xarjea, at
the same time wrote a letter to the Alcayde, filled
with expressions of gratitude and friendship)
and sent him a box* of fragrant cypress-work>
containing hnnen of the finest quality for his
person. The valiant Aloayde disposed of the
present in a characteristic manner. The horses
and anmor he shared among the cavaliers who
had accompanied lum< on the night of the skir-
mish. The box- of cypress wood and its con.
tents he retained- for the sake of the beautiful;
Xarisa ::and sent her, by the hand.s of the mes-
senger, the sum of gold paid as a ransom, en-
treating her to receive it as a> wedding present.
Thi» courtesy and magnanimity raised the
character of the Alcayde Rodrigo de Narvaez
still higher in the estimation of the Moors, who
extolled him as a perfect mirror of chivalric
virtue; and from that time forward, there was a
continual exchange of good offices between
them.

ANECDOTE OF! ROWLAND- HILL.
A pious woman, a.member in Surrey Chapel,

was married to a husband, who, though very
kind to her and in many respects a moral man,
had no sense whatever of religion; but delight,
ed in spending the hours in swilling beer which
»he spent in attendance on the preaching of tho
gospel. It so happened that the parties,
through some disappoiatment in business, had
been unable to pay their rent on a particular
quarter day. The consequence was that a dis.
traint on their furniture was put into their
house, and a party was employed, as the teclini-
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c&I phrase has it, to " l3ke possession."* °AfteY
turning over every sclierne in their minds which
could suggest itself, for'extricating them from
the difficulties in which they were involved,
they were just about to resign (Jiemselves to
despair, when the idea occurred to the wife, of
submitting the whole cane to Mr. Hill. She
accordingly proceeded to his house, at once got
access to him, and with no small degree of tre.
rnour, made a short and simple statement of
matters.

11 How much would you require to save your
furniture, and to get rid of the person in pos-
session ?" inquired Mr. Hill.

•• Eighteen pounds, sir, would be quite suffi-
cient for the purpose,11 answered the poor wo-
man with a palpitating heart.

'• I'll let yeu have the loan of twenty, and
you can repay me at your convience."

The heart of the other was too full to give ut-
terance to distinct expressions of gratitude for
so great a mark of kindness on the part of her
minister. He was too shrewd an observer of
human nature not to perceive that the broken
accents, and sometimes entire absence of words,
vphieh characterised her attempt to express her
gratitude, afforded a far better proof of that
feeling being at once deep and sincere, than if
she had"been most affluent in words' and most
fluent in using them.

" Send your husband to me on your return
home," said Mr. Hill, after the other had re-
turned thanks in the best way her feelings al.
lowed her ; " Send him to me presently, and I
will have two ten pound notes waiting him by
the time he arrives. I wish to give the notes
to him rather than to you "

Mrs. D quitted Mr. Hill's house, and
hurried home with light foot, but with a still
lighter heart. Having communicated to her
husband what had passed between herself and
her minister, it is unnecessary to say that he
lost no time in proceeding to the house of Mr.
Hill. The latter gentleman received him with
much kindness of manner.

" And so," said he, " yeu are so unfortunate
as to have a person in possession."

" We unfortunately have, sir."
"And twenty pounds will be sufficient to get

rid of him and restore the furniture to you ?"
" It wijl, sir."
" Well, then," said Mr. Hill, pointing to the

table, " there are two ten pound notes for you,
which you can repay me when you are able.—
Take them."

The other hesitatingly advanced to the table,
took up the notes, and was in the act of folding
them up, at the same time warmly thanking
Mr. Hill for the act of friendship he had done
him, at the same time expressing a hope that he
would soon be able to pay the amount back again
—when the reverend gentleman suddenly ex-
claimed, "Stop a little' Just lay down the
cotes again until I ask a blessing on them."

The other did as he was desired, on which
the reverend gentleman, extending both his
arms, addressed a short prayer to the Divine
Being to this effect.—" O Lord, who art the
Author of all mercy, and the Giver of every
good and perfect gift, do thou be graciously
pleased to bless the small snm of money to be
given to him who is now before Thee, that it
may conduce to his present and eternal wel-
fare. For Jesus Christ's sake."

•' Now, sir," said Rowland Hill, as he finish-
ed his brief supplication to a Throne of Grace,
" now, sir, you may take the money."

The party a second time took up the two ten
pound notes, and was in the act as before of
folding them up, when Mr. Hill interposed, by
requesting him to wait a moment, adding that
he had forgotten one thing.

It may be easily supposed that by this time
the individual was a good deal confused. His
confusion was increased a hundred fold when
Mr. Hill remarked, " But, my friend, you have
not yourself asked a blessing on the money.—
You had better do it now."

•• Sir," faltered out the other, scarcely able to
support himself, " Sir, I cannot pray. I never
prayed in my life.

»- You have the more need to begin now,"
observed the reverend gentleman, in his own
cool yet rebuking manner.

» I cannot, sir ; I do not know what to say."
•• Make the effort, however Bhort your prayer

maybe."
" I cannot, sir. I am unable to utter one

single sentence."
"Then you cannot have the money. I will

not lend twenty pouhds to a prayerless person."
The other hesitated for a moment, and then

closing his eyes, and with uplifted hands, he
Baid with great earnestness, ••O Lord, what shall
I eay to Thee and to Mr. Hill on this occasion ?"
He was about to begin another sentence when
the reverend gentleman interrupted him, by ob-
serving, "That will do for a beginning. It is a
very excellent first prayer. It is from the heart.
I have not uttered a more sincere or fervent pe-
tilion to God for the last fifty years. Take the
money, and may God's blessing be given along
with it." As he spoke, Mr. Hill took up the
two ten pound notes and transferring them to
the half bewildered man, cordially shook him by
the hand, and wished him good morning.

T H E O R P H A N .
BY CHARLTON.

The tempest of a dark December night had
for some time vented its fury, when a wretched
woman, drenched by the rain, dishevelled, and
in tattered garments, sunk on the ground as she
journeyed over the heath. She had wandered
fmm her home—home! alas ! she had none !
She was on orphan. Long had a mother's voice
ceased to instruct her by its precepts : a fathi
er's arm to protect and administer, by its labor
to her assistance. Both were consigned to the
grave ; and Emma was left without a friend, on
whom to depend for counsel or assistance. She
was then beantious; her form and graceful
movements were those of Diana ; the^ health of
Hygeia bloomed upon her cheek ; and the lily's
spotless whiteness lent fits complexion to her
cheek and bosom. Her mind was intelligent
though not learned ; her heart a compound of
virtue and credulity. Never had Emma per-
formed an act that was wrong, knowing it to be
so ; never suspected guile or treachery in ano-
ther, judging the world as it were by the stan-
dard of her own honesty and truth. Thus act.
ing and believing; unskilled in the deceptive
character of man ; forlorn and needy ; she was
approached by a youth, whose preposessing
form and manners soon engaged her affections.
With the malice and the cunning of the arch
fiend of old, he wooed, won, and deserted her!
—Wretched Emma! Virtue was once thy rich-
est pride and solace—virtue! And is it then
but a name that the charitable look at? Art thou
Emma, still virtuous ? Shall the fell machina-
tions of a villain cast approbrium upon thy
purer nature, which only his infamy deserves?
Yet it may be said that thou too art infamous !
Not, not so; thou art wretched but not infam-
ous. It was not a fault to believe as thou hast
believed; it was a misfortune. That innocence
which should have been thy protection, is never-
theless thy apology. You saw the tears trinkle
down from eyes, while those eyes beamed rap-
ture upon you; you heard a voice silvery and
sweet, which formed itself to your situation,
declared its passion, and pledged its unaltera-
ble truth. Could you doubt it? N o : that heart
which never deceived, that heart which had so
often throbbed with sympathetic emotions at the
bare recital of " past tales of sorrow," could
not suspect deception in another, when its feet
laid in supplication, promises and vows. Who
then, Emma, brands you infamous? "What
voice of sorrow breaks upon my ear, giving to
the night'd loud gust a more appalling accent ?''
inquired a horseman, as he oautiously approach,
ed the spot where the wretched orphan lay. " A
being disgraced ; persecuted by the earth, and
forsaken by heaven, (she replied.) Three days
have passed since these famished lips have tast-
ed the coarsest food ; and many a long night
since the roof of hospitality sheltered her from
the ' pitiless storm.' I am a woman ; I am an
orphan !" Why have you been persecuted by
the world ? Why should you be forsaken by
heaven ?" " I thought not of the opinions of
one ; and I have violated an ordinance of the
other, I loved too well and was undone !"—
"Take thy miserably fate!" interrupted the
horseman, and galloped forward. He was a
moralist. Through the gloomy severity of the
blast, a firm and steady step was heard to ap.
proach. Thero was something in its sound
presaging succour; something which conveyed
hipe to the heart. A glow of comfort flashed
upon her frozen cheeks. A delicious sensation,
(like to that which is experienced when we feel
the congenial sigh breathe upon UP, when it
leaves the warm bosom of friendship,) animated
her with new life. She rose with strength and
feelings she knew not how to account for: she

hurried to meet him who approached her, and
in the next instant fell senseless into his arms.
* Child of affection !' inquired the stranger, as
he wrapped her shiverjsg form more tenderly
in iiis mantle, and watched the returning life in
her pallid face, by the indirect beamings of the
moon, which had arisen : " Child of affection !
why hast thou on this lone night wandered from
thy friends and home." " I have none," repli-
ed the disconsolate Emma, with convulsed emo.
tion, while she cast upon him a look, which
might have melted a stone, and endeavored to
relieve herself from his embrace. It was the
first time since her unhappy seduction, that she
had been cherished by man. •' I am very young -
(she continued) but have experienced an age of
misery. Seduced by a heart I believed to be the
oracle of truth and constancy; an orphan;
shunned by my former friends ; scoffed at by
my undoer ; unpited. uprotected, I have wan-
dered alone; the canopy of heaven, at night,
my only covering ; the seanly fruit of the for-
est, my only sustenance. I could not love sin
sufficient to pursue it for my bread ! and who
would administer the woman dishonored I—
Stranger, the measure of my suffering is filled.
In a few moments all that will remain of the
orphan for the exercise of thy humanity will be
the interment of her corpse, and inscription of
her offence, that others may profit by her mis-
fortunes, and shun that rock on which she
struck and perished." " Orphan, thou wilt not
die!" replied the stranger, pressing her cold
form firmly in his arms. " I am childless, and
will make thee mine. The world shill yet re-
spect and bless the orphan, whose offunce is
treated with too much severity, and whose
wants it refuses to supply." " Whose voice is
this," exclaimed the sinking Emma, •• that
sends euch tidings through rny bewildered brain ?
who calls me from the grave ?"

•'One (replied the stranger) who-feels it his
duty to succour the afflicted ; one that never
sported with the unhappy, nor promised but to
perform." "Angel ! minister of heave'n !" ex-
claimed the orphan and sunk her icy forehead
upon his bosom. He was a friend ! and the
friend has kept his word. Emma is seen, bloom,
ing and beautiful as ever, moving in plenty.—
Her error has long since been forgotton by all
but herself, in consideration of her correct .de-
portment, and the exercise of her charities.—
She is the almone of the village. Her kind-
ness heals the afflicted ; her precepts tame the
obdurate. Once a year, when the night winds
blow bleak, does Emma hie her to the spot
where her preserver found her. It is the indul-
gence of a whim in her which he sanctions,
more because he bdlieves it to be the exercise of
a penance for her crime, than from a fear that
without any perpetuation of it, she might again
fall its victim. One act originating in extreme
sensibility and uncounsclled by experience,
weaned from her the sympathies of the world.
One generous bosom snatched her from destruc-
tion, and gave to society again its brightest or-
nament. Adieu, sweet Emma! thy sufferings
and thy persecutions are treasured ap in every
honest heart ; and the hour is blest, in which
this friend found thee an orphan on the heath.

JULIET.—A FRAGMENT.
* * * She was sitting at the head ofhis

grave—and the grass was beginning to look
green upon the turf round the stone where her
tears usually fell—she had not observed me, and
I stood still. "Thou hast left me Fidelin," said
she, bending her face down to the turf— "Thou
hast left me, but it was to attend a dearer call
—I will not weep'" wiping her eyes with her
handkerchief, "I will not weep, for it was the
call of one who loved thee better.—Thou hast
flown to his bosom and what hast thou left be-
hind thee for poor Juliet, but this cold sod ?"
She was silent some moments—the full moon
was just beginning to climb over the tops of the
trees as I came up ; and as she stooped to kiss
the turf, I saw the tears, through the moon,
beams, trickling in hasty drops from her eyes.
" Thou hast left me," said Juliet, raising her
face from the grave, •• but we shall meet again
—I shall see thy face again and hear thee speak;
and then we shall part no more." She rose
cheerfully to retire—the tear was still trembling
in her eye; never till that moment did I behold
so sweet a charm—one might read the sentence
in her face—" Thou has left me," said the tear;
" but we shall meet again, and there we shall
part no more," said the smile. Blessed religion*
thought I, how happy are thy children.
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A WEDDING AT SEA.

A Paris correspondent of the New England Re.
view gives the following sketch ofan interesting
scene which occurred on board the ship in which
he sailed from this country.

" A novel circumstance took place while on
our pasage, which I must relate : There was a
Mr. H. on board, who was formerly a merchant
in Massachusetts, since in Connecticut, and lale
of New York. He was a kind, open-hearted
fellow, full of fun, and withal very intelligent,
as well as handsome. His age about twenty-
seven. He came on board an entire stranger
to us all, but as wo made it a point t i have but
one family on board, and as we soon discovered
his amiable q alities, he was very soon made a
welcome member.

On our Eixth day out lie came to me and in-
quired the name and circumstance? ofan elder-
ly gentleman passenger, who was accompanied
by his daughter, with whom Mr. H. seemed to
be deeply smitten. For my own part I could see
nothing exceedingly attractive about Miss J.,
save that she was very agreeable in her man-
ners and highly intelligent. I informed him,
and at hie request I gave him a forma) inlro-
Hue lion, which terminated in the following
manner.

Soon after the introduction it became evi-
dent that a mutual liking and affection existed
between Mr. H. and Miss J , who, from the ri-
pen expressions of fondness, began to attract
the attentions of many of the passengers.—
They were frequently observed in close conver-
salion, and a game of whist was scarcely ever
played in which they were not partners. On
the scond Sunday of our passage, we solicited
the Rev. Mr. G., who was on his way to Italy,
to preach a sermon. By the politeness of Capt.
N. a large awning was spread above us, seats
were prepared, and a congregation of seventy
nix persons, including the steerage passengers
and sailors, was collected to participate in the
religious exercises. A small desk was formed
into a pulpit, and a choir was formed by "going
into a committee of the whole." The text was
r*;ad and the serman delivered, of which I need
not speak. At the conclusion of the sermon,
our minister rose and read the following card
which lay on his desk :

" WM. BENT-LEV H , Esq., of New
York, intends marriage with Miss MARIA LOUI-
SA J—." We were more surprised at the novel-
ty of the thing than at the fact itself, and, in-
deed, such was the feeling created by the sud-
den and unexpected announcement made, that
we all forgot the serious impressions made on
our minds by the minister, in our hearty and
vociferous congratulations of the happy pair.—
But it did not end here. A proposition was
made to the partieajlo have the affair consummat.
ed that evening, which was cheerfully acceded
to by them to the great pleasure of all on board.
Accordingly things were arranged to order, the
best state room was to be given up to them, and
every one felt gay and happy as the hour ap-
proached which should witness the conRurnma-
tion of their nuptial vows. The evening was
calm and delightful ; not a sail fluttered in the
breeze; not a voice was heard, not the least stir
or bustle about the deck, and the moon looked
down in loveliness on that tranquil scene.

As at noon, every soul on board gathered to
the temple, which had been erected for religious
worship, and in less than fifteen minutes the
marriage ceremony was performed by our wor-
thy minister, who made a few remarks and clo-
sed with prayer.

The scene was truly as sublime as romantic.
—The fair bride came out, dressed in a robe of
pure white Batin, leaning on the arm of her lover
bound to the altar, and heard her marraige vow
pronounced where only an hour or two before
she has uttered her vows to God. Many a tear
of joy stole down the cheeks' of those who look-
ed on, and not a oaro cast a shadow of his wing
across that scene of triumphant love and bliss.

A RECEIPT to make cheap composition for
preserving the roof of a bouse or any kind of
weather boarding from weather and from fire.—
Take one measure of fine sand, two measures of
wood auhes well sifted, three of slackened lime
ground up with oi l ; laid on with a painter's
brush : fir»t coat thin, and second thick.

I painted on a board with this mixture, and
it adheres so strongly lo the board, that it resists
an iron tool; and put thick oo a shingle, resists
tbo operation of fire.

SATURDAY, JULY 27, 1839.

MISS SHIRREFF & MR, WILSON.
The beauty and gaiety of our city were at Con.

cert Hall on Friday evening. All were delight-
ed with the "mins'reisie"—or if any were not
delighted, they did not possess bad taste enough
to tell of it. The audience was large, but not
crowded, as it should have been.

" What fairy like music," although an "old fa-
vorite" with every body, we never heard it sung
with any thing like "fairy like" beauty before.
It has been thrust ujjon our ears so often, by so
many awful voices, that we have more than
once pronounced it a "doleful sound V' but Ihe
artist like gracefulness with which it was sung
by Miss SHIRREFF and Mr. WJLSON made il^really
pretty.

"Rory O'More" was "to the life." If any of
the "girls of Kilkenny had heard it, tliny would
have thought it come direct from the Emerald
landscapes. If all the broken hearted Roys
could discourse their loves so charmingly, they
would be irresistable—the Miss Calhaleens
would have to lay down their arms.

I'm o'er young to marry yet" made quite a sen-
sation among the young ladies and gentlemen.
No word in the English language can create
such lovely excitement, such sighs and blushes,
as the single word "marry." If so potent in
itself, what must it be when spoken in music
by the enchanting voice of Miss SHIRREFF.

"Away to the mountain's ftrou\"-aocording to
our fancy, was one of the best songs of the
evening. But it is difficult to make any great
discrimination where all was best.

"John Anderson my Jo" was grand. Who
that h e a r d it s u n g by Mr. W I L S O N w i l l e v e r for-

get it. He gave to "The anchor's weighed" the
true seaman's song expression. Dibbin him-
self could not have sung it with purer nautical
feeling. It murmured in our ears Ijke

a dreamy lay.
Such as thfi southern brcr-zo

Might wart at golden fall of day,
O'er blue transparent seas.

We have often sung "Mett me by moonlight
alone" ourself—but we shall not sine it again
very soon. After listening to Mr. WILSON'S,
with the accompaniment of his "Light Guitar,"
our voice, (and some others we could mention)
sounds decidedly flat in it.

"Moonlight" music is undoubtedly more
touching than any other. Since the days of
the Chaldean shepherds and troubadours, who
discovered it, every "true lovyer" has felt its
soft, bewitching and delicious influence. From
earliest time, when music danced among the
jEjean Islee, and among the woods that waved
o'er Delphi's steep, and

"Inspiration breathed around
Every shade and hallowed fountain,"

to the present, in which "Jim Crow" and "Billy
Barlow" have jumped and sung, with an impe-
rial command over the admiration of the mil-
lion—moonlight music has not become obsolete:

"The silver light which hallowing tree and tower,
Sheds beauty and deep softness—
Spouka also to the heart."

Lunar Rainbow.—The Lenox (Mass.) Eagle
of July 18th, says:—"During the shower of
Tuesday night,! a perfect defined rainbow ap-
peared in the Northeast. The moon was shin-
ing brightly and the shower approached from
the southeast. The colors of the bow were not
brilliant, but the arch remained for a long time
distinct and unbroken. The brilliancy of the
moon, shining in the midst of storm, the vivid
flashes of lightning, and the roar of the thun-

der, together with the unwonted appearance o f
the bow of promjse,' presented a spectacle
which we would not have missed."

Written for the Gem.

CORSELET AND LACING.
No. 5.

MR. EDITOR—Diseases arising from the use
of these fashionable instruments of death, are
not confined or limited to the substance of the
lungs alone. The heart, the arteries the spine,
the ribs with their intervening cartilages that
unite them to the breast bone, and the breast
bone itself, and shoulder blades, will be made to
parlake more or less of the general evil, accord-
ing to the degree of rigidity to which the indi-
vidual thinks proper lo screw herself up to sat-
isfy the looking-glass appearance of her person
in conformity to the misguided and corrupt
taste of elegance of form, as laid down in mod-
ern fashions.

Curvatures of the spine, distortions of the
ribs and sternum, chronic or sub-acute inflam-
mations of the tendinous, ligamrntous and car-
tilaginous parts which are immediately connect-
ed with the distortions, are frequently the con-
sequence of tight lacing, which may often be
delected by slight pressure of the finger upon
the part thus affected. Nervous palpitations
are often produced by this cause, and by it the
heart and arteries suffer in their organization,
and sometimes these organic affections are very
fatal in their tendency. ^

The stomach is another important organ
which is frequently involved in disease by the
beautifying process of lacing. Indigestion is
one of the first symptoms usually attendant on
the malady thus produced, which may be known
by loss of appetite, nausea, heartburn, flatulen-
cy, acid eructations, or gnawings in the stom-
ach when empty, a sense of constriction and
uneasiness in the throat, with pain in the side,
or breast bone, so that the patient at limes can
'only lie on the right side ; great costiveness,
habitual chilliness, and paleness of the counie.
nance, languor, unwillingness to movo about,
lowness of spirits, palpitation, vertigo, and dis-
turbed sleep. The number of these symptoms
varies, in different cases; with some, being felt
only in part; in others being accompanied oven
with additional ones equally unpleasant, such
as severe transient pains in the head and breast,
and various affections of the sight, as blindness,
double vision, &c.

In noticing the host of diseases that are occa •
sioned wholly or in part by tight lacing, and
which are almost always much aggravated by
this means, We should not forget that the func-
tions of the Liver and Pancreas are often inter-
rupted, and sometimes to that degree as to fix
upon the patient a long train of maladies, which,
though not of the most immediately alarming
character,k frequently prove troublesome for a
long time, and often very difficult to cure. This
occurs more frequently in relation to the dieea.
ses of the first mentioned viscus.

The symptoms peculiar to this kind of liver
i-eomplaint area chilliness preceding pain in the

region of the liver, sometimes dull, sometimes
sharp, extending up lo the l collar-bone and
shoulder, which is much increased by pressing
upon the parts, and is accompanied with a
cough, oppression of breathing, and difficulty
of lying, except on the side affected-; together
with nausea and sickness, and often with a
vomiting of bilious matter, and constipation of
the bowels from the diminished secretion of life.

There is a loss of appetite, great thirst, with
a strong, hard, and frequent pulse, near to an
hundred in a minute, occasionally intermitting ;.
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the ekin is hot and dry at the same lima, and
the tongue covered with a while and sometimes
a yellowish fur, the eyes become tinged of a
deep yellow. The liver is sometimes found
pressed out of its natural situation with an en.
largement and hardness of this organ ; an ob-
tuse pain in the region of the liver extending
to the right shoulder, accompanied very often
with great difficulty of breathing and cough.

It may not be necessary to detail more mi-
nutely at present, the numerous diseases that
are occasioned wholly or in part by this prolific
cause.

A good sized volume would hardly afford suf-
ficient room to contain in a condensed form a
clear and full view of the subject matter of
these brief sketches. Though my readers may
think that full enough maladies have been enu-
merated to satisfy every reflecting mind of the
deleterious consequences of following the ca.
pricious fashions of the illiterate and silly flirts
who are entirely ignorant of the mischief they
are plotting for themselves and others, and quite
as heedless as they are ignorant of their conse-
quences.

It may be, some will prefer an accusation of
unJcindness, in treating this subject with an un
necessary degree of asperity which is altogether
uncalled for and unnecessary. To those, if
any, I would say in reply, that my whole object
is to render some benefit to multitudes of young
ladiea of our country, who are unwarHy led in-
to these fashions which are ruinous to health
and withering to all earthly comforts and enjoy-
ments. That this effort is wholly gratuitous on
my part, and as such I preseut my views to the
public.

There is another important consideration to
which the attention of Parents and Heads of
Families are earnestly requested in relation to
this subject. It is well known that the first set
tiers of our country were a hardy race of peo
pie. So long as agriculture constituted their
principle employment, and the chief resources
for livelihood; so long the people were health-
ful, prosperous, and happy. When it was ho-
norable fur men to attend to their own concerns
in person, and take an active part in the vigo-
rous employments of the field, «both in seed time
and in harvest. When our Grandmothers and
Mothers wonld " lay their hands to the spindle,
and their hands hold the distaff." When they
looked '• well to the ways of their households and
eat not the bread of idleness." These were the
halcyon days when our youth were attired in
the neat and comfortable garments, wrought by
their own hands. When lh<j beauty of their
healthful sparkling countenances would receive
no additional charms from the artificial tints in
use by our faded ladies of the present day.

Alas ! how frail the human intellect as well
as the animal machine / The industry and econo-
my which was employed assiduously for a time,
brought with it competency, wealth, luxury and
ease ; and idleness, effeminancy and jashion.

Hence, as though the judgments of Heaven
are to be visited upon this thoughtless and per.
verse generation for abusing the good things of
the world; our fashionable follies are fasl do-
populating the genteel race that now constitute,
if not the bone and muscle, the soul of the com.
munity. While those of our land that are plain.
1/ fed and meanly clad, and who are too often
found quite uneducated, are filling the country
with their numbers, and will no doubt continue
to increase vastly in point of population on that
class who consider thempelves in more elevated
stations of fashionable life.

Will Fathers, Mothere, Guardians and Friends

of our esteemed country with a healthful at-
mosphere and luxuriant soil—a land of plenty
and of freedom — look silently on this crying sin
and not make one single effort for its removal ?
Will Philanthropists seek the amelioration of
the condition of the ignorant and the oppressed
in other lands and entirely neglect our own in
this particular? Will none ''come to the res-
cue ?'»

Of twenty thousand children born in one
year in the city of London it has been estima-
ted that not over three thousand lived to grow
up to manhood. Among the hardy yeomanry
of New England at the same time, the propor.
tion of deaths might have been set down in an
inverse ratio.

Having now considered, very briefly, a few
nl the many points in Physiology and Pathology
as connected with this subject, I hope hereafter,
to be able to make some remarks in relation to
its alliance with the Mental Faculties.

Very respectfully yours, & c , L.

ON THE UTILITY OF LEARNING
FRENCH.

Before we set about learning any thing, be it
what it may, it is right that we ascertain the
thing to be such a9 is likely to be useful to us ;
and it is but reasonable that the usefulness should,
in point of magnitude, bear a just proportion
to the expense, whether of money or of time,
demanded by the task which we are going to
encounter. The Fre.ich language is of this
character; and very little reflection will con.
vince any one, that it is a branch of learning
which, in the present age, stands, in the scale
of importance, next after that of our native
tongue.

It would be tedious to enumerate all the rea-
sons for learning French, but when it is recol-
lected that the laws were, for several centuries,
written and administered in French ; that some
of the present statutes Bland in that language;
and that a great part of the law terms in use at
this day, are also in French, a motive will be
found, more, we believe to induce men of edu-
cation to learn this language.

There are, however, many motives of equal,
and some perhaps, of greater weight. The
French language is the language of all the
courts of Europe. The cause of this is of no
consequence; the fact is all we have to do with
here; and that is undeniable. Then let it be
observed, though each of the great nations of
Europe generally insists that the treaties, to
which it is a party, shall be in its own language,
or in the Latin; yet, the French is, in spite of
all the efforts made to prevent it, the universal
language of negotiations. Few, indeed, com.
parativcly speaking, are the persons employed
inth i sway; but the instances, in which, for
purposes connected with war, or with foreign
commerce, it is necessary to be master of the
French language, arc by no means few, or of
little importance.

In the carrying of trade, and in the affairs of
merchants, it is frequently absolutely necepsary
to'be able to speak and write French. A young
man, whether in the wholesale or retail trade,
and especially in the counting-house of a mer-
chant, is worth a great deal more when he pos.
sesses the French Language, than when he does
not. To travel on the continent of Europe
without being able to speak French, is to be,
during such travelling, a sort of deaf and dumb
person; and the humiliation and mortification
to be experienced in such a situation, will be by
no means diminished by the reflection, that we
owe them to our awn want of attention and in-
duslry.

Tiiough many books are translated into Eng'
lish, the far greater part are not; and, in every
branch of knowledge, numerous indeed are those
works which it may be useful to read. But,
were there only the pain arising from the want
of a knowledge of French, when we fall into
company where we hear one of our own nation
conversing with a Frenchman, this alone ought
to be more than sufficient to urge a person to
study.

I remember says one of the most voluminous
writers of the age, a young Lady, in Long Is-
land, who had been out on a vLit to a house
where one of the company happened to be a
French lady, who could not speak English, and
where a young American lady had been inter,
pretress between this foreigner and the rest of
the guests ; and I shall never forget the manner
in which the first mentioned young lady expres.
sed the sense of her humiliation : " I never be-
fore," said she, in all my life, felt envy ; but,

there was Miss , first turning to the right,
and then to the left, and at each turn, changing
her language; and there sat I like a post, feel-
ing myself more her inferior than I can de-
scribe."

It is really thus, This talent gives, in Puch
cases, not only an air of superiority, but also a
reasonable and just claim to superiority; be-
cause it must be manifest to every one that it is
the effect of attention and industry, as well as
good natural capacity of mind. It is not a
thing like dancing or singing, perfection in the
former of which is most likely to arise from an
accidental pliancy of the limbs, and in the lat-
ter from an organization in the throat and lungs,
not less accidental ; it is not a thing of this
sort, but a thing the possession of which ne-
cessarily implies considerable powers of intel-
lect, and a meritorious application of those pow-
ers. Besides these considerations there is this :
that by learning French well, under the care of
a native of France, and not of a Canadian,
Pole or of an half tavght American, you will
really become more thoroughly acquainted with
your own language. But nothing is justly
gained without labor of some sort or other ; and
to succeed in such an undertaking requires much
assiduity and perseverance.

Music.—The city counsel of Salem have ap-
propriated $200 to defray the expenses of hav.
ing music on the common one evening each
week, during the summer. This speaks well
for the good taste of the city.—Express.

This is the strongest practical argument of the
progress of benevolence and good taste in this
country, which we have yet seen. In but few
ways could $200 be spent so as to afford more
general and innocent pleasure to a whole com.
munity, than in delighting them with weekly
discourses of eloquent music. It is a pleasure
in which all can participate. The poor and the
rich are alike pleased and gratified. The hours
during which the band are engaged, will "be
hours, when the happy will be the happier,and
the unhappy the ICBS eo—when the hungry will
forget their hunger, and the homeless and house,
less and friendless rejoice that every avenue of
pleasure, however fleeting and unsubstantial
that pleasure may be, are not entirely closed
up even to them. In old times the King of Sa.
lern blessed Abram's weary soldiers, and com-
forted them with bread and wine ; and the Com.
mon Council of Salem have done little less in
providing music once a week for the weary
"democrats" of our modem Salem. "May
they live a thousand years" to enjoy the luxury
of their own provision, and may many other
cities have the good taste to follow their exam.
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Written for the C em

TIME.
"Every beating pulse we tell,

Leaves but the number less,"
Said one whe bad thought much on the short-
ness of time. And is time short ? To many it
is very short. And even the three-score and
ten years of man are compared to a handbreath.
Time, with the youngest, the happiest and the
gay, must ere long close. The eye of the loved
one, that novr sparkles with delight, must grow
dim in death. The cheek that now blooms with
health and vigor, pale and sunken, must lie up.
on a dying pillow. Time, swift as the earth's
revolution round the sun, is bearing her eons
away to the dark and silent tomb. Many have
been impressed, when too late, with the value
of time. While in health, surrounded by the
volatile and the gay, the friends and compan-
ions of their youth, like the perBon spoken of in
the Gospel, they had fondly dreamed that time
with them would last, at least, many years.—
Such was the case with one of the celebrated
Queens of England. But when time, with her,
was about to close forever, she learned its
worth. Such value did she place >\pon it, that
willingly wonld she have given her kingdom
for a moment. The wretched Altamont too,
well knew the value of time when he cried out
'•Oh, for a month ; for a single week. I ask
not for years, though an age were none too lit.
tie for the much I have to do."

But a more solemn thought presses itself up-
on the mind. Time is short; but however short
it is the only space allotted us here in which we
may prepare for eternity. j . M'E.

FOREIGN CORRESPONDENCE.

LISBON, April 8, 1839.
The royal apartments enchcle the upper part

of the church, around which is a succession of
small rooms, opening into the church in the
form of a cathedral, where the royal household
attended worship, the music and service being
heard as plainly as in the body of the church.—
We entered these rooms for the purpose of hear,
ing the organs played. As there was but one
organist, we could hear but one at a time. The
sweetness of the tones and the volume of the
notes surpassed anything I have ever heard
burst from a church organ, filling the whole ed-
ifice, even to trembling, with its deep toned
swelling strains. If tne notes of one has such
power, we can hardly imagine the overwhelm,
ing effect of the six, played with the accompan-
iment of a numerous orchestry and choir.—
Their loud notes re-echoing from arch to arch,
from chapel to chapel, through the distant aisles
and'along the corridors, and reverberating back
again, it might well remind one of the shouts
of the redeemed, when their innumerable hosts
shall strike up the universal'anthem. Happy
would it be if the lives, habits and daily walks
of the people partook of the spirit elevating
sentiment. But alas! in these lands where these
proud temples shadow forth upon earth the im-
age of heaven, the night of ignorance and su-
perstition broods with gathering gloom.

While watching intently the echoing and re-
verberating of the last notes of the organ, my
companions left^me. I heard their voices and
started in pursuit, following a winding stairway
which I supposed to be the one they had taken ;
it led me down several stories into a dark hall,
the door to which was fastened. I saw I was
wrong and retraced my steps hastily—reached
the church—no voices were to be heard,
whistled—it met with no response I took an-
other passage leading down stairs, through

lonely halls, which I soon discovered not to be
the ones through which I had entered. I re*
traced my steps to the church. The stillness of
death reigned there. I shouted—the very ech*
oings of which were frightful. The shades of
evening were gathering around. I was lost—a
prisoner in the midst of a palace and a prison*
My calls met with ne answer, and for aught I
knew, I was doomed to spend the night in a sol.
itude more gloomy than the catecornbs of Egypt,
keeping vigils over the tombs of the monks.—
I started again to see if I could not reach some
outside window, where I hoped to make some
one hear me from without. I rambled in vain.
I could find no passage to an outer window, but
in my rounds I discovered the hall through
which we entered, and pursued it to a high door,
which I recognised, but it was locked. I rattled
it and screamed ; but no one answered. I
pushed off, determined to make another effort
to extricate myself from this wilderness of wo
and splendor. As I reached the farther end of
the hall, I heard the door creak, and looking
back saw that my deliverance had come. My
companions, after getting out, discovered Lwas
missing, and as I did not make my appearance
in due time, they conjectured that I was left iff
the building, and sent the door keeper to look
for me.

These halls are no longer enlivened by the
presence of a brilliant court. The Royal Fam.
ily rarely visit them. John the 6lh was the
last King that resided in them permanently.—
Miguel spent a great deal of time then? in hunt-
ing, in the royal park, which is filled with the
stag and wild boar. The hawk may now bfc
seen wheeling around its deserted towers, and
the bat and swallow nestling in its turrets,
while the goat is feeding in its courts. Its his.
tory is that of Portugal ; when in the newness
of life it imaged forth the splendor of her
court, her incalculable wealth, and wide-spread
dominions. Now that death has claimed it for
its own, it indicates, with equal truth, the pov-
erty of the kingdom, of empire decayed and
destiny accomplished.

We returned to Cintra by a different route,
running through several little villages, (the in-
habitants all congregate in villages for safety).
The buildings are of stone and their white-
washed walls give them a very neat and impos-
ing appearance, in the distance; but the charm
is broken as you approach them. Many of
them are filthy and inhabited by both men
and beasts. My company were jolly compan.
ions. It was vacation with them, and they had
laid off the sacredotal robes, evincing not the
hast disposition, for the time being, to tread
in the footsteps of their monkish predecessors,
in "meriting heaven by making earth a hell."—
They were intelligent men, and so catholic in
spirit, awarding to America, notwithstanding
the prevalence of heresy, so proud a station in
the rank of nations, and so enviable a destiny,
that I became half a convert to mother church,
and should be gratified in meeting any of them
upon my native* sfibrc

When we reached Cintra, the town was illu-
minated in honor of the Queen, it being her
birth-day, and a ball was given for the same
purpose. I had the honor of an invitation to
attend and determined at once to accept it,
though a good deal fatigued, as it would proba-
bly be the only opportunity I should have in
Portugal. My host, his lady and daughter,
were the only persons at the party who could
lisp a word of English. Here, for the first
time in my life, I was a lion. Spanish and
Portuguese Americans were known to them,

but it was rare for them to meet with what they
call an "Ingloss American." The fair donnas
cast a shy look at me, and the gentlemen were
profuse in their offers of gallantries, through
my friends. The company was not l a r g e -
Some of the ladies were quite pretty, and danced
like faries. The Portuguese ladies are not un-
usually handsome ; I have seen, however, some
few of English or Scotch extraction, that were
really beautiful', whose noble form, luscious
countenance and resistless eye, would make a
monk forswear his vow, and the most stubborn
bachelor surrender at discretion; but as a gen-
eral thing, our fair country women would shine
pre-eminently amongst them. They usually
waltz and dance quadrilles. The Span ish dance
called the Bolero, two persons form a figure
and dance with castinets in their hands, with
which they keep time and make music, striking
a note at every move, is a beautiful thing. The
fandango is another famous dance, but it is rare
to see it any where else than on the stage.

The Portuguese excel in music. Both sexes
devote a great deal of time to it. The educa.
tion of the lady is considered perfect if she can
dance* prettily and aing sweetly. In the dream-
iness of the moment, the spirit stirring notes
of their large and well apportioned military
bands, may well carry one back to the time
when the imperial eagle and the lion of Eng^
land, waved over these plains, and the nodding
plumes of their war caparisoned hosts, were
seen as tbey. passed in review before a Well ing-
ton, a Massena, and a Juno.

ROCHESTER.
Editorial Correspondence of the New-Yorker.

AT REST, July 2, 1839.
—It is now twelve years since I first passed

through RocHESTER.then a raw,ungainly village
of some six thousand inhabitants. Its growth
had rivalled that of Jonah's gourd ; for scarce-
ly a dozen years had then transpired since its
site was a dense forest and untraversable swamp
around the Falls of the Genesee. The thick
foliage of the primeval woods almost excluded
the light of the Bun, save from their own lofty
crowns and the middle of the foaming and hur-
rying river ; the wild deer found in their shades
and thickets a safe retreat from his enemies,
save the fierce wolf to whom they were conge-
nial; and the occasional adventurers from the
Eastern home of civilization, allured to the
Genesee country by the almost Arabian tales of
its fertility and beauty, paused here but to gaze
a moment at the resounding cataracts, then
hastened to pursue the rugged and devious path
which avoided so far as possible the inhospita-
ble morass where now is Rochester. Such was
it originally ; such it continued to be down near-
ly to 1820, when a wave of the magic wand of
Internal Improvement called it into being.

Rochester is emphatically a child of the
Grand Canal. Other cities have derived great
advantages from the construction of that noble
work, and have risen from slender villages un.
der its impulse; but Albany, Utica and Buf-
falo would have been cities, and eventually
large ones, without it. Rochester was created
by it. There might have ultimately been a grist,
mill village here without the Canal, if the en-
terprise and capital required to dam so large a
river as the Genesee had existed ; but it is far
more probable that the swamp would have re-
mained impassable for a century at least.

The world first heard of Rochester after the
completion of the Erie Canal, and heard with
surprise that a great and thriving place of busi-
ness had sprung from the bosom of the wilder.
ness in the course of the last three or four years.
Extravagant stories were told and extravagant
expectations formed of it, with which thousands
were first amused, then disgusted. A fever of
speculation was succeeded by a season of leth-
argy, and many sagely concluded that tho new
emporium so much vaunted wonld sink as
it had risen. I believe that, in 1827, it was the
prevalent impression elsewhere that this place
had 'touched the highest point of all its great-
ness.' How sagacious was this opinion, the

| fact that it has nearly or quite trebled its size
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and population in the twelve years which Jhave
since intervened, will determine.

Rochester now irregularly covers an area of
some four equare miles, and it is steadily exten-
ding its borders and fillingr up its waste plane*.
The great Revulsion of 1837 probably affected
it less injuriously than any other city of the
Union. It has gone on prospering through
all, and now probably numbers some twenty to
twenCy-five thousand inhabitants.

I devoted along day last week to an inspec-
tion of some of the 'lions' of the place. The
first of these whioh strikes the stranger is the
Great Aqueduct now being constructed across
the Genebce for the passage of the Enlarged
Grand Canal. This is one of the noblest ef-
forts of human enterprise and industry. The
work, when completed, will present a solid
structure of hewn stone, stretching from bank
to bank of the river, adapted to .the mammoth
dimensions of the Enlarged Canal, and pierced
by five arches for the passage of the impetuous
stream. The foundation is filled in with the
common stone of the country, generally blasted
from the bed of the river—the water being turn-
ed hither and thither by dams to allow of blast,
ing and smoothing the solid rock which forms
its bed. The arches themselves, however, as
well as all the exposed and important portions
of the Aqueduct, are built of the choicest stone,
brought from the Onondaga quarries near Sy-
racuse, and so nicely cut that a child's finger
can hardly be any where inserted between two
of them when placed together uncemenied. Be-
ing of large size, and cut to form arches, abut-
ments, & c , as well as of regular shape,
they cannot fail to form one of the most Bolid
and durable structures ever erected. It is diffi-
cult to say how it can be destroyed or disorder-
ed. The eost of this Aqueduct alone will, I
understand, be near half a million of dollars.—
The old one, just below it, is comparatively
dwarfed by the compari on. I t was ill conlri-
ved and constructed of poor stone, and has need,
ed bracing already. It has long threatened to
give way before the new one is ready to super-
sede it, but probably will not, as the latter is to
be finished at the opening of navigation next
spring.

Another 'lion' of Rochester, which I have
not room to describe as it deserves, is the new
cemetery or field of burial belonging to the
city, and christened MOUNT HOPE ! It is situ-
ated on an eminence a mile and a half south of
the city, commanding a full view of it, and
nearly covered with a natural growth of young
wood. The enclosure contains about fifty acres
of hill and valley? copse and glade, agreeably
diversified, and presenting many situations of
natural and quiet beauty. Two or three little
lakes are to be constructed in different quarters;
the Genesee forms a portion of the north-west-
ern boundary; and, notwithstanding the broken
character of the ground, which is, in places,
almost precipitous, good carriage roads have
Been formed over a great part of it. Families
have selected and purchased their places of bu-
rial, and commenced the work of adorning and
beautifying them,even where they have not been
called to use them more decidedly. Beside
these, the lakes and the roads, all has been
wisely left to the ministerings of Nature. On
the whole, the cemetery reflects credit on the
taste and feeling of the authorities and citizens
of Rochester. 'May they live a thousand years !'
i f they are unwise enough to wish it, and then
rest calmly and sweetly beneath the green turf
and the quiet shades of ' Mount Hope.'

" CRACKBACK T H E COBLER."

In the July Knickerbocker, is the story of a
Yankee elected Caliph, in Bagdad. The way
it was done, was in this wise :

" One beautiful summer morning, Crackback
was as usual busily at work on his bench by the
little window which commanded a distant view
of the Caliph's seraglio. Fast flew the stitches,
while the hammor rose and fell with unwonted
rapidity. Something, it was evident, had oc-
eurred, which did not happen every day. The
cobbler was in tribulation. The stranger's gold
bad been spent to the last farthing; and worse
than all, with the departure>f the last coin, his
darling Zilla had relapsed into her old ways.—
That very morning, for the first time in a whole
month, she had again resumed the reins of house-
hold government, and with whip in hand, had
again given her husband a ppice of her admin- ,
iteration, by breaking the broom handle over.his

back. The tears rolled slowly down his cheeks;
he sighed heavily, and hung down his head.
Suddenly, with a manly effort, he checked his
grief, and dashing Sway the drops with the back
of his hand, set his teeth firmly together, and
wished, once more, than he was the Caliph. At
that moment, a heavy gun, from the topmost
turret of the seraglio, sent its echoes through
the streets and squares of Bagdad, shaking the
town to its centre with the shock. Crackback
started to his feet at the instant that a vivid
flash, followed by a startling report, issued from
the gun, and immediately the ponderous bell of
the city guardhonse, which was seldom rung,
save in case of alarm, commenced a slow and
solemn toll, and the crescent of the Prophet,
which floated day and night from the highest
pinnacle of the seraglio, was lowered, and in
its place a black flag flutlered,%the plaything of
the winds.

'Hal lo ! Zilla! Zilla! come here, quick!
There's the deuce to pay at the seraglio !' ejacu-
lated Crackback ; • something or other has hap-
pened ; such a running about! Shoe.leather will
soon wear out, that's one comfort. I'll go out
and hire a dozen journeymen, right away, now !'
And he left the house.

' A h ! Crackback," exclaimed a neighbor,
' bad news ! The good Caliph, Haroun the
Third, is no more '

' No ! You don't say so ! Do tell!
' Yes, it is, alas ! too true ; and wnere shall

we find so good a ruler !'
Crackback said no more. He returned home,

and immediately set about increasing his sup-
ply of Bhoes. He • should sell,' he said, • a vast
number, to be worn at the funeral.'

The cobbler was industriously plying his awl,
when his attention was atracted by the distant
beating of a drum : and in a moment after, the
sound of a full band of music, playing a lively
national air, was borne to his ears. Hastily
throwing down his work, he put his head out of
the window and saw, v at the upper end of the
street, a long procession, moving in the direc-
tion of his dwelling. Somewhat puzzled to
make out its meaning, Crackback pulled oft'his
turban, that he might salute the Grand Vizer,
whom he recognized inthevan. Tkeyadvanc-
ed slowly, until they arrived in front of his door ;
at that moment a heavy discharge of artillery
was fired from the turrets of the seraglio, the
brattling trumpets sent forth a sonorous flourish,
and the whole body came to a dead halt.

' I aee it all,' whispered the cobbler to him.
self; the Grand Vizier has stopped on his way
to the mosque, to bespeak funeral shoes, for the
royal household ! Won't I strike for high pri-
ces ; How are you, Grand Vizier ?' he added
aloud! ' how'd' you-do? Glad to see you.1—
What was his astonishment, when, instead of
the expected patronizing nod, he saw the Vizier
respectfully approach, and as he stepped forth
to meet him, kneel and press the edge of his old
leather apron to his lips !

"Health and prosperly ever be your lot!"
exclaimed the Vizier, rising; • may you live a
thousand years ! Shout. ' Long life to Crack-
back the First, Caliph of Bagdad !' And at the
word, the air was rent with the voice of the
multitude.

Crackback gazed for a moment in silence up.
on the Vizer and his attendants, and then, as if
a new light had suddenly dawned upon him, re-
plied ; ' All this would be dreadful fine If I was
only Caliph, but just stop your fooling, now, and
tell me how many shoes you .want, and when
they must be done.'

• May it please your High Mightiness,' re-
sponded the Vizer deferentially, • I trust jou'll
never make another pair of shoes. You are
now Caliph of Bagdad, in place of our beloved
Haroun the Third, may he rest in peace ! who
departed this world of woes this morning, at
the second crowing of the cock/

• Now you don't ?—you don't mean to say I'm
really Caliph, do you?' said Crackback, doubt,
ingly.

•Even so,' replied the Vizier. 'When the
deceased Haroun felt his end approaching, he
called me and the members of the household to
his bed side ' Well beloved Selim,' said he,
• I feel that I am dying. When I am gone,'
and here his voice trembled, ' I shall desire
that my respected friend, Crackback the cob-
bler, should reign'in my place. As the virtues
of manhood, and the best qualifications of a
Caliph, arc in him combined.' Having said
this, he fell back and breathed his last. Such
was his will and pleasure, and who shall gain-
say n?

At this moment, Crackbaek's wife appeared
at the door, when her husband, in great glee,
informed her of the news.

' You're a goose !' she replied ; • what's the
use o' lying ?

' I am, eh !' replied Crackback ; ' very well,
madame, you shall see. Here ! a dozen of you
there obey my first order. Put that woman un-
der arrest; she is a dangerousgjereon, and jeop-
ards the peace and safety of the state.'

Six of the soldiers immediately advanced to
lay violent hands on Zilla, but it was not with-
out a severe struggle that the lermagent yielded
to superior numbers.

' Away with her!' exclaimed Crackback ;
' we'll see who's the goose now ! Convey her
to the lowest dungeon of the fortress, and there
let her await my royal will and pleasure. Am
I not Caliph V

' Most assuredly !' replied the Vizer, bowing
obsequiously.

' So I am, Grand Vizier,' continued the some-
time cobbler, ' and you are a true and loyal sub.
ject; and as a token of my gratitude for the
intelligence you have brought me, I'll find you
in shoes for a year to come.'

* Your highness is too good.1

' No, I an't,' interrupted Crackback ; ' I know
what I'm about, I guess.'

Will it please you to proceed to the se-
raglio ?' asked Selim.

' Oh certain—by all means I But stop y let
me shut up shop.'

Selim made a motion to the troops, who sud.
denly divided, and between the ranks a tall and
stately elephant advanced.

' Eh ? what's all this V demanded Crackback,
not a little alarmed at the appearance of the1

huge animal. ' You don't expect me to climb
up to the top of that criltur, do you ?—'cause
if you do, you're almighty mistaken, I can tell
you.'

V This was Haroun's favorite beast,* replied
the Vizier, ' and you are to ride, as his succes-
sor.'

' I wont, that's flat!' replied the shoemaker,
hastily retreating. Good Lord ! I would n't
mount him for a dollar.'

Your highness, there is no other way.'
'Vizier, shut up! will you?' interrupted

Crackback. I choose to walk ; but if you 're
a mind to get up into that tottleish castle, I've
no objections. All I can say, is, that if you do,
you're a greener gander than I took you for,
that's all V

Arrival and departure—Every body knows
the clattering that is kept up, on the arrival of
a steamboat, and the Babel.like confusion
which on every side is heard. But few, very
few, perhaps have marked her departure, and
the incidents connected with it.

Buffalo, in this particular, stands alone. At
nine the first bell rings. Groups of gay and
giddy parties are seen rolling towards the wharf
in an omnibus. Following those, in a hurried
walk, are the tnediocjre, the bone and sinew that
are to build and sustain the institutions of the
West. In a few minutes they are on board.—
The bell is again heard. Individuals, both
male and female, have taken each other by the
hand, and the farewell is uttered.

The young bride parts with brother and sis-
ter—the youth with his school companions—
and the aged mother, whose ties of home are too
strong to emigrate, embraces her children.—
The boat moves—the first evolution of the pon-
derous wheels is to her a heavy shock—the. pa-
rent yields to nature, and her care worn coun-
tenance is bedewed with tears. A few sec6nds
and the wharf is cleared—and the conveyance
out upon the blue water. All who were gather-
ed around by business or curiosity are gone, and
the boat is on her way. Yet on some elevated
spot may be seen the mother. It is, perhaps,
her last look—and so intense and pure are her
feelings, that she follows the object until the
smoke and mist have hid it from her view.—
What her smothered agony is at that moment
we leave to be surmised.—Buf. Adv.

Technicalities*—Perhaps among no other pro-
fession do technical phrases prevail to stich a
deeree of practicalness as among the Printer's
craft An English paper chronicles the demise
of a Hvpo* in this way : George Woodcock, the
* of his profusion, the type of honest/, the . of
all. and although the O" of death has put a , to
h.s existence, every § of his life was without a

'—Times.
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TO MOUNT HOPE.
Thou groveland city of the slumbering dead,
Where quiet reigns, and grief forgets to sigh!
Oft from the noisy crowd, and sordid world,
I gladly wend me,to thy sombre shade ;
Where waking q^nce stirs uplifted thought
And Friendship tearful wanders through the glade.

Here! 'mid thy woods in sacred reverence reared,
Where Philomela stays lier cheerful song ;
Far from the living, I'll converse the dead,
While beate spirits through the foliage throng.

Thou hast no beauties for the daring fool
Who knows no future,—owns no guardian care;
Whose hoping mind, itself secludes from hope!
And Death seems but the capstone of Despair !

Yet doubly dear,(though sin first formed the tomb,)
Thy marble urns, on Delta's beauteous green ;
Frontier of Earth ! where Jordan bathes the shore,
And deathless suns smile o'er the distant scene!

Oh! I can wish my wanderings all were o'er!
That I might sleep r< cumbent on thy breast;
That I, a straggler by a sea-beat shore,
Might cast iny anchor, and eBjoy thy rest!

J. R.

Writt en f or the G em.

S A D MUSINGS.

The dreams of calm delight,
Of joys to perish never,

Have sunk in shcenlcss night.
Have fled away for ever.

No more the high-born passion
For th' beautiful and bright.

Shall soothe with its delusion,
Nor conquer by its might.

Weave not the gay some garland,
Of beauty and perfume;

But chant the wail of sadness
For th' heart of rayless gloom.

Love, friendship, and their train
Of purity and bliss,

Can never bloom again,
To cherish and to bless.

The broken plant may rise,
The trodden flower revive ;

And etornj'd and cloudy skies
Will storms and clouds out-live.

Bot the crush'd and smitten soul,
All hopeless, mock'd, and slain,,

May not on Earth recall
Its light and love again.

O. breathe no air of gladness,
Nor beauty's off'ring bring;

For all is now but sadness.
And misery's wild sting.

The visions of delight
Shall beam no more, no, never!

My soul is wrapp'd in night—
My dreams have fled for ever.

ROLUAD.

Country Ladies.—The Editor of the Chicago
Democrat is perfectly crazy after the country
girls. He says that the moat respectable ladies
in the world arethose?engaged in making but.
ter and cheeeeJin the country, and the most fash-
ionable ones too. They are always at home,
polite, and affable, and if a gonlleman is not 60
homely as to frighten ihe cow, he is welcome to
half the milking stool, where he can make love
if he wishes.

Conjugal Endearments.—Thomas Vail, at |a
late term of the Court of Common PU-as ft r
Meigs county, was found guilty on an indie'-
ment for whipping his wife, and sentenced to
ten days imprisonment in the county Jail—to
be fed on bread and water, and pay a fine of fifty
dollars. Verily such littie indulgences are
• dog cheap."— Toledo Blade.

In 1777, the Legislature of N. Hampshire u.
nanimously voted to Brigadier General Stark, a
"complelo suit of clothe?, becoming his rank,"
etc. Certain friends of the gallant officer re-
gretted that the compliment had been paid in
this shape, as jt seemed to prove either that the
General was Stark naked, or the Legislature
Stark tnad.— Buf. Adv.

ON TRIFLES.
From " Proverbial Philosophy,"n by Martin

Furquar Tupper.

There is nothing in the earth so email that it
may not produce great things ;

And no swerving from a right line that may
not lead eternally astray.

A landmark tree was once a seed, and the dust
in the balance maketh a difference.

And the cairn is heaped high by each one fling-
ing a pebble.

The dangerous bar in the harbor's mouth is
only grains of sand ;

And the shoal that wrecked a navy is the work
of a colony of worms ;

Yea, and a despicable gnat may madden the
mighty elephant;

And the living rock is worn by the diligent
flowr of the brook.

Little art ihou, O man, and in trifles thou con.
tendest with thine equal—

For atoms crowd on atoms, ere crime groweth
to be a giant.

A spark is a molecule of matter, yet it may
kindle the world.

Vast is the mighty ocean,butdrops have made
it vast.

Despise not thou a small thing, either for evil
or good ;

For a look may work thy ruin, or a word ere-
att thy wealth.

The walking this way or that, the casual stop*
ping or hastening, hath saved life and destroyed
it, hath cast down and built up fortunes.

The warrior that stood against a host may be
pierced unto death by a neetlle ;

And the saint that feareth not the fire may per-
ish the victim of a thought.

A mote in the gunner's eye is as bad as a spike
in the gun ;

And the cable of a furlong is lost thro' an ill
wrought inch.

The streams of small pleasures fill the lake of
happiness ;

And the deepest wretchedness of life is aeon,
tinuanre of petty pains.

Many have too much, but nobody hath*e-
nough.

Many men's estates come in at the door, and
go out at the chimney.

Mathematical Interrogatories—If the Apple
which William Tell shot from the head of his
son gave liberty to Switzerland, how many bush,
els of the same size would it take to make a
barrel of cider from the same orchard?

If a two year old puppy was lo hallo as loud
as a common sized calf, when struck a gentle
tap on the head—how loud would a dng six
years old hallo, when struck half as hard ?

If sixteen yards of tape cost one dollar and
twenty-five cents, how many bushels of potatoes
would it lake for a Barbecue?

If faur hundred subscribers were to pSy jn
advance every year for a good newspaper, how
long would it take twelve men to build a rail
road eight miles in length ?

Suppose ten men put up four good houses
every year, in what time could four men pull
them down ?

If a pole four feet high made a shadow six-
teen feet long, what would be the probable dis-
tance from the 4th of July to Cape Cod ?

Warm Bread.—A correspondent of the Phila.
delphia Inquirer gives one or two fads with re.
gard to the article of bread, which deserves ex-
tensive circulation. They areas follows:

"It is a fact to which physicians bear a uni.
form testimony, that bread should never be ta
ken into the stomach till it has been, at least,
twelve hours from the oven. And those fami-
lies who study their health, take their bread one
day ahead, regarding it as unfit for me till 24
hours old.

It is a fact that a given quantity of bread 24
hours old, will feed one third more persons than
the same quantity of warm bread."

A Diamond Mine.—A large Elephant pxhib-
iled his sagacity lately in England by taking a
gold ring from the finger of hfo keeper and re.
turning il to him again. An exquisite present,
tickled with the feat, held out his little-fitter,
on which sparkled a gem of the first water.—
Ihe BJephant politely took off lh« ring; but
being dazzled with its splendor, very deliberate-
ly swallowed it, leaving the exquisite in great
horror and dismay at his loss.—Star.

The selfish Mm.—Colarden, when on his
death-bed, was visited by his friend Barlhe, who
requested his opinion of his comedy of 'The
Selfish Mail,' which he came to read at his bed.
side. "You may add an excellent trait to the
character of your .principal personage," replied'
Colardcn ; "say that he obliged an old friend
on the eve of death to hear him read a five.act
comedy."

A discovery.—The Canton Herald, in a com-
munication, says, that the following resolution
was lately offered'at the meeting of a religious
society in this State :

Resolved, That the practice of taking tirn.
ber without the consent of the owner, common-
ly called hooking, is not in accordance with the
spirit of the gospel.

Said a fellow to a Jew, awhile ago, "did you
know that they hang Jews and Jackasses togeth-
er in England ?" '• No I didn't," replied the
Israelite, " but if it be true, it is fortunate that
you and I are not there, for one of us might be
hung for his nation, and the other for his nature,
and there would be the end of both."

The last Fashion.—Going without vests and
stocks in Chesnut street ! The tailors have
left out pockets in the pantaloons, and we ex.-
pect the next thing will be to leave off the legs;
We shall then have our dandies served up *au
natureU 'Raw in the shell •'—Philadelphia
Ledger.

Great Strawberries.—A market woman rear
Cincinnati has for several years past, says the
Gazette, made $1,000 per acre from her garden,
b raising strawberries. The variety she culti-
vated is called the Hudson, and they measured
from 3 to 5 inches in circumference.

What's in a Name ?—The New Hampshire
Whig says, it once heard of a facetious person
whose name was New, who named his first
child Something, as it was " Something New."
His second was christened Nothing, it being
" Nothing New."

A gentleman, who at breakfast the other
morning broke an «gg, and disturbed the re-
pose of a sentimental looking biddy, called the
waiter, and insinuated that he did not like to
have a bill presented "till he had done eating."

At a wedding np town, a few evenings since,
after the clergyman had united the happy pair,
an awful silence ensued, which becoming rath-
er irksome to a young gentleman,,he exclaim,
ed, "you noed'nt bo so unspeakably happy."

A young man stepped into a bookstore and
saia he wanted to get "A Young Man's Com-
panion." 'Well sir," said the bookseller, "there
is my daughter."

MARRIED.
On the22d instant, by tlie Rev. P. Church, Mr. Al-

exander Hfazlit, to Miss Lydin Brittin, all of this city.
In Westmoreland, on the lOr.h instant, bv the Rev

Win Lutsk, Air. JOSKPH C. FRINK, of Marshall,
Michigan, to Miss AMELIA C , daughter of the lato
Capt. Robm Norris.

On the l?th instant, by tjie Rev. R. De Forest, Mr.
Newton Thorpe, to Miss Mary Ann Chutterton all of
this city.
« In Auburn, on the 11th instant, by the Rev. Mr John-
ston, Mr. S. Dunham, to Miss Pernielia Culver, dauuh-
ter of Col. S. Culver, all of Auburn.

In Ounnsno, on the 4ili inatant, by Elder Hatl Whit-
ing, Mr. Rilph Withcy, of Avon, to Miaa Nancy Rua-
sell, of Limn.

AUtiNTS FOR THE GliM AND AMULET.
ARTEMAS ENOS, Traveling Agent.

Luke Wells, Amber, Onondnjra county, New York
Z. Barney, Adams, Jefferson county, do do
ti. P. Brcek, Branchport, Votes county, j 0 <jo
Cyrus P. l.ee, Buffalo. (P. O.) Erie co., do do
It. B. Brown, Brovvsville, Windsor co.. Vermont
Alonzo Bennett, Berrien, Borriea co.. Michisan
J. II. Blue, Chariton, Mo. e

<J. M. Copelund, Clarendon. Orleans co.*. New York
Miss E. A. Adnnis. Cannndai^un, Ontario co. do do
K. Maxwell. Kliniia. Chemung co., do do
A. Fowler, Fowlerville, Livintrston co., do do
W. C. French. Gninbior, Knox co., Ohio.
9 . Hunt, Hunt's Hojlow. Alloguny co., New York
K..B. Warner, Uma, Livingston co., H 0 do
A. H.Eddy, Marion. Wayne Co , d o d o
Israel Ptnnington, Macon, Lenawaco., Michigan
K. W. Townsund, Newark, Wayne co., New York.
P b.-Church, Oakfkld, Genesee co., do do
Ue.iry Henion, Rushville, Ontarioco., do do
8. lieeve, Seneca Fnlls, Scneoaco., do do
M.G. Sliepard, South Avon, Liv. Co., do do
l \ Cumniiiii's, South LeRoy, Gun. Co., do do
Sowfil Brintnall, Wutertown, Jeff. Co.. do do
Post Master, Utira. Licking Co., < h o .
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From the Lady's Book.

MARY MAGDALENE;—A TRADITION
OF NAIN.

Mary arose from the crimson pillowg on which
she had been reposing, and approaching the
window drew back, with a silken rope, the
heavy draperies of purple inwrought with gold,
which shaded the apartment from the direct
rays of the sun, and gazed with a thoughtful
brow out on the quiet streets of the city of Nain.
Beyond its walls lay the sea, whose waters re-
fleeted back to Heaven the thquvand resplen-
dent light* and shadows scattered along the
western horizon by the flashing rays of the set-
ting sun, and iiulhe far distance, like a streak
o f g r ay clouds, Isry the mountains of J idea.—
Many a shallop, richly laden, was gliding over
the still waters ; some bound outward, freight.
ed with the rifch dyes and stuffs of Nazareth ;
eome coining into port bearing treasures of
goltf and-jewels from distant land* ; others with
costly silks and fine paintings— polished mir-
rors of steel and silver, and pearls and wrought
ivory from the Ionian Lies . The cbaunt of
the oarsmen, as their oars plashed lazily in the
glowing waters, came faintly and sweetly on
the ear, and the white sails scarcely swelling
hi the breeze, looked like saffron.tinted clouds.
Then came stealing and chirping on the still
netf the ve&per hymns, of the birds, and blend-
ing as they did with the gradually decreasing
hum of the city as the evening1-mist brooded
over it, tiiey were sounds which shed over the
spirit of Mary Magdalene a something like
peace. A band of young and -beauteous maid,
ens now tripped along wilh jars filhd, from the
purest wdli l»the*iijr'j then came a crowd cf

i J d dancing to the «ound of cyrabahi and

lutes, and trailing after them Jong vines of flow,
ers and interwoven wreaths, and sending out
their joyous laughter and sounds of mirth which
well accorded with the sweet harmony of music.

Mary Magdalene turned her eyes wearily
away from those tokens of peace and joy, and
leaning her head against a marble pi)lor, wept.
A low sweet voice aroused her, singing an old
Jewish song which told in sad poetry the tale of
a broken heart. The singer was-a young and
lovely girl just blushing into the morning of life,
her skin was like polished ivory, save where a
rose tint flushed her cheeks and dyed the tips ef
her taper fingers. Her large blue eyes were
cast downwards, and the full red lips just part,
ed enough to reveal two rows of pearllike teeth
—her exquisitely formed arms and bust, com-
bined with a slight and graceful figure, now half
hidden by a profusion of suhny hair, which feJl
back from her 6ad childish forehead and swept
the Mosaic pavement completed the beautiful
picture. Mary started as the voice tdW her
slave had been a witness to her emotion, and
raising her magnificent form to its utmost height,
while her commanding black eye flashed with
anger, exclaimed, "Thou here! away slave!
1 ow dost thin dare see me weep?"

The timid voice was stilled and the fair young
head bowed in silence and tears. After gazing
on the young maiden a few moments, daring
which short space, contempt, and an expression
of mysterious bitterness alternately changed her
countenance, the touching and beautiful grief
of Addi moved her better spirit and chased away
every feeling except pity. " Come hither, Addi

come hither, poor bird. Forgive thy mis-
tress's wayward mood, and sing again ; but sing
something to lighten my heart, for it is heavy
and sad, child—sing something to stir the still
fountain of its gladness—sing-—sing Addi; is
not thy cage a gilded one-—then, wherefore, sad
and ailent V*

11 The star that lighted my pathway, is gone
out. Zimri, the widow's son is dead !*'•

" H a ! dead! poor child, I pity thee! Yet,
Addi; come hither, I would'tell thee., maiden, to
cherish a love f»f the dead—let it not go out,
and leave thy heart, like the waters of that sea
whose sullen waves cover those olden cities
which were destroyed in their might and glory
6y Jehovah. Thou hast heard of the fruits
which grow on its banke V

"Yea, lady!"
" Let love for the dead go out,- and thou wilt

become like—like—me—yesvAddi, me—beauti-
ful and bright to the eye, but within bi<ternes«
and ashes !—but hark !"

"Ohj lady," sobbed ihe young1 siave-^lhat
sound of grief is the wail of Zimri's mother
and kinsmen—they are bearing him past to the
grave'—and Addi rushed to the window, and
straining her eyes through the misty twilight,
saw the bier on which was laid the dead body
of Zimri, and over it the bended form of his
widow mother, weeping ; and by the torch's
light which they carried^ the sorrowful faces of
his kinsmen. *

'They are coming, lady,' she cried to Mary,
who had thrown herself again on the crimson
pillow of her couch—' Oh, Zimri, is that still
'form never more to move ? Melhinks, I see
now the smile on his while lips, and the waves
of shining hair on his gentle brow. See, lady !
they are beneath the window, and the pall has
fallen so closely around him that you can see
the- beauty of his form even in deaths—ha! why
do they stop !•*—a crowd approaches—who—
what—aha! it is the Prophet Jesus, and his fol-
lowers !•

Mary started from her recumbent posture,
and throwing back the tresses of long black hair
which had fallen like a veil around her with a
look of intense anxiety yazed on the face of Ad-
di, who BlilLunheeding her mistress's emotion
continued—'He is like one of our mountain
palin8,in his majesty—his brow is like the eve.
ning star, and his serene,lipa drop honey. He
approaches the widow : he looks on the tears
with eyes of tender pity—he speaks—he raises
his face towards Heaven, and reaches forth his
hand and lays it on the dead ?'—and with a loud
and piercing shriek, Bhe rushed forth into the
streets.

Mary started up with an expresion of dread
and wonder, and looking down on the crowd be-
low saw ihe youth arising from his bier at the
command of Jesus. She saw him, with the
warm breath of life in his nostrils, whoa few
moments past was dead and cold. And as the
shouts from the assembled people rent the air,
many of whom were now willing to believe in
and worship Him who wrought the miracle, he
bowed his head meekly on his bosom and gath-
ering the folds of his garments around him, be
glided, noislcssly away from the multitude.
8 * » ' •» • * • *

After long hours of abstraction Mary lifted
her head from her bosom, and approaching a
mirror, folded her arms, and gazed on her im-
age w t̂h an expression of bitterness ; anon tears
coursed over her flushed cheeks, and her boBom
heaved as if some pent-up agony wrung her
heart. .

'Why art thou weeping', eaid'a voice near her,.
•why art thou weeping Mary ?'

'Ha ! Phelon V
•Ay, Plielon,' he answered ; 'Phelon, the

king's'son, who abides here in the common garb
of a publican, to be near thee.'

•Go to thy father's palace again, Phelon,' an.
swered Mary, sadly, without turning to look on
the beautiful youlh, wilh his brown curling hair
and dark blue eyes, which gazed with inertidu.
oue wonder on her.
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y, said he, Hhou art angered with me—

I come but to-bring a porting gift, Mary. My
father ia wroth against rot beeause I. am not at
the head of the'soldrery, and" hath sent his*
ehief officer to bring me to his presence' hut I
will go out of the city to night, wJijIehe sleep-
eth, and ere the first watches, of th& morning,
Phelon will be on his war horse with' helm and
battle Bpear and pHme, ready for thefi'ghfc-'•:-""'

Her lips quiveij^hnd paled as she turned and .
looked on him, rmWher voice was plaintive, .as
she replied —'Go, Phelon ! thuu art bright and
beautiful in mine eyes/and^erily have Jldvedv

thee ; but go, I pray, never more to see that face
again; I pray, never more to here the word of
rhy silvery and honeyed tongue again ; 2 have
sinned ; go from me/

HB looked steadfastly and sternly on herwhile
the spoke, and with a searching glance, said—
'Hast thou seen the Nazarine who calleth him-
self Jesus ?' .

'I have,'6he answered calmly ; 'and to-mor-
row while thou art going: to battle,- I shall be
kneeling in the dusL'at his feet.'

Plielon laughed tauntingly, and turning on
his iron heel, replied :

'Look on my gift, Mary' y and he laid an ex-
quisitely wrought casket at her feet. The light
from the scented lamp which threw delicious
odors from its silver pedestal, shone down on
the interior of the casket, and glittered on4he
gold and precious stones- that were therein, in
many hued sparkles of brillancy- There was
also an alabaster box set round with_ jewels,
which contained spikenard and ointment, sucli
as queens used.
- 'Hence, tempter,* she shrieked ; 'hence ! or. I

will send-tliy name out on the ears of the sleep-
ers of Nain like tenfold thunder. H'enoe, I say,
fur the devils which tear my soul are raring
wilhin me.1

Unaccustomrd to her strange mode,.he left
the appartment hastily. She threw herself pros-
trate on the floor and pressed her burning.fore-
head against the cold marble, and writhed and
wept, and sorrowed mightily ;. for mightily bad
the Magdalene pinned. When, she arose from
her humble posture, it was past the middle watch
of the night, and the inhabitants of th.e city had
gone to rest, and all was silent save the watch
ery of the sentinel as he paced the wall, and the
occasional clamor of his armor as he changed
from hand to hand his- heavy spear. T i e rip
pltng of gentle waves on. the. distant sea came
singing past, ^mingled with scented winds,
which had been sleeping through the day amid
orange groves and blossoms, and the moon, like
a crescent of diamonds, showered a flood ot
.beautiful glory over the earth ; but still Mary
euld not slumber or res-t. A costly robe of
erimson, confined around the waifet by a girdle
inwrought with precious stones, fell, in rich
folds around her voluptuous form-, and'the long
black braids of hair, which, when unconfined,
swept the floor as she stood, were gathered up
in plaits, and curls, and secured by bodkins.of
gold, and strings of rubies and pearls. Hur
arms, bared almost to the shoulders, were en-
twined with links of precious stones and silver,
and as she paced, with a rapid step to-and-fro the
apartment, the constant glitter of her fact dis-
played a costjy taste in her sandals,, which- were
embroidered with liny perals and gems, and fas-
tened by clasps of highly polished silver. She
looked out on the heavens, peaceful and bright
>n,their glory of azure and silver ; then scan-
ned with a restless eye the calm landscape be-
low f all were at rest, the very dogs had ceased
baying at the moon, and were slumbering quiet-
ly in their chains. She turned and gazed round
her apartment; the singing birds were sleeping
with tfheir glossy heads behind their wings, un-
disturbed by the fountain which bubbled from
the marble iaver, and trickled down ijLs sides
with a ringing sound. Ai.ll, the beautiful one
was dream ng of Zimri, for there was a tear
stealing over the roses of her smiling check,—
N.» where that she turned could Mary see or
hear aught to still the agonies which tore her
heart. She snatchedher harp, and commenced
many soothing melodies, but her fingers trem-
bled, and her hand fi H along the chords, and
crushed the music ; that was thrown aside and
crossing her arnu on her bosom, she. lifted her
palid face, and closing l̂ er, eyes as if Co shut
eui every object which had grown familiar, sat
like some breathless statue, awaiting the to-ucji
of Promethean fires to. start it into life,

But soon her breast began to heave, and her
white ghaetly teeth ware pressed oo her lips un>

til the red blood gushed from beneath them*;—
Bhe threw her arms on high, and with a cry of
anguish cast herself on her knees, in all the
despairingr sorrow of a repentance like hers.
She tore from her hair the gems which fell like
a shower of glory around her, and trampled
beneath her feet the casket of precious jewelry,
until the ffoar was strewed with its rich con
tents, and beat her bosom in her agony, and
sprinkled ashes on- her head, and wept tears
such"as had never swelled up- from heart before.

Addi, who had been awakened by the unre-
strained grief of her mistress, ran and "knelt at
her feet, and clasped her knees, and compre-
hending well, from her expressions, the cause
of her woe, exclaimed—'Go* to Him, ladyv-go
to Him who raised the dead V

•And wherefore, O marden, should I, the sin.
fill, go to him V - . . - . , .

'Oh lady ! if the sleeper in the shadow of death
hearelh His voice, thy spirit can hear it ?and to
hear it, is to live."

The mild and consoling words of Addi, as she
told of what she-had seen and heard at the rai-
sing of the widow's son, and what the disciples
preached daily, soothed Mary's troubled spirit',
and something " like hope of eventual peace
sprung up in her heart; and she laid her head
gradually on the boBom of her hand-maiden,
who clasped her beauteous arms around her, and
laid her cool innocent cheek on the burning,
throbbing brow of Mary.—And thus the two sat
—one breathing hopes of forgiveness, the other,
listening as if life hung on each word r until day
began to dawn behind the blue hjlls.

On that day while the-masteY ant at meat
with Simon, a rich and learned Pharisee of
Nain, a woman came and knelt at his feet, and
bending her veiled head low lo the floor, wat-
ered them- with -her tears, and unbinding her
hair, wiped them withitbe heavy shining curls,
then kissed His; feet, and anointed thwin with
ointment, the perfume of which filled the va&t
room. And Ha knew that she was a sinner
who thus humbly and silently asked for. pardojji^
and said. Thy sins which are many, are forgiv-
nethee; thy faith hath saved thee—;go in peace.'

Mary Magdalene was. no more seen in Wain.
After kneeling at the Savior's feet, and hearing
his assurance, of forgivnees, she sold her gold
and silver, arid gems, and gave much goods to
the poor. She Was no move seen in Nain in the
flushed glory of her. beauty, but went forth
alone into the wilderness ;:and in the solemni-
tude of its silence, raised an altar to Hun'who
had forgiven her sins.

From Coleman'a Monthly Miscellany for July.

RING WOOD THE ROVER:
A TALE OF FLORIDA.

Our plough fhe galley, and. our steeds the brepxe—
Our harvest field the broad and bojinilleaa sea—
We reap the golden crop from zone to zone.
Our birthright ail thai slaves and1 dastards own.

The earliest dawning of a lovely summer dayf
in' the year' 1659s, was pouring it* .sweet light,
unblended yet with that fierce heat which ren
ders almost insupportable the noontide liours,
over the forests which encircled with a-belt of
ever-during verdure the Spanish city of Si. Au-
gustine. It was already in those days a place
of much importance, with nunneries, and
sleep led churches, and terraced dwellings, will)
white walls and jalousies peeping from out the
dark foliage of dark orange graves, and all
those beautify,! peculiarities ef nemj.Moorish
taste, which. Jend so much of poetry an*d of ro-
mance to the old towns of Spain. It had its
flanking walls, its ditches, and its palisades,
presenting their impregnable resistance to the
fierce and wily Indian, whom the relentless
cruelty of the white colonist,, of whatsoever
nation, had at length goaded into systematic
and continual hostility; its seaward bastions,
with water-gate and demi-lune, mounted with
heavy cannon, and garrisoned by aid Castili^ns,
under an officer who bore the style o-f royal
governor.

Such was the aspect of the place at the con-
dusion of the first century which had elapsqd
since its foundation V nurtured into undue ma.
turity by the stern bigotry and energetic enters
prise qff that land, which had filled the soiilher.n
continent with giant cities,, over whoso rani•
parts floated its proud motto of Pious Oultre,
and, marking eBury spot Whereon its eons bad
aet a foot by. massacre and bloodshed,, had
grained from El Doradq—as they justly termed
it—those vast bat fatal treasures, which raised

it for a little while above all nations, of th#
e

earth, only to plpnfe it in the end int^effem'*
nacy, and ruin, and perfect barbarism. The
heavy dews, as they were exhaled by the rising
day-god, teemed with- the incenae of unnum-
bered perfumes; wafted from the left"thejiaanct
vegetable wonder* which ha,d given name to-
that pen insular wherein credulity, insatiate o f
all that Natore had bestowed with profuse
bounty, had placed the seat of all those mon-
strous fictions which alchemists' had palmed
upon their dopes, until they brought themselves1

to deenfr tlitern* real. The land breeze swept
far seaward1 the rifch otfoxs from* the orange
groves, and the vast forests whence gleamed
frequently the snowy chalices of the superb
magnolia, and the dense starlike blossoms of
the flbwerfng^dogWondH and*- cnrled the azure-
-waters of. the Gulfinto a thousand'tiny wa-ve--
leta, which sparkled with innumerable smiles- to
the bright heaven ? while the thrilling and pro.
longed notes of the emulous mockingb irds -
nightingales of the west, wHh» scarce inferior5

song—made every thing mound With tHeir rich
liquid melody. Oh earth—on ocean—and in the
cloudless ether, all was calm, lovely, peaceful 'T
But on the bastion of the town- there, was the
din of arms, the dissonant harsh clang: of min-
gled voiees, the hurrying to and ffo of soldiery,
the long roll of the drum beating to arms in
haste*, blent with the piercing strain of trum-
pets, and the continuous peal or bells, rung
backward, as it seemed, in laker* of dismay
and danger.

Beneath the yellow flag with its tri-colored
blazonry, surrounded by a group of noble-
looking men, clad for the mast part in the
half-arrpor of the day, with much of waving
plumage, rich lace, and fair embroidery, stood
the governor, Juan Meleiidcz de Aviles, de-
scendant of that Pedro, of the same noble
name, who* by an exertion of both skill and
valor,—which, had they not been tarnished by
the most fiendish cruelly, would have been

gfcdeemed heroical,—won for the second Philip
that fair province, from the French Huguenots
of Colignv. The eyes of all that little group
were intently fixed on Ike sea, from whjch it
would appear the apprehended danger—if ap-
prehended danger it were, that gave rise to
those tokens of surprise and preparation—was
most to b'j expected i and in the visages of all
an evident expression of anxiety and doubt
was marked, in its hast doubtful characters,.
But in the face of no one were there Buch signs-
of perturbation anil dismay, as in that of the
governor.. He was a man of large ana heavy
build, a veteran of many a bloody war, with
Unite which, although deprived somewhat of
agility and lithencss by the unsparing hand of
Time, WBre cast in a mould of iron ; his fea-
tures prominent, bold, and haughty, with a,
world of iron resolution in the firmly com-
pressed mouth and massive j,aw, and a glanco
of intolerable fire in the dark eye ;. and his
bearing, such as became a cavalier, to whom
the camp and court bad been alilu; familiar
from his first boyhood. But now his rioh drees,
was in disanay ; a leathern shoulder bolt witb^
an immense two-handed sword attached to it,
and a display of cumbeiaome and ill-wrought
pistole, thrust hastily into his broad buff girdle,
assorted ill with a fair garb of courtly fashion ;
his long hair, once as black as jet, but now die.
colored wuh full many a wintry streak «f gray,
hung in disordered masses over his broa.d brow,
lank, and uncurled, and graceless—r-and on his
brow the perspiration stood in drops, like hub.
bies on the bosom of some turbid stream—and
the red olive tints of his complexion wore an
unnatural and ghastly hue ; and, as he grasped
a powerful perspective glass, with which he
ever and anon swept the horizon, his fingers
might be seen to work in quick convulsive
twitches, as though they would have bedded
themselves into the polished brass L

Nothing!.' he said, after a long and wistful
gaze, I can see nothing seaward. Yet right
sure am I that.those sounds were of far distant
ordnan&e. It is th« twelfth, too, of the month;
and, long ere this, the earavel we were advised
of should have been safe in harbor. Hark!
hark L heard ye not then,' ho cried,. • hfeard ye
not that dull roar to the eastward? Pedro,
Gutierrez, hearken i what say ye, cavaliers,
ia*t not the voice of ordnance V

• Past doubt, it is,' jopjjod the older of tho
gentieraea he had. addressed,.' and heavy, oud-
nance too/

1 Aud lo,1 a sail/ exclaimed tb« other* wko
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had directed his glass instantly toward the
quarter whence the sounds proceeded. ' I mar.
vel how we saw her not before. Here ! here,
your Excellency ! Here ! bring your palmetto
in the range of the east angle of the demi-lune,
and you will catch her! Now, by St. Jago !
I can see her tn the courses—three tiers of wide-
spread canvass P

* I have her now,' replied Melendez, thought,
fully, *I have her now. ' I'is she: it is El
Santo Espiritu, pastdottbU But wherefore was
she firing ? Pray Heaven, these cursed Eng.
lieh, these infernal rovers, be not upon her
track !'

1 I fear me much It is so,1 replied Gutierrez,
' I fear me much it ie so; for, ever and anon, I
fancy I catch glimpses, as they rise upon the
waves, of smaller sails behind, and farther yet
to the eastward. Lo ! now, in range with your
skiff upon the beach. There! it has 6unk
again—and now, again, I catch it!'

' Ay-1 and again she £res3 Pray Heaven,
she have the heels of them : once under our
guns, Ehe were safe from any armament which
they can bring against her !'

Meanwhile the vessel, which had been first
seen hull-down in the far offing, was rising
rapidly as she drew near, not having met as yet
the counter influence of the land breeze; but
«carce less rapidly rose, one by one, the smaller
barques, which had at first escaped the notice
of the eager aivd txciled watchers, until five
low and rakish craft, with long yard-arms and
lateen sails, might be distinctly seen in chase
of the tall frigate. One something larger than
the rest, three-masted, but of the same, taunt
and picarooning build, was now so near astern
that she was able to keep up a constant firing
from her bow guns, which the caravel returned
with her stern-chasers ; though it was evident,
by the rate at which she rode the waves, stag.
gering along with every stitch of sail set that
could draw, that she was most sincerely anxi-
ous to avoid close action with her diminutive
antogonist. An hour had elapsed, at most,
since she had bien at first made out : and, had
there been any thing of real danbt as to the sta-
tion of the frigate, or the ̂ character of her
pursuers, that doubt was now entirely at an
end ; for at the distance of about five miles, by
aid of the strong glasses, it was not difficult to
note the castled bows and poop of the tall cara-
vella, bristling with culverin and demicannon,
or to distinguish the proud bearing9 of Castile
upon the yellow colors, which, in the hope,
perhaps, of bringing help and succor from the
friendly fort and city, they wore not only at
their three mast-htads, but at the bowsprit-end,
and at some six or seven other points conspicu-
ous in their rigging. Meanwhile, the foremost
of the chasing squadron had hoisted at her
main the snowy field of England, with the
broad bright St. Georgp's cross, while, at the
peak of each one of her long yard-arms, a
blood-red flag, with the black skull and cross
bones, proclaimed her real character.

And now the agony of Juan de Melendez had
become fearfully, intensely visible. To and
•fro, on the narrow esplanade above the water-
gate, with quick, uneven step*, and features
haggard with excitement, did he stalk during
that long hour^-now pausing for an instant, to
note the progress of the chase, and now, with
a despairing gesture, resuming his distracted
walk ; his officers surveying him the while with
looks denoting deep commiseration, but more
of that surprise which must have been felt by
men ignorant of the cause of his strange ges-
turesand bewildered mien.

•She will escape them yet! Be of good
cheer, cried one, a young and noble looking
gallant,- ' be of good cheer, your Excellency-
she brings the sea-breeze up with her right
manfully 2'

•Ay, doth *he,' cried another, • f«r the
nonde; but wait till she strike the counter
blaBt : lo I you may see it ruffling the surface

. toow, within a mile of her!'
And when she doth,' exclaimed the younger

officer, " she can
merrily—and *

trow—tack and tack
>ut beat after her.—

Why-, in a half hojkmore, she will be safe
here, under our batwHes."

•Not 60 ! not so J^wied Juan de Mejendcz,
mournfully = sb»nevef%ill lie here at anchor
»ny more, if aiwfariist to her sails! Curse on
the fool Davjla, tlwt turns not on that paltry
picaroon, and crushes her at three; broadHideq,
before her consorts may come up! See you
«<*, fedro, and « e net jreu, Diego,

a mariner so skilful—see you not that the sea.
breeze even now has failed them, and that the
land wind dies away momently 7 God ! God of
my fathers ! that we must stand here helpless,
and strike no blow in her behalf! Yet, yet, if
he would tack, while he hath way upon her, he
might engage the pirate yard-arm lo yard arm,
and so quell him c but even now he loses—he
HATH lost it! His sails flap idly to the mast:
it is a dead calm ! Fool! fool! accursed fool!
and he hath anchored !'

' But it is no less calm for them. Picaroons
though they be, and manned by devils, yet can.
not they make sail, more than the caravella.'

'•Look,!1 was the sole reply of the well-nigh
distracted governor—' look V and it needed but
a glance, to shew that the ill-fated frigate had
now indeed no hope but in the vigor of her own
defence; for low and light, and built no less
for oars than sails, the wind had scarcely left
them, a half league at tbe most astern of the
Spaniard, ere they had furled their lateen sails,
and, getting on their sweeps, came up scarce
slower than before, crowded with men, whose
weapons might be seen momentarily glancing
to the broad sunshine.

My child!—great God! my child!' cried
Jusn de Melendez, his pale features writhing
with horrible intensity of anguish—' Would,
would that thou wert dead, Teresa! And is all
lost?—is all lost, gentlemen? Shake not
yoar heads—look not so gloomily upon me.—
Can ye devise no scheme, no hope, no possi-
bility ?—and yet how should ye, when ye have
neither barque, nor boat, nor even store enough
for pirogues in the bay. to bear them any suc-
cor ? Oh ! would to Heaven that I had died,—
I care not how disgracefully, so that I were
BUT dead,—ere I had been so fettered here, to
look thus helpless on the murder of my com-
rades—the worse than murder of mine innocent
and lovely child ! And thon, Don Amadis,—
thou who hast dared to lift the eyes of love to
her,—canst thou stand statue-like and mute,
and strike no blow for her? Canst th^u en-
dure io almost hear the shrieks, almost to look
upon the form, of her thou would'st have wed-
d d, writhing in agony in the foul arms of the
licentious bucanier? A man1, a genileman !
ha! ha!—a soldier! ha! ha! ha !—a man, a
gentleman, a soldier, and an old«Castilian, look
lamely on the violation of his briMe, before the
very eyes of her insulted father 1'

Answer him not, Don Amadis,' the gray-
haired veteran Pedro interposed—• answer him
not, I pray : this is sheer madness—the par-
donable madness of parental anguish. And
you, Sir Juan'—he continued, turning lo the
ha If frantic governor—l think you not, if we
were to clear the long guns of the southern
bastion, we might yet drive those picarooning
scoundrels from their prey? Melhinks the
caravella lies within their range.1

4 No, no : you deceive yourselves—there is
no hope ! none! none ! Nathless we may essay
it—and see, Davila hath slipped even his ca-
bles, halh got his boats out, and'tows cheerily
toward us. Away there, ye knaves!—can-
noneers, cfear the long culvurins !—ourselves,
we will go down and point them.1 And with
these words, followed by all his train, he hastily
rushed down the narrow stairway of the ram.
part, passed through the sally-port, and in a
moment was engaged among the guns, with an
anxiety and a zeal tl:at for a moment quelled
his mental agony.

The caravella now was but a short mile from
the seaward batteries, towed by the whole
strength of her crew, rowing with that tre.
mendous energy, which a consciousness that
all is centered in his own exertions lends to the
meanest and fefibjest man that draws the breath
of life. One mi If mile more would have en-
sured her safety. ,It was a fearful chase! So
close behind,, her was the best manned and
largest of the picaroons, that now the fire,
which had been for a whilo suspended, again
became hot, animated, and destructive. Add
now the mizen of the caravel came thundering,
with all its hamper, over her groaning Bide,
encumbering her fatally, and lessening her way
through the calm waters; while, at the Bight,
a long, loud yell of savago exultation burst
from the desperadoes, who had wrought that
ruin, and penetrated even to the ears of the
appalled spectators. Hitherto no .opportunity
had been given to the Spaniards at the fortress
for firing a gun in aid of their companions';
since the thtee-mas ted galley, conscious of her
advantage, kept herself by her sweeps and oar§

under the stern of the tall frigate, taking her
(ore and aft by the continual firing of her sin.
gle gan, aeultreriii of the first class,—avoiding
thus alike the heavy ordnance of her broadside,
and the yet heavier metal of the batteries,
which were deterred from firing, lest they
should injure their own friends. Bat now two
other of the pirates, which, in the chase, had
made each a long circuit on the starboard and
the larboard lacks, keeping as much as possible
out of the frigate's range, having; shot far
ahead of her, changed suddenly their course,
putting their bows each right toward the oihe>,
and polling with great speed to cut her off from
her desired haven. On these, at the same in.
slant, opened the frigate's fire, gun after, gun
from both brsadsides, a fierce, incessant can-
nonade! and the tremendous salvo of the bat-
teries. The whole shores seemed to rock with
the concussion: the little air there had been
heretofore, stilled by the fearful shock, sank
utterly; and, ere ten minutes had elapsed, the
surface of the water was covered by a dense
mass of volumed smoke, so closely packed that
not an eye of all who gazed so fearfully upon
the scene could note vessel, or boat, or any
living being ] though still, from oul the vapory
cloud, the glare of the incessant cannonading
might be seen crimsoning the misty wreaths,
which every shot augmented.

Hold! hold !' after a while cjclaimed Me.
lendez—' let the smoke lift—this random-firing
goes for nought: let it lifi! we sl^^see anon ."

And, at his orders,^insianlly the firing from
the battery ceased ; but not for that did the
dense vapors lift at ail from the surface of the
waters, nor did the prospect brighten—fed
constantly as were these murky clouds by the
continued cannonading of the vessels, which
in no degree* ceased or abated. If the sight had
b en anxious heretofore,—the interest appalling
when every motion of assailant or assailed
might be distinctly noticed,—what must have
been the anguish now, the agony of expecta.
tion, when the fierco work of death was doing
at their very doors, under the muzzles of their
cannon, and they might neither see, nor judge
by any sense or sign, to which side fortune
was inclining ! The first sound that attracted
any near attention, was the quick dash of oars
close lo the beach ; and, as each countenance
was instantly directed lo the joyful echo,
boat after boat of those—it needed not a second
glance to tell it—which had been last seen
towing shoreward El Santo Eapiritu, loomed
through the dusky veil, and, almost as they
came in sight, grated upon the shingly beach ;
while their crews, throwing down their oars,
rushed madly up the slope in desperate coiifu*
sion, toward the sally-port.

•(Ten thousand curses on the dogs !' fiercely
hissed Juan de Melendez through his hard.set
teeth—' they have deserted her! but not the
better shall they fare for that. Level your ar-
quebusses, guard!—depress your culverins !—
sweep the deserting scoundrels from the earth !'

But to this fiory command no answer was re-
turned, and no obedience rendered ; for during
the last pause the firing had sunk, and, from
the bosom of the Binoke, wild cheers, and all
the tumult of a heavy fight, were now distinctly
audible. In a few seconds' space, the vapors
graduallyjightened, so that the vessels might
be seenythougli.. faintly, clustored together in
closeyebntact. / Anon, the breeze came up
again, fitful at first "and faint, but freshening
at every moment, and then whirled upward
from the now rippling waters, the smokv masses
were stfept bodily to leeward, leaving ilia
whole of the bright bay, the verdar.t shores,
and the pure heavens, rejoicing in the gorgeous
sunshine.

Far in the middle of that bay, lay the devoted
caravella, her sheets loosened and her canvass
flying disorderly and wild ; while, grappling to
her Bides, her stern, her bows, the low barques
of the pirates hemmed her in,—their savage
crews mounting her bulwarks in resistless num.
bers, their brandished weapons glancing to the
sun, and their appalling veils deadening the
hearts of all who heard them. Unharmed by
the guns from the too distant ramparts, the
light picaroons had succeeded in cutting in
between the frigate and her boats—leaving UP
chance of safety to the latter, but precipitalo
and sudden flight; and to the former no hope,
save the precarious chances of a pirate's mercy.
Nor was it long in doubt to the spectators what
lhat mercy wa* ; for, ero the fight (or maasa.
ere, more properly) upon her docks had ooased,
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the wily desperadoes anchored just within can-
non.shot; and aa the Spanish ensign Was torn
down, amid a tumult of tremendous exultation,
man after man of the defendants were hurled
overboard,—so that their terror-stricken coun-
trymen upon the battlements might see the
waters, ever, as they fell, lashed into froth and
•pray by the ferocious sharks, which, taught
by their voracious instinct the consequences of
battle, seized each one, as he touched the sur-
face, tugging and snapping at each other for
every palpitating morsel. And still more Her.
rible than this, the howls of men—howls, such
as nothing but the utmost and most excruciating
tortures could force from human lips—mixed
with the shrill and more piteous shrieks of
women, told that the fate of those who had
become the property of the disgusting fish
was but a bonn of mercy, when compared to
the mare awful doom of those preserved from
(he 6rst carnage, to satiate the victors* love of
blood or beauty.

All day long did this sight continue—all day
long were the heavens polluted, by the atro-
cious deeds they were compelled to witness—
pierced by the cries of those who called OR
them in vain for succor or for mercy. The
evening was now drawing nigh, although, per-
haps, some three hours yet remained of day.
light; when, by a simultaneous movement on
the frigate's deck, it might be judged that some
new project had been fixed upon by the buca-
niers. Noj^ere the garrison devoid, if not of
absolute fear, at least of much anxiety; since
it was evident that their relentless enemies
were in great force—not counting less (as
they might calculate, from the known habits of
the Caribbean pirates of stowing, in their long
low baique?, as many men as possibly could be
contained in them) than seven hundred, or
perhaps a Ihouaand soldiers; more fighting
men than which, St. Augustine dould not at
(bat day have turned out, though to preserve
herself from utter ruin. Nor was it contrary,
by any means, or foreign to the policy of these
far-dreaded rovers, to attack villages, or even
forts and cities, when in sufficient numbers to
render success probable, and when enough of
plunder, or of licentious pleasure, might be
looked forward to, as the result of thi ir bold
daring ! A levy of the citizens en masse was
instantly resorted to—arms were distributed
even among the slaves, whose terrors, not in-
ferior to those of their masters, rendered it
safe to trust them with the weapons which, at
another lime, they would have directed against
the boBoms of the givers. Cannon were level-
ed, ammunition was piled by every gun, and
all precaution taken which could insure a des.
perate resistance. The pallor, and the gloom
had passed away from the dark visage nf Me.
lendc-z, with the uncertainty which had so ter.
ribly distracted him. Sure, as he felt himself
now to be, that she, his treasured child,—the
only being on whom his stern soul doaled,—had
endured the last and most appalling wo that
can befall a woman—that now her agonies, her
innocence, her woes, were at an end for ever
—he had again resumed his soldierly and high
demeanor. His face was now deeply flushed ;
and his eyebrows contracted over the fiery orbs
they shaded,qtill these could scarcely have been
noted, but for the flames of fierce light which
they at times shot forth. His lips alone were
pale and ashy, so violent was the compression
over his clenched teeth 1

' Would God,' he said, when every prepara-
tion was concluded, ' would God, that they
may try it again ! So would they fuel a father's
vengeance !'

Nor did it seem improbable* thaThis vengeful
prayer would be immediately and fully granted ;
for now the pirate barques might be observed to
put off, one by one, from the dismantled and
abandoned frigate—a single small boat only
waiting, as it would seem, for their commander.
Diverging slowly and in opposite directions,
but carefully preserving a safe distance from
the batteries, they came to anchor each after
each, the nearest about a half mile from their
prize; and, as the last swung round, the crew
of the remaining skiff were Been getting in all
haste to their oars. By aid of their naked
eyes, the Spaniards now beheld a group of
officers appear upon the bulwarks of the cara-
vel, from which were lowered instantly three
figures, two op which were females, into the
cutter at the gangway. All, then, passed over
the chip's side, but one, who, disappearing for
a moment through the cabin hatch, returned,

bearing a lighted flambeau: deliberately then
he set on fire, in some twenty different places,
the slighter cordage and the sails of the ill.
fated ship J and, ere he glided down a rope into
his boat, the forked tongues of flame might be
seen darling up the shrouds and masts, like
fiery serpents; and, in a few short minutes,
the whole of that magnificent and stately fabric,
which had so lately walked the waters 'like a
thing of life,* was one huge pyramid of roar-
ing and devouring flame. Strongly and rapidly
did that boat's crew give way, and little time
enough had they to place themselves in safety ;
for, fired already in the hold before they left
her, they had not traversed half thê  space be-
tween her and their nearest barque, before,
with an explosion that might be heard leagues
away into the pathless forest, startling the
wild beast and the wilder Indian in his lair,
and with a wide and circling glare that for an
instant made the broad daylight pallid, the
caravel blew up! A mass of pitchy smoke
settled for a short space upon the water where
she lay ; and, as it drifted seaward, a few rent
planks and mouldering spars were all that re-
mained of that noblest work of man's invention.

After a little while, the skiff came to under
the lee of the three-masted picaroon, and no-
thing more was seen by the excited Spaniards,
until a burst of flame from a bow.port of the
felucca, and the dull roar of an unallotted gun,
awoke their attention. With the report, down
came the English ensign from the fore, down
came the red flag from the peak, and in suc-
cession a broad while field, in signs of truce
and amity, waved in the place of each Upon
the signal, each in succession of the pirates
fired a leeward gun, and hoisted a white flag ;
and next, ere half an hour had eJapsed, all tlic
boats of the squadron—twenty, "* at least, in
number—might be seen to put off from the
barques, each bearing the same amicable signal
at their bows ; and, after joining,—which they
did at the first practicable point,—to pull on,
steadily, in beautiful and accurate array, to-
ward the shore.

Eagerly did the Spaniards watch these singu-
lar manoeuvres, and with Ice enscrutiny did limy
observe each several barge ; but it was nut unlil
they had arrived within a short space of the
beach, that they might make out clearly the
forms or features of those who occupied them*
No could they as yet do this to their satisfac-

tion, when; observing that no fltg of truce
was displayed from the ramparts, ihey became
stationary, just without the surf, pulling a
stroke or two at times, merely to hold their
own, for the tide was now fast ebbing. Scarce
had they hailed, before a figure rose up in ihe
bow ot tic central boat—a powerful barge,
pulling with forty oars—and, waving a white
flag above his head, shouted some wonts, which
did not reach, however, the ears for which
they were intended, although there could be no
doubt of their import.

Shall we respond to their signal, fai r Se
nor?' exclaimed the veteran Diego. I trow
'iwcre better to answer them. It may be, thuy
hold some of our friends lo ransom.'

' No truce! no flag !' fiercely replied Me-
lendez. I waited but to get them within our
point-blank range. Take good sight, can.
noneers ! look to your matches ! h—'

'Hold! for God's 6ake, hold!1 cried young
Don Am ail is, leaping before the muzzle of the
gun, and grasping by the arm the impetuous
governor. See you not there V and, wall eyes
almost starting from his head, and lips apart,
and outstretched hands, he pointed to the signal
boat. * See you not it is she?'

Slowly Melcadez caught his meanin ;—turn,
ed his glass to the barge, w hate in the quick
eye of the youthful lover hadfid&ecled the form
of his intended bride—dropped it from his un-
nerved and powerless hand, and, with a quick
shrill cry, ' My daughter! my Teresa!' sank
helpless as a child into the arms of his attend-
ants; while, catching instantly their cue, the
cannoneers flung down their linstocks, and in
three minutes' tune a fLg of truce was seen
waving in the place of Castile's gorgeous bla-
zonry . '

1 know of hut one thing safe in the universe*
—and that is TRUTH, And I know of but one
way to TRUTH, foran individual mind, and
lhat is, UNFETTERED THOUGHT! And
I know of but one path for the multitude to
TRUTH, and that is, THOUGHT—freely ex.
pressed.—Orville Dewey.

S A T U B D A T , A U G U S T 10, 18S9*.

The Wo»d Cut—of the First Baptist Church,
which embellishes this number of the Gem, was
engraved by M. MILLER, of this city, a young
artist whose productions evince genius antf
taste highly creditable to him, and which will,
as they have opportunity for development, we
doubt not, do honor to our city in that depart,
ment of industry.

O * MRS. LEW En's Republicalion of BENT-

LEY'S MISCELLANV, The METROPOLITAN MAO A-

ZINE, and BLACKWOOD'S MAGAZINE, for June,

have made their appearance. It is gratifying
to a just national pride, that the best poetical
articles in this number of Blackwood, are from
the pens of Americans. A letter from a Poet
in Arkansas, Mr. Alben Pike, to Ghristopher
North, is of itself a curiosity, and in this in-
stance it is more remarkable, as accompanying
a number of elegant and classical odes, enti-
tled, " Hymns to the Gods." Mr. Isaac C.
Pray is also the contributor of'a very beautiful
sonnet.

Ladies' Companion—The August number of
this well conducted periodical » on our table.
It is illustrated with a fine steel engraving by
Dick, and its contents, entirely original, are of
a superior order. We are glad that the ability
of the editor, Mr. SNOWDEN, is duly appreciated
by a return of a very full subscription list.

O*Cha«iberb» Weekly Journal, published in
Edinburgh, issues 68,000 weekly. Afae simile
copy of the journal is now published in New
York, by Mr. JACKSON.

Written for the Gem.
CORSELET A N D LACING.

No. 6.
MR. EDITOR,—In the further prosecution of

our inquiries in regard to the use of ihe Corse,
let and Lacing, we will turn our attention to
their effect upon the Brpin and Nerves, and the
consequent injurious effects any morbid affc-
tions of these organs of sensation may have on
the intellectual faculties, properties the most es.
suntial to our being. I f we find by the strict,
est and most careful investigation that,, no ill
results in these respects, the siu of this
destroying fashion will appear less h e i ^ ^
its character. And still more if we discover any
advantage in any possible degree to the animal
economy, or to the moral condition of our race ;
we will cheerfully accord lhat mitigation in our
sentence of condemnation, which candor it-
self may consistently award in extenuation of
this guilty practice.

The brain is OMe of the most essential and
important organs in the whole systom. It U
surrounded and well protected from external in.
juries by the ten plated bones that compose the
cranium.

From thi! organ we discover the cmauatfon
of nine pairs of nerves, which, with thirty pairs
that come from the. spinal marrow, constitute
the whole number of the body. They are long
whitish cords for sensation in sensible partr,
for the five external senses, as touch, sight,
hearing, smelling and 4 ^ g » »nd for the mo-
tion of muscles. All d m their separate and
distinct offices to perfoT^as the first pair, oi
olfactory nerves, are sent from the brain to tha
nose to serve for smelling ; toljB second pair, o?
optic norves, are sent to the eyes, and consti-
tute the organs of vision, &c. Notwithstand*

!a,cl» pair of nerve* throughout the wbule
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system hive their specific and appropriate offices
to perform, aud convey, as by telegraphic com.
munication, intelligence to the soul, or the Pen-
sorium commune, sensations in all their varied
forms, but they are all interwoven by their nu-
merous branches throughout the body,so that
they readily sympathise with each other when
any thing hurtful is presented to either.

We have often witnessed the sympathy be-
tween the brain and stomach. A severe blow
or contusion upon the head frequently occa-
sions vomiting ; and also a disordered stomach
occasions head-ache.

Injuries to the nerves of one part of the bo.
dy will sometimes occasion sympathetic or
symptomatic pains remote from the seat of the
i 'jury. I have known numerona applications
made to remove asymptomatic pain just below
the knee-pan, occasioned by the hip.abscess.—
Such deceptive, and sympathetic affections are
not extraordinary, all practicing physicians no
doubt find them of ot dinary occurrence. Some-
times violent results follow from a mere punc-
tured wound in a nerve, as general convulsions
and Iocked-jaw.

" The senses," says Mr. Hooper, "are dis-
tinguished into internal and external. The in-
ternal senses are ideas which the censorium
commune or mind, forms to itself, and may be
produced from the external senses, or they may
be excited spontaneously ; such are memory,
imagination, conscience, the passions of the mind,
and reasoning, by the superior excellence of
which, man differs so eminently from the brute."

The external senses are, smelling, seeing,
hearing, "tasting and hearing."

Were I to vary the phraseology in this de-
scription or definition, I would say that the an-
imated human body is possessed of matter and
mind; or what may be still more familiar, of
body and soul ; the former exits by sensation,
the latter by the consciousness of its existence.

Here we are to look for the intricate and dim
lines of demarkation between Physiological,
and Metaphysical boundaries in those depart-
ments of science. The union of the rnind
with the body seems inseprrable, so long as the
principles of life exist in the syslemt whether
sensation or consciousness continues in any
pcrceptib'e degree or shall have become dor-
mant before death takes place. But as soon as
the vita] spark of life shall have been ex tin
guit»hed we suppose a seperation of soul and
body instantly takes place, and as we follow the
body to the grave, we may with an eye of faith
follow the never dying soul to theworld of
spirits.

While the body and soul remain united, they
are so intimately connected in their functions,
and naturally dependent on each other for har-
monious action, that the health of the former is
iadispensably necessary to afford full scope for
the^energies of the'lalter. Hence it is obvious
in numerous case? the impaired health of the
body produces a corresponding feebleness of
mind ; and by analogy we may infer that in
most cases of protracted illness as to bodily
health, the mind is made to participate in a cor-
responding weakness ; aud to this cause may
be traced a fatuity and sometimes moroseness
of disposition which after proves, for a consid.
eiable length of tjmc, sources of discomfiture
and unhappjness in the social and domestic
circles/)f relatives and friends.

The, !if*in encased as it is in its KIICII of bone
and infolded in,its durable and soft membranes,
is subjuct to inflamation and other diseases, like
other visceral organs, and to a great extent,

according to the vascularity of the parts with
which it is connected. The sensitiveness from
inflammation wherever found seems^usually to
arise more from the number of the vessels of
those parts, than from the number of nervous
filaments bestowed on them. And this from a
very plain reason. because the circulation is
more immediately involved in disease. But I
need' not enlarge on this point. A sanguineous
plethora or a congestion of blood upon the brain
as from partial strangulation is oftner the result
of obstructed circulation by stay lacing.

Strangulation as has been intimated in a for-
mer number arises from a want of oxigenization
or decarbonization oT the blood. ThiB effect is
most clearly illustrated in those unfortunate
subjects in whom-the passage called the fora-
men ovale remains partially open.

This is a passage which admits the blood to
pass directly from the right to the left side of
the heart without passing through the lungs,
which of course carries a portion of the blood
into the general circulation which is unfit to
nourish the body, hence the purple hue of those
little patients; little I say because they seldom
live to grow up to manhood. And when they
do, there is that fatuity in intellect, that ren-
ders them more the subjects of pity than of
hope. May we not reasonbly infer from anal-
ogy, that the same want created in the system
by artificial means as lacing will produce like
effects 1

We will attend to this subject hereafter.
Rspeclfully yours. L.

Excellent.—A public meeting has been held
ately in Woonsacket, (Mass.) and the following
preamble and resolution adopted :—

Whereas it is currently reported that in one
of our neighboring villages, *' a man made du-
ring the last yoar $1,500 by minding his own
business, and $500 by letting other people's a-
lone"—therefore

Resolved, That we recommend to some of the
good people in our village to try the experiment,
not only as a sort of emolument to themselves,
but of satisfaction to their neighbors.

The Re.Publicationa.~We have the July
number of "Blackwood's Edinburgh Magazine."
It is filled with the very ablest papers. There
is no publication in the world possessing more
real, intrinsic merit than "Blackwdod." The
only draw.back upon its excellency is its tory-
ism ; but even that is hardly a draw.back to the
Yankee who wishes lo keep track of English
politics—which he cannot do without reading
"Blackwood." The present number contains
two valuable papers, " Colonial government and
the Jamaica Quesihn," and "Turkey, Egypt and
the affairs of the East." From either of these
articles, more than $ 5 worth of information can
be obtained.

"Bentley'.e Miscellany for July," is also before
us. This is an unique publication, and is certain-
ly Reserving of the great popularity which it
enjoys. The present number contains several
chapters of "Jack Shepard," "The veterans of
Chelsea Hospital/^'RambLs among the Rivers,"
and "Colin Clink." These are all interesting
stories, as are the various other articles which
the July number contains. There are also two
etchings by CKOIKSHANK.

We regret that no more of these re-publica-
tions .a re taken here—particularly "Blackwood"
and the "Reviews." It is impossible to keep up
any thing like an intelligent acquaintance of
the affairs of Europe without them. C. MORBE
is Mrs LEWER'S agent for this city.

Modesty.—A girl down East said she didn't
like to swing into the garden, "cause the tatere
had eyes."

The following anecdotes we copy from an
eloquent speech of Mr. Tillinghast, delivered
at Providence on the 4th of July, at a dinner
table with a band of the surviving sqldiers of
the revolution.

The first blood drawn from the veins of a
British officer in that great quarrel, was drawn
by a shot from a Rhode Island musket—upon
our own waves, within sight from the tower of
that temple where we have this morning heard
the scenes and principles of the revolution BO
eloquently reviewed by the orator of the day.
The owner of that musket still lives in honor
amongst us, still characterised by that native
resolution, which the lapse of 67 years from
that time has not been able to extinguish or
abate. The first sword that waved in triumph
upon the surmounted rampart atYorktown, was
a Rhode Island sword. The owner of that
sword as he clambered up the work, received up-
on his hands and arms the stabs of the bayonets
that were aimed at his life, and having gained
the summit and planted himself there, he lifted
his sword aloft in his bleeding hand, and called
aloud to friends and foes, " Capt. Stephen
Olney's company forms here."

Washington—phrenologically described by
Combe :

Washington was one of the greatest men that
ever lived. His temperament seems to have
been sanguine bilious ; his head large, and well
adapted in every part; the moral sentiments and
intellectual reign supreme. He had a constan-
cy which no difficulties could overcome, and an
honesty of purpose and ardor of patriotism
which no temptation could swerve nor opposi-
tion subdue. He always regarded his country
before himself, and in him there was no quali-
ty of mind deficient : no quality in excess : no
false lights and no deficient lights. He there-
fore gave lo every thing its due weight aud no
more. He was dignified, courteous and just ;
brave, cautious, politic, quick to perceive, and
prompt to judge ; always acting in the right
time, and in the right manner. Those who say
that Washington was not a great man, can mere-
ly mean that he displayed no quality in excess;
that he played off no corruscations ; but he had
that sterling worth—that daily beauty in the
life; that force of character; that grandeur and
elevation of the whole man, which renders him
far more great and estimable, in my opiuion,
than the poet, the painter or the orator.

Sagacity of the Dog.—There used formerly to
be as many dogs as men at the kirk of Twoids-
muir, Pueblesshire, on account of the difficulty
which the farmers and shepherds of that pasto-
ral district hail in preventing canine attendants
from following them. The dogs in general be-
haved pretty well, and lay below the seats ; still,
quarrels among them sometimes took place, and
on these occasions the minister had to order the
beadle to turn out the disturbers of the peace ;
with these exceptions they kept in tolerable
good order till the congregation was going to
disperse. From long attendants at church, they
knew when this breaking up was to take place.
The' signal for uproar was the rising of the
minister in the pulpit to pronounce the blessing ;
as soon as he did so, they used to rush pell mull
to the door, barking and screeching for joy to
be let loose, and, therefore, not a word could be
heard.

At length the minister, honest man ! be.
thought h-irnself of a plan to get quit of these
disturbances. He told the members of the con.
gregalion, that it would be belter for them all to
keep their seats till the parting benediction was
over, and then they would rise and walk leisure-
ly out. This was tried, and succeeded remark-
atfly'well. However, it happened one day that
the minuter of the parish was absent, and A
t-tranger was in the pulpit, who, when he rose
lo pronounce the blessings after the psalm, was
surprised to see the congregation sitting, which
is against all rule and custom. At last an old
gray.haired shepherd called out to him,—" Oh,
just go on, sir. go on ! we arc only sitting a wee
bit, to cheat the dowgs ; but when ye have done
We'll all rise and go out quietly."

'Singular Coincidence. A man named Cain
Abel, keeps the Adum and Eve tavern in Eden,
Vermont.'—Exchange Paper.

Yes, and no doubt the Serptat oan be found
there too as busy as ever in destroying A
and Eve's children.—Honeoyr Staud.
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FOREIGN CORRESPONDENCE.

Correspondence of the Rochester Daily Democrat.

PARIS, June 1, 1839.

The Boulevard is the pride of the Parisians.
It i$ a broad street, with the walks in some parts
of it embowered in shades upon each side and
running around a circle, in the form of a moon,
in the centre of the city, crossing the Seine
twice, which divides the city, running east and
west through its centre. That portion of it
called the Italian Boulevard, near the Palaces,
is peculiarly brilliant. Lined on each side by
shops and cafes, and lighted by immense win-
dows, formed of a single pane of glass, orna.
mented with all sorts of decorations that the
ingenious Frenchman can devise. This and
the square surrounded by the shops in the Pallacc
Royal, when lit up at night, presents a sheet of
living light, reflected by a thousand mirrors,
through the groves and other avenues and em.
bowered ways, where the fountain flings into
mid air, its ever cooling waters, enlivened by the
multitudes of moving human beings, animated
by the notes of the minstrel, presents a scene
which one may well imagine to be a full realiza.
tion of the fairest vision of the Arabian Tales.

The immense squares and public grounds,
some of which contain more than an hundred
acres, impart novelty and great interest to Pa.
ris. In the centre of the city, you may be lost
in a wilderness of houses, and wander through
streets darkened by the towering walls of the
buildings, and rush at once from the midst of
them info one of nature's wildernesses of for-
est trees, with here and there an ppening, orna-
mented with beautiful flower gardens, fountains,
and basins representing little lakes of crystal
waters, over which the swan moves like the dol-
phin, paddling her white canoe. These groves
are the favorite resort of the Parisians, through
which they make their daily promenades, ani-
mated by the sweet notes of the woodland song-
ster, and the harp, guitar, violin, and a hundred
other instrument?, with which the wandering
minstrel seeks to please "the passer by, and to
abstract a few sous from his bounty.

The Garden of the Tuilleries, the Palace Roy.
al, the Luxenbourgh Garden of Plants, and the
Champ de Mars and the Clamp Elysses, are the
most prominent squares, the; most of which a-
dorn the banks of the river, which is confined
by noble marble quays, and spanned by numer-
ous stone and iron bridges ; a dozen of which
are within the range of the eye, black with a
moveing multitude of human beings, while the
streets or quays along the rfver bank are swarm,
jng with men and beasts and carriages, sweep-
ing by the long ranges of temples, and noble
palaces which rise on either bank of the river,
as if uneonscious of the presence of royalty,
and presenting a scene which would have lent
animation and imparted grandeur to the Tiber,
and of which Rome might well haVe been*proud,
even in the days of its Coesars.

NBpolean clipped off many of the excresen
cee will) which Paris abounded, and robed much
of it in great beauty ; but you must not ima.
ginc that Paris, or any of the old cities of Eu-
rope, present the uniformity, order and newness
of dome of our American cities ; on the contra-
ry, the streets of the most of them .are narrow,
and many of them irregular and crooked, and
the buildings composed of every order and grade
of architecture which has existed since the in-
fancy of time., and are dingy with the accumu-
lated dust of ages. Its noblest palaces and
proudest temples are robed in the duerk of anti-
quity, and the new buildings soon assume the
hue of a smoky city.

It is not not only the princely and noble chap,
aoter of its palaees, temples and public squares
and royal domains, which imparts interest to it,
but it is the proud and enlightened character of
many of its institutions—.the offspring of liberal
and giant minds with unbounded means at their
disposal—which has made it the proudest, the
noblest and the gayest city of the present age ;
which, in connection with the brilliant and ex-
citing character of its history, has thrown an
undying interest-around it.

There is no Sabbath in Catholic countries.—
In Paris, it is the gayest day of the week, and
devoted to merry making. The theatres and cir-
cuseea are open, and the*gardeup, groves, and
public grounds swarm with gay, pleasure seek-
ing, and^merry making beings. The groves of
the Champ Elysses, in the midst of which the
exhibit of arts and manufactures is held, pre-
sents a Ecene that doubtless has no parallel upon
earth. Every kind of mounlebahkism and ne-
cromancy that ever existed, is enacted there.—
Each actor has his gazers. While some are at-
tracted by the flying horses, others look on
the aerial voiageur, as he dives and plun.
ges and sails around in the gay ship, with its
sails flying, without the aid of wind or water,
but by an immense horizontal wheel, that works
around a iree, rising and falling in its revolu-
tions, forming not an inapt representation of
ships, as they sail along over rough seas and
mountain waves. The next moment ;the mu-
sical crack of the whip announces the approach
of the Royal Family, when there is a general
rush of the multitude to catch a glimpse of the
train of carriages as they pass along, surround- <
ed by gay attendants and horse guards. Every
avenue presents a continual train of carriages,
of every variety, amongst which maybe seen
those of the nobility and gentry, with their li-
veried servants and out-riders, and beside them,
in parallel and embowered ways, "gallants bold
and ladies fair," with waving plumes, mounted
upon beautiful coursers, are dashing away to the
country and neighboring forests for an airing.
The sound of the bugle proclaims the approach
of the flower of the cavalry and the military
pride of France—whose nodding plumes, neigh-
ing steeds and prancing war horses, dancing a-
long at the spirit stitring notes of the trumpet,
bugle and battle horn, followed by long lines of
infantry, with their banners spread to the breeze
and their steps quickened by the inspiration of
the rolling drum and ear-piercing fife, presents
a scene that may well remind one of the time
when Massena, Ney and Murat led them to glo-
ry. When the music of the military bands is
lost in the distance, or drowned by the noise of
the multitude, tho notes of the minstrel break
upon your ears, with the thousand various in.
strnmerits, the most charming of which is that
which their Creator gave them. Decrepitude
and age, youth and beauty, may be found a-
mongst them. The Tyrolese mountain girl", the
dark brunette of Switzerland, and the fair song,
ster of sunny Italy, touch nature's golden harp
wild exquisite taste, and mingle their sweet
notes with the harp, guitar, violin and the mild
bagpipe. Amongst this wandering musical
throng, some of llie undignified airs of our own
country, are not without representations in
"Jim Crow" and "Long Tailed Blue." The
whole scene presents a singular contrast to the
rational and quiet Sabbath of our own littel
city.

Household Affairs.*— A domestic informed his
master that the house was on fire. "Tell your
mistress of it,''said he "for I do not meddle
with household affairs."

FATAL INSTANCE OF T H E DANGER
O F CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE.
Chance, and that spirit of inquiry whi

Paul Pry excuses in himself by calling it
characteristic of tbe age, once led us to visit
the lunatic asylum at Charenlon. Amid the
many sad and afflicting instances of debased
and/degraded humanity we met with, one man
struck us most particularity. He was about
five and thirty years of age, tail and well built,
with a lofty forehead and a deep-set penetrating
<ye. The whole character of his'head was
highly intellectual; but the expression of his
-features was melancholy and depressing beyond
anything words can give anv idea of. The face
was deadly pale, and marked by small blue veins;
and the dragged, mouth and downcast look be-
spoke utter despair. He nev<*r noticed the per*
sons about him, but stared fixedly at vacancy,
and muttered constantly in a broken and sup-
plicating voice, as if entreating forgiveness of
some great and heinous crime.

" Will he recover ?" said we, as we turned to
leaye the spot. *•

" Never," said the keeper ; " his is a madness
.never curable."

On our return to Paris, M. E , thecele.
brated physician, who had accompanied as to
Charenton, save us the following brief account
of this man's case.

Monsieur Eugene S had so brilliantly
distinguished himself, in his career at the
French bar, that at the early age of twenty-eigh,t,
he was named Procureur de Roi, an office in
many respect similar to that of our attorney-
General. To a great knowledge of his profes-
sion, rarely attainable at so early a period of
life, he united the gift of a most convincing
eloquence; and, stranger etiII, a thorough ac-
quaintance with human nature in all its shapes
and phases, which seemed absolutely incompa-
tible with his habits of close study and seclu-
sion. There was no art nor 'metier' with the
details of which he was unacquainted ; no rank
or walk in life, whose feelings and prejudices
he could not dip into, and identify himself with.
The very dialect of the lowest classes he made
his study, and from the patois of Normandy, to
the outlandish jargon of the Ga*cogne, he was
familiar with all. Talents like these were not
long in establishing the fame of their possessor,
and before he had been four years at the bar, it
was difficult to say whether he was more feared
as a rival by his colleagues, or dreadad as an
accuser by the criminal. This to a French ad.
vocate was the pinnacle of profess onal fame..

As his practice extended, I)is labor at home
became much greater; frequently he did not
leave his study till daybreak, and always appear,
ed each morning at the opening of the court.—
The effect upon his health was evident in his
pallid look, and his figure, formerly erect and
firm, becoming stooped and bent; the life of
excitement his career presented, left neither time.
nor inclination for society or amusement; and
his existence was one great mental struggle.

All who understand the nature of a trial for
life and death in France, are aware that it ia
neither more nor less than a drama, in which'
the Procureur du Roi plays the principal char,
acter ; and whose success ia estimated by but
one test—the conviction of the accused. There
is no preparation too severe, no artifice too deep,
no plot too subtle, for (he advocate, upon occa-
sions like this ; he sets himself patiently to
learn the character of the prisoner, his habits,
his feelings, his prejudices, his fears; and by
the lime tint the trial comes on is thoroughly
familiar with every loading trait and feature of
tlie man.

In combats like this our advocate's life was
passed ; and so complete a mastery had the de-
moniacal passion gained over him, that when-
ever, by the acquittal of a " prevenu," he seem-
ed to be defrauded in his rightful tribute of ad-
miration and applause, the effect on his ppiriia
became evid. n l ; his head drooped ; and for se-
veral days he would scarcely speak. The boat,
en candidate for collegiate honors never suffered
f orn defeat as he did; and at last to such a
height had this infatuation reaobjed, that his own
life 6eemed actually to hang in Xhe scale upon
every trial for capital offence; gind upon the
issue, threatened death to the advocate or the
accused. •• Lavuel de deux," said ou old bar.
rister, at the opening of a case, and the words
became a proverb concerning Monsieur S——.

This mania was at is height when the gov-
eminent directed him to proceed to Bordeaux
to take the direction of a trial, which, at that
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period, was exciting the greatest interest in
France. The case was this:—A gentleman
travelling for pleasure, accompanied by a Bingle
servant, had taken up his residence on the banks
of the Ciaronne. Here the mild urbanity of his
manners and prepossessing address had soon
won for him the attention and,good-will of the
inhabitants, who wace much taken with him,
and in an equal degree prejudiced against the
servant, whose Bretagne stupidity and rudeness
were ill calculated to make friends for him. In
the little village where they sojourned two new
arrivals were sure to attract their share of at.
tention, and they were most rigidly canvassed,
but always with the same judgment.

Such was the stale of matters, when one
morning ihc village was thrown into commo.
Uon by the report that the stranger had been
murdered in the night, and that the servant was
gone, no one knew whither. On opening the
door of the little cottage, a strange and sad
sight presented itself; the floor was covered
with packing cases and,chests, corded and fas.
tened as if for a jourrfey; the-little plate and,
few books of the deceased were carefully pack-
ed, and every thing betokened the preparation
for departure. In ihe bedroom the spectacle
waa still more strange ; the bed clothes lay in
a heap upon the floor, covered with blood, and
a broken razor, a twisted and torn .portion of a
dressing-gown lay beside them ; there were sev-
eral foot-tracks in the blood upon the floor;, and
these were traced through a small dressing room
which led out upon a garden where they disap-
peared in the grass ; the servant was nowhere
to be found-, neither could any trace of the body
be discovered. Such were, in a few words the
chief circumstances which indicated the com-
missijn of the dreadful crime, and in the slate
of public feeling towards the two parties, were
deemed sufficiently strong to implicate the ser-
vant, who, it was now discovered, had been some
leagues up on the road to Bordeaux early that
morning1.

The commissaire of police set out immediate-
ly in pursuit; and before night the man was ar-
rested. At first his usual stupid and sullen
manner was assumed ; but on hearing that the
death of his master was now proved, he burst
into tears, and never spoke more.

The most diligent search was now made to
discover the body, but without success. It was
•owhere to be found. A hat belonging lo the
deceased was taken up near the river and car-
ried down by the current which was here very
rapid. The indignation of all parties, who were
never kindly disposed to the servant, rose tu the
greatest height, that he would never acknowl-
edge what had been done with the body, al-

Llbough now no doubt remained upon their mind
Has to his guilt.

,, His trial at length came on ; and Monsieur
S arrived "special'1 in Lyons to conduct it.
The grtal principle in English criminal law,
that a conviction cannot be held for murder un-
til the bod3' be found, exists not in France ; but
in lieu of it, they require a chain of circumstan.
tial evidence of the strongest and of the njosl
convincing nature.

To discover this where it existed, to fashion
it where it did not, were easy to the practised
advocate ; and the poor prisoner, whose reason.
ing powers were evidently of the weakest order,
ajid whose intelligence was most limited, offer,
ed an easy victim to every subtle question of the_
lawyer^ befell deeper and deeper into the snare
laid Sot him; he was made to say that though
upon the road to Bourdeaux, he knew not why
he was there ; that the watch and keys in his
possession were his master's he acknowledged ;
but why they were in his keeping he could not
tel l ; every hesitation of his manner, every mo-
mentary indication of trouble and confusion
were turned against him ; and even when a fit-
ful gleam of intelligence would shoot across his
clouded brain, it was anticipated by his torturer
and converted to his injury. The result may

f be easilj guessed ; he was condemned to death;
and the following morning, as the advocate re*
ceived at his levee the congratulations of the
authorities upon bissuccesaand ability, the pris-
oner was led to ttjJTguillotine amid the execra-
tion of tea thousand people. '•'

Two year* alter Una trial look place our advo-
oate was passing through Amiens on his way to
Puroune. Tiiere was considerable bustle and
confusion in the hotel, from an incident which
had just occurred, and which shocked all the in-.
mates A gentleman who had arrived the even.
hig before,-having attempted to pominit suicide

by cutting his throat, and was found two miles
from the town upon the high road, where it aj».
peared he had fallen from loss of blood, having
walked thus far after.MB intended crime.

" His name is Lemoine" said some one in the
crowd, as they carried him bleeding, and nearly
lifeless into the house.

41 Lemoine !" said Monsieur S——,musingly;
"the name of the man murdered at Lyons by
Jean Lubarte."

" And what is most strange," said another,
not hearing the muttered observations of Mbn.
fieur S -" he is now perfectly sensible and
most penitent for his attempt, which he ascribes
to a passing insanity that he has been liable lo
from a boy ; the impulse is first to destroy, and
then to conceal himself."

"That is indeed singular," said Monsieur
S . " but there is no combating a mono-
mania."

*' So the poor man feels, for he has already
essayod the same several times—in the last he
nearly succeeded in djing it, when-living on the
Garonne."

The Garonne—Lemoine—"screamed, rather
than spoke the advocate—"when—where—the
name of the village ?"•

" La Hulpe," said the stranger.
" I am a murderer !" said S ., as he fell

upon ihe pavement, the blood streaming from
his mouth and nose ; they lifted him up at once
and carried him into the house ; the shock had
been'too much. The face of the mardered Jean
Laharte, as with stupid look, and heavy inex-
pressible gazehe started up from the dock, nev-
er left him after ; and" he passed his remaining
days in Charenton, a despairing, broken.heart-
ed maniac. «

It subsequently came out,4hat poor Labarte,
knowing that his master was threatened with
an attack, had packed up all he possessed, and
set out for Bordeaux to procure a physain, trust-
ing, that from his precaution, no mischief could
accrue in the meanwhile—one razor was unfor.
tunatejy forgotten, and gave rise lo all the cir-
cumstances we have mentioned.—Dublin Uni-
versity Magazine, July.

Educating a Wife.—From the "Journal of
Aaron Burr," during his .residence in Europe,
just published by the Harpers, we extract the
following curious narrative :

Perry, the proprietor of the Moriiihg Chroni-
cle, has now an income of £10,000 per annum.
Born in the north of Scotland and having re.
ceived a good classical education, at the age of
twenty he walked to London to seek hie fortune.
He had left on his arrival two.and six-pence.—
For some time he nearly starved. At length he
got employment, and small wages from the edi-
tor of the Morning Chroniple, and subsequent-
ly he became principal editor, and then a part-
ner, and finally, sole proprietor. At the age of
forty he was wealthy. Happening to make a
journey in the country, he saw, in a millinei's
shop, a girl, with whose beauty and manner he
was greatly smitten. He begged leave to re-
peat his visit—at the second interview, he told
her he would marry her, but, added, I am a man
of fortune, and wish to live hospitably, and to
make my friends happy at home. I am not ac.
customed to society, and must have a wife who
can do the honors of my house with grace, and
dignity, aiid fashion. Now you have se"cn noth-
ing of the world, and know less of these mat-
ters than I do ; but you have talents, and would
presently becorna a lady, if you were under
proper advantage. Then, if you will go to
Paris, and spend two years there to perfect
yourself, I will furnish the meanSt and marry
you on your return." The lady, who was sev.
enteen, was not long balancing on so hard a
condi ion. She went to Paris, passed the two
y. ars under every advantage which money
could procure, returned an accomplished lady,
and a/l that Periy could wish. They married,
and have six lovely children- She has been the
pride of his hear-, the ornament of his house*
and the admiration of his'friends. —

I know an Irishman who did something of
the same kind, but Ldoubt whether there be
any thing similar in the history of, an English,
man.

Tl e Pn aytine answers a c o r e pondent who
A ks which expression • « the more proper, the
•• house burned up"1 or "barned doton* That
depend* upon whether the fire originated'in the
teller or Ihe gatret.

AMERICAN CHAMPAIGN,
MADE BY

MB. CORREA DA COSTA,
The American Wine-Maker, and Teacher of

Modern Tongues in the space of six months.
Terms by-agreement. Mount Vernon Home,
Second Street, Philadelphia. v

For six gajlons of water, take six pounds of
clarified sugar, three ounces of ginger in pow-
der, and two ounces of cream of Tartar ; then
give the whole a good boiling; take it off the
fire—let it cool to blood heat, and add to it ̂ the
peal of six lemons, and five ounces of yeast,
(which can be had of the bakers,) mix it well*
settle for twelve hours, draw it off clear—bottle
it, cork it tight, keep it until next day, and then
drink American Champaign to my health.

Labor.saviig Soap.—The following is a recipe
for making the labor-saving soap, (so called,)
which is an excellent article for washing, and a
saving of labor. The recipes for making have
been sold from $ 5 to $10, and the soap 7 cents
per pound ; but can be manufactured for about
two cents. Take two pounds of sal soda, two
pounds of yellow bar soap, and ten quarts' of
water ; cut the soap in thin slices, and boil all
together two hours ; then, strain it through a
cloth ; let it cool, and it is fit for use. Pirec-
tidiis for using the soap :—Put the clothes in
soak the night before you wash, and to every
pail of water in which you boil them, add one
pound of soap. They will need no rubbing;
merely rinse them out, and they will be perfect,
ly clean and white.

Fever and ague—Effectual remedy.—The fol,
lowing simple recipe has never been known to
fail and is now published for the benefit of such
as may be snffer ing under this disagreeable com.'
plaint:

1 oz. Yellow Peruvian Bark.
i oz. Cream Tarter.
1 table spoonful pulverized Cloves.
1 pintTeneriffe Wine.

Mix together. Shake it well, and take a
wine glass full every two hours after the fever
is off.

N. B. Before taking the above, a dose of
Epsom Salts, or other medicine, should be ad.
ministered, to cleanse the stomach, and render
the cure more speedy and certain.—American.

" Hulp, and give willingly, when you have
any thing, and think not the more of yourself."
and if you have nothing, keep the cup of cold
water always at hand, and think not the less of
yourself."—Claudius.

The whole law of cha»rity in four lines f Let
it circulate. Read aright, and it will do us
more good than an essay on the Sub-Treasury.
Its blessed influence Will abide in the heart, and
rest like soft, lights on our spirits. Here are
two other drops front the same fount,* worth a
yeai'd subscription: seeing 'tis only six dol-
lars :

" Thinly often on sacred things* and be cer-
tain that all shall not belabor without profit,
and let the leaven leaven the whole lump*.'1

" It is easy to despise—to understand is much
better."

There, enough for one day. Let us take care,
gentle reader, while we are learning a little of
all manner of outward things, not to mistake
knowledge for " wisdom :" and for this end,
bear in mind the words of old Baxter—" Keep
open the passage betwixt the head and the
heart.''—Newark Daily Adv.

Dislocation of the^Jaw fromft Yawning.—By
far the most singular case of tliis description
we have ever heard of, occurred in Ayr, many
years sgo. A woman between 60 and 70 years
of age, named Gillespie, who lived in Town.
head, had been so addicted to yawning in
Church, as to call down the reproof of the Rev.
Dr. Ealrymple upon her for the habit. At last
the failing cured itself— for the poor woman
yaned her jaw out of joint. The case was a very
obdurate one, as ihe late Dr. Bone, Dr.White,
side, and indeed the whole faculty, who attcn.
ded, could not reduce the dislocation. The
singularity of the case lies in the sequel. After
living mostly on soft food for a twelvemonth,,
the woman went to Church and yawned hoc
jaw back into its place again t The incident
smacks a good, a1 e a I of the man who leaped into,
a quick set heffge and scratched out his eyes*
and then scratched them in again ; but the fact*
of the case we have stated,, axe beyood dispute.
—Ayr Adv.
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132 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULfif.

Writtenfor the 0 em.

WHAT IS TRUTH.
Suggested by a recent discourse before the

" Young Men's Aassociation" of this city.
Look upward ;—read it in the start that deck the azure

sky.
And in ilie soft and silvery moon, enthroned with ma-

jesty ;
The gorgeous orb that scatters night, and with reviving

ray
Spreads life and beauty all abroad, imparting joyful

day.

Ay, read it in the opening cloud, that pours its treasure
down,

Whose bounteous gift, ungrateful earth but seldom
deigns to own ;

In that triumphant arch, that shines with bright and
varied flue.

From out the siorm, like Mercy's smile, so beautiful,
and true.

Behold it in those glittering drops that gem each ver-
dant leaf,

As morn's unrivall'd charms appear;—pure, lovely, and
yet brief;

In rivulets that flow unchained through flowery mead
and vale, »

Olad'ning the soil, whose fragrant stores a thousand
sweets exhale.

Upon the trackless ocean read, and in the woody glade,
Among those lofty boughs which form the forest's lone-

ly shade ;
In rugged cliffs by river's side, and those smooth rocks

that seem
Like cbisel'd work;—in mossy beds along the winding

stream.

Listen! 'tis in the robin's note that comes at early
dawn,

In all the witching melody that sounds o'er hill and
lawn;

Its humbler strains the insect breathes upon the sum-
mer air,

And in the zephyr's gentle sigh—yea, it is even there.
Oh, study these, and lay aside earth's evanescent lore,
The priceless gem is found amid creation's boundless

store;
In all the works of Diuty its lustrous beautie3 shine,
For every impress of His band is nought but truth di-

vine. A. C. P.

WrittenfortheCcm
From the papers of the Mumford Lyceum.

LIFE.

Why should mortals complain, because here on earth,
The storms of misfortune sometimes will arise ;

And darken the Sun which shone on our birth,
Like the clouds of Summer that float o'er the skies 1

I« it not wrong for us mortals to stay,
And note the dark shades that pervade our lot;

Whi'e the flowers of pleasure that bloom in our way,
Are hastily pluck'd, enjoyed, and forgot 7

'Tis true, there are many dark seasons of pain,
When sorrow's chill storms encircle us round,

And naught in this life will appear .to retain,
Scarce a charm which on eartffca$ be found.

But have we not also bright seasons of bliss 1
When the fond heart in its fulness of love,

Would waver.lt bidden to choose between this
And the joy of Paradise promised above?

Then let us not say that this world is all gloom,
And all our life but a bleak wintry day.

While the bright star of hope our path doth illume,
And sheds o'er the morrow its heart-cheering ray.

Let us look upon earth with an oye of delight,
And pluck the fair flowers around us that grow ;

For soon shall we sleep in that long silent night,
When life and its pleasures shall cease here below.

H*»**.
Caledonia. June, 1639

Written for the Gem.

IMPATIENCE OF DESIRE.
Could I secure the trmpest's love,

And make soma cloud my friend,
So they would at my bidding move,

And to my word attend ;

This night, the cloud In chariot form,
SLould at my door appear,

And from its sporting with the storm.
The tempest should draw near.

Then in my misty phseton,
I'd mount the ambient air,

And driven by the tempest's wrath.
Ere morning I'd be there.

Or might our thoughts be messengers,
To carry what we write,

Without the ttmpetVt aid, or cloud,—
I'd hear from you to-night!

ADOLPHUS.

Tho following were written by Mr. Leggett a few
lays before hia death. They were the last lines from

his pen :—

' Why, what is death but life
In oiher forms of being 1 life without
The coarser atiributasof man, the dull
And momently decaying frame whi^h holds
The ethereal spirit in, and binds it down
To brotherhood with brutes 7 "There's no such thing
As deaih : what's called so is but the beginning
Of new existence, a fresh segment in
The eternal round of chance. [Eve. Post.

A THRILLING STORY.

A thrilling story is going the rounds of the
papers, taken from tbe "Naval and Military
Magazine," which, stripped of all itn embellish,
merit, is to the following purport:

On the day of the evermemorable battle of
Waterloo, Caplain Walter Leslie's young bride,
Helen, with feelings more easily imagined than
described, took her scat at a window overlooking
the field of that dreadful conflict; but being
within reach ot random shot, she, with the oth-
er inmates, retired to a barn as a plane of more
Bafety, and there remained in anxious suspense
during the whole day. Some time in the night,
(Japt. Bryan was brought to the barn, badly
wounded. Helen, with the necessaries which
her forebodings had suggested, tenderly dressed
young Bryan's wounds, and after hia revival,
ventured to inquire after her Walter. Bryan's
evasive answer but loo fully portended the
worst. She bagged him to tulJ her the circum-
stances, for she knew thai her husband was dead.
Bryan then staled that just before g"ing into
action, Capt. Leslie thrust a small Bible into
his bosom, charging him that if ha fell in ac
tion, faithfully to deliver the sacred relic to hie
beloved Helen. But a few moments elapsed
before he did fall. After learning from Bryan
the spot at which Walter fell, she went alone in
the night, lantern in hand, into the field of the.
dead and dying, amidst the plunging of wound,
ed horses and other frightful sights, in search
of the remains of her beloved. On the point
of returning in despair of finding tire object of
her anxious search, among such a mass of car-
nage, her attention was drawn to an outstretch-
ed hand, on which was found the well known
ring of her husband, who was paitly buried be.
neath a pile of other bodies. Whilst alone en-
gaged in the release of the object of her affec-
tions, two soldiers, sent by Capt. Bryan, came
to her assistance, and bore "Ancastor's dear re-
mains" to the same room with the wounded
Captain. The Surgeon applying a glass to the
lips of Leslie, declared that he yet lived. The
shock of jjy was too great for the delicate sys-
tem of Helen ; one vacant stare, and she fell
lifeless on the floor, several hours being spent
in restoring her to sensibility, and the embrace
of her fond Walter.

The small Bible was presented to Leslie, by
Helen, on their wedding day ; neither of them
dreaming that the Holy Book was to bo the sal-
vation of the Captain's temporal life. The ball
aimed at his bosom spent its force in the folds
of the Bible, which is now religiously preserved
in the family, as a perpetual memorial of that
extraordinary Providence.—Raleigh Register,

Precocity.—'Ma,'said a little girl the other
day, who had scarcely entered her teens, 'Ma,
maint I get married ?*

•Why child,1 said the anxious mother, 'what
upon earth ever put that notion into your head ?'

.Cause all the other pirls are gelling married
as fast as they can, and I want to too.'

'Well, you must not think of such a thing.—
Don't you ever ask me such a foolish question
again—married ! indeed ! I never heard the
like !'

•Well, Ma, if I can't have a husband, maint
I have apiece of bread and butter ?'

•Certainly. Now you begin to talk rationally,
and you may have as much aa you went. When
you have done, put on your bonnet and go to
school.'

We came off then.—N. O. Picayune.

There is a fellow in Wisconsin so thin that a
man has offered him almost any price if he will
allow himself to be cut up into lamp wick. He
is the same chap, whose shadow was mistaken
for a shingle, and whittled to pieces by a trav-
elling Yankee. And after all he is not so groat
a curiosity as a fellow m Arkansas, who h so
short that he has been ofleu mistaken fur pie
crust.

Good Nature.—" By Hook or by Crook,"
Dame Grundy was the most good natured wo-
man alive. Come what would, every thing'wa*
right, nothing wrong. One day Father Grun.
dy told a neighbor that he believed his wife was
one of the most even tempered women irr the
world, for ho never saw her cross in his life ;
and that for once he should like to see her so.--
•'Well." said his neighbor, "go to tbe woods and
bring her a load of the crookedest wood you can
find, and if it doesn't make her cross, nothing
will." Accordingly, to try the experiment, be
teamed home a load of wood every way calcu-
lated to make a woman fret. For a week or
more she used the wood copiously, but not a
word of complaint escaped her lips. So one
day the husband ventured to inquire of her how
she liked the wood. "Oh, 'tis b autiful wood,"
said she. "I wish you'd get another load, for it
lays round the pot complete."

A southern planter having frequently wit
nessed the depredations committed of his Onion
beds, concluded that a young negro had stolen
them for supplying his neighbors Atter vain,
ly attempting to extract a confession from
blackey, he gave him a sound thrashing! think,
ng no doubt, if he was not the thief, he

should serve as a proxy until the real depredator
was found. On the following morning, the
negro, seeing a strange animal lurking about
the garden succeeded in capturing him, and took
in triumph to his master, who saluted him with
"What do yo ubring that skunk here for ?"—

Me bring him here dat massa no more trash
poor nigger;—htm steals massa's injuns ; jist
smell he breff."

An Irishman was saying that he once saw a
person beheaded, with his hands lied behind him,
who immediately picked it up and placed it
again on his ehoulderp ! Ha! said a bystander,
how could he pick up his head with his hands
tied behind him? Oh! said Paddy, you fool,
could not he have picked it up with: hia teeth 1Q

An old lady says : "Some young people think
that matrimsny is. something uncommonly ex-
flunclificacious, but la! ii's nothing after you
get used to it. ,

It is a singular fact, as is said, that a mock,
ing bird, if placed near a " Bobolink," will die
of mortification at his utter inability to imitate*
him.—Nashua Tel.

HF Madam CARADORI ALLAN left New York
for Liverpool last week. Blessings go with her,
for she has blessed thousands with her sweet
melody.

'Here's the banisters, but where the d—1 is the
stairs,' as the drunken fellew said, ven he felt
his way round the bedstead in the dark.

When you hear a young lady express aver-
sion for little children—infer that her heart has
been ossified by light lacing.—Express.

MARRIED,
In this c.i'y, on the llth in-t. by the Rev. Mr. Dodge,

Mr. ELIAX B. WHEELER, to Miss MARY GAL-
LAGHRR, all of this city.

At New York, ou the 23d instant, by the Rev. Dr.
Bayard, Mr. Alfred Vail, of Morriatown, v . J., to Mist
Jane Elizabeth daughter of the lute James Cummin as,
of New York.
'"-On the 31st ult. by the Rev. P. Church, Mr. H. P.
Penmmun, Preceptor of Pen field Academy, to Mis»
Caroline Boardman, of Brighton.

AGENTS FOR THE GKM AND AMULET.
ARTRMAS ENOS, Traveling Agent.

I.uke W«lls, Amber, Onondapa county, New Yorh.
Z. Hnrney, Adam*, Jefferson county, do do
£$. P. Brcck, Uninehport, Yates county, do do
Cyrus P. dee, Buffalo. (P. O.) Erie co., do do
It. B. Brown, Browsville, Windsor co.. Vermont.
Alonzo Bennett, IJerrirn, Burrien co., Michigan.
J. II. Blue, Chariton, Mo.
G. M. Coueland, Clarendon, Orleans co., New York
Miss K. A. A<l;mi9. Cumindniguii, Ontario co., do do
E. Maxwell. Elinira. Cheiming co., do do
A. Fowler, Fowlerville, Livingston coi, do <lo
\V. C. French. Gambier, Knox co.. <>hio.
3 . Hunt, Hum's Hollow, Allegnuy co., New Yorh.
E. II. Warner. Lima, Livingston co., do do
A. H. Eddy, Marion. Wayne Co , do do
Israel Pennington, Macon, Lenawaco., Michigan.
K. W.Townuiind, Newark, Wuyne co., New Yorlk
P b. Church, OaUfleld, Genesee co., do do
Henry Henion, Rushville, Ontario co., do do
S. Heeve, Seneca Kails, Seneca c o , do do
N. G. Shepard. Souih Avon, Liv. Co., do rto
D. Oumininu'S, South Lelloy, Gen. Co., do do
Sewal Briiitnoll, Wntertown, Jeff". Co., do do
Post Master, Utica, Licking Co., Ohio.

OFFICE OP THE GEM
CORNER Of BUFFALO AND STATS ST8, ROC0B£TBA.
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mmm
From. Chambers'1 Edinburgh Journal.

IT'S OXLY A DROP.
It was a coM winter*9 night, and.though the

collage where E len and Michael, the'two sur-
viving children of "Id Ben Murphy, lived, was
a Ivy ays neat and comfortable, still there was a
cloud over the brow of boih brother and sister,
as they sat before ihe cheerful fire ; it had obvi-
ously Ife!! Fpread not in anger, but by Borrow.
Theailence had continued long, though it was
not hitter. At las'. Michael drew away from his
sister's eyes, the checked apron she had applied
to them, and taking her hand affuclionatcly
within his own, suiH, ' It isn't for my own sake,
Ellen, though the, Lord knows I shall be lone-
pome enough the long winter nights and the
long summer djys without your wise saying,
and your sweet song, and. your merry laugh,
that I can so well remember—ay, since the
time when our poor mother used to seat us on
the new rick, and ihcn. in the innocf nt pride of
her heart, call our father to look at us, "and
preach to us against being conceited, at the very
time she was making us proud as peacocka by
calling us her blossoms, of beauty, and heart's
blood, and her king ar.d queen.1

" God and the blessed virgin make her bed in
heaven now and for evermore, amen," said,El
len, at the same time drawing out her beads
and repealing an ave with inconceivable rapidi.
tv- " Ah, Mike," she added, " tha t was the
mother, and the father too, full of grace and
godliness."

" True for ye, Ellen, but that's not what I m
afther now, as you very well know, my blushing
little rogue of the worM ; and snrra a word I'll
*ay against it in the end, though it's lonesome,
I'll be on my own hearth.stone, with no one to
keep me company but the ould black cat, that
eat.'t see let alone hear, the creythur."

"Now." said EMcn, wiping her eyes, and
smiling her own bright smile, lave off; ye're
just like all the men, portending to one thing
when they mane anoiher ; there's a dale of de-
sate about them—ali-every one of them—and
e o my mother often said. Now you'd better
have done, or maybe I'll say something that will
bring, if not the color to your brown cheek, a
dale more warmih to yer warm heart, than
woald be convanient, just by the mention of one
Mary—Mary! what a. purty name Mary is,
isn't it ?—ii'd a ebmmon name loo. and yet you
like it none the worse for that. Do you mind
the old Rhyme ?—

" Mary, Mary, quite contrary !'»
Well I'm not going to say she's contrary—I'm
BUre sh'e. any thing but that to you, any way
brother Mikcf Can't you n.t still, and don't bo
pulling the hairs out of'PuHhccn cat« tail, i
G S many there's in it , and I'd thank you not
o unravel the boAiiul Engli.h -locking I'm

k i t i n g ; lave off yn..r tricks or I'll make com-
J , o n talk of it. I -ill, and be more than even
wi h you. my fine icllow ! Indt-ed, poor ou d
P u Bh e Cp." she-continued, addressing herselt w
the cat with great gravity, -never heed what
he sav* tavou ; he h'a< no notion to make yer.
Idf cither head or tail lo the house, not he ; he
wont lei vnu be wilful a misthress to give yer
i "of m.lk. or yer b i f f sop ; he wont let yon
oePIone.,m.-. my Pnor p . * ; he', ,1*1 enough

r, Flli-n f'tr a Maty, «o he if out
^ ^ i .

me ; he hag a turn for a drop, Ellen, you know
he has."

" How spitefully you said that !" replied El-
len, *' and it is'nl generous to spake of it when
he isii'i. hereto defend himself."

'• You'll not let a word go>against him." said
Michael.

Nn^.^he-said, '• I will never let ill be spo-
ken of an absent, friend. I know he has a turn
for the drop, but I Ml cure him."

" After h V married," observed Michael, not
very gor»d naturedly, >•'

" N o , " she a n s w e r e d , "before. I th ink a
girl's chance of happiness not worth mifch who
trusts to after marriage reformation. I wont.
Did'nt I reform you, Mike, of the shocking
habit you had of,put ing every thing off lo the
very last ! and afier reforming a brother, whd>
knows what I may dr> with ra lover ! Do .you
think that Lrry's heart is harder than yours,
Mike? Look what fine vegetables we haVe in
our garden now, all planted by your nwn hands
when you-come home from work—planted du-
ring the very <ime which you used to spend in
leaning against the" door check, or smoking
your pipe, or leaning over the fire ; look at the
money'you got.fr/m the Agricultural Society.'"

" That's yours, Ellen," said the •generous-
hearted Mike, " I'll never touch a penny of it ;
but for you I never should have had it; I'll irtv.
cr touch i(."

'• You never shall I" she answered ; " I've
laid it every penny out. BO that when the young
bride comes home Bhe'll have such ahou*efull of
comforts as are not to be found in the parish—
white table cloths for Sunday, a little 6tore of
tay and sugar, soap, candles,, star oh. every thing
good, and plenty of it."

" My own dear generous sister," exclaimed
the young man.

" I shall ever be your sister," Bhe replied,
" and h.rs too. She's a good cotieen, and wor-
thy my own Mikfl^and that's more than 1 would

, say to ltre another in the parish. I wasn't in
' earnest when I said you'd be'glad to get rid of

me ; so put the pouch, every bit of it, off yer
handsome face. And hush ?—whisht! willyc.!
there's the sound of Larry's footsteps in the
lawn—hand me the needier, Mike." % She brai.
ded back her hajr with both hands, arranged ihe
red ribbon, that confined its luxuriance, in a lit.
tie glafs that hung, upon a nail on the dresser,
and, afier composing her arch laughing features
into an expression of great gravity, sal down,
and" applied herself with ..singular industry to
take up the stitches her brother had dropped,
and put on a look of right maidenly a*tonislu
ment when the door opened, and Larry'** gowd
humored face entered with the salutation of
" G.»d save all here!" He pnpp&rl IIH head in
first, and, after gazing round, presented his
goodly person lo their view ; and a pleasant
view it was-, for he was of genuine Iii^h bear-
ing and beauty—frank and manly, and fearless
looking. Ellen, th,e wicked one. looked up with
well-feigned astonishment, and exclaimed, "Oh,
Larry, is it'you, and who would have thought of
seeing you this blessed night ?—yu'ro lubky—
just in time for a b.tof eunper sif\her your walk
across the moor. I cannot think what in the
world makes you wulk over that moor so often ;
you'll get wet feet, and yer inother'lkbe forced
lo nurse you- Of all the walks in the country,
the walk across that moor's the dreariest, and
ye* ye'ic always going it! I wonder Jyou
Iiavn'tbult'.:reeiwe; ye're not such a chicken

I J l l W "

» Well," interrupted Mike, "i t 's the women
(hut hatcp the world for desaving. Sure- she
heard yer fltep when nwbody e-lae could-; it's echo
fttraok on her bea.f, Ur ry - l e t her. <»e"V l l |
Bhe'll make a shove off if she can :|fehe II twist

you, and twirl you, and turn you about, so that
you won't know whether it's on your head or
your heels you're standing. She'll tos.sicate yer
brains in no time, and be as composed herself
as a dove on her nnst in a storm. But ask her,
Larry, the straightforward question, whether
she heard them or not. She'll tell no lie—she
never does."

Ellen shook her head at her brother, and
laughed. And immediately after,' the hafepy
trio sat down to a cheerful supper.

Larry wasa good tradesman, blythe, "and
well to do" in the world ; and had it not been for
the one great fiul1—an inclination to take the
" le.asl taste in life more," whin he had already
taken quite enough—there could not have been
found a butter match for good, excellent Ellen
Mnrphv, in the whole kingdom of Ireland.—
When " supper,was finished, the everlasting
whiakeybxiitie was produced, and Ellen resumed
her knitting. After a time, Larry pressed his
suit to Michael for the industrious hamii'of his
eister, thinking, doubtless, with the natural self,
conceit of all mankind, that he was perfectly
secu¥e with Ellen,^ but thouglrEllea loved, like-
all my fair Countrywomen, tfl,«^^(ie loved, I am
sorry to say, unlike the generality of my fair
countrywomen, wisely, and reminded her lover
that she had seen him intoxicated at the last
fair of Rathcoolin.

" Dear Ellen 1" he exclaimed, " it was only
a drop, the least taste in life that overcame me.
It overtook me unknownst, quite against my
will." .

•« Who poured it down your throat, Larry ?"
" Who poured it down my throat, is it? why,

myself, to be sure; but are you'goitig to put me
to a three months' pinance for thut ?"

" Larry, will you listen to me,'and:tremombRr
that ihe man I marry must be converted before
we stand before the priest, I have no failli
whatever in conversions after"——-

" Oh, Ellen !" .interrupted her lover.
11 It's no use oh;Ellening me," she answered

quickly, " I have' made my resolution, and I'll
stick lo it."

" She's as obstinate as ten womeflV" said her
brother. ,-<

•' There's no use in attempting to contradict
her; she always has had her own way."

*• It's very cruolof you EFren, not to listen
to reason. I tell you a table.spoonful will of-
ten upset me."

" If you know that, Larry; why do you take
the table spoonful ?"

Larry c"ould "not reply to this question. Fie
could only plead that the drop g< l the better of
him, and the temptation and the ovcrcomingness
of the thine, and it was hard to be at him. so
about a tr.fle. .1

" I can never think a thing a trifle," she oby"
served, "that makes you so unlike yourself; I
should wit-h to respect you always, Larry, and
in my hear1. I believe no woman ever could re-
speot a drunkard. I don't want to make you
arxny ; God forbid you should ever be one, and
I know you are not one yet, but sin grows migh-
ty strong upon 11s without Our knowledge.—
And no matter what, indulgence leads to bad:
we've a'rii'ht to think anything that dods lead
to it sinful in the protect, if not at the pre.

"You'd have marlc a fine priest, Ellen," said
the young man, determined, if he could not rea.
son, to bug'1 h> r out of her resolve. 4

»'l don'L think," she replied, archly, " if I
was a priest, that either of you would have lik-
ed to noil)*- in me to confession."

" Bui Ellen, dear Ellen, sure it's not in posi.
tive downright earnest you are; you can't think
of putting me off on account of that unlucky
drop, the last taste in life, I took at the fair.—.
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134 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.
You could not find it in your heart. Speak for
me, Michael, speak for me. But I see its jok-
ing you are. Why, Lent '11 be on us in no time,
and then we must wait till Easter—it's easy
talking."

" Larry," interrupted Ellen, •• do not you talk
yourself i n-to a passion; it will do no good;
none in the w«rld. I am sure you Ibve me, and
I confess before my brother it will be the delight
of ray heart to return that loye, and make niy-

•self worthy of you, if you will only break your,
eelf.of that one habit, which you qualify to your
own undoing, by fancying, because the least
taste in life makes you what you ought not to
be, that you may still lake it."

" I'll ,take an oath against the whiskey, if that
will plase ye, till Christmas."

" And when Christmas comes, to get twice as
tipsy as ever, with joy to think your oath is out
—no."

" I'M swear any thing you plase."
" 1 don't want you to swear at all : there is

no use in a man's taking an oath he is anxious
to have a chance of breaking. I want your
reaBo^to be convinced."

t ^ " My darling Ellen, all the reason I ever-had
in my life is convinced."

" Prove it by abstaining from t8king even a
drop, even the last drop in life, if that dr«p can
make you ashamed to look your poor Ellen in
the face."

" I'll give it up altogether "
" I hope you will one of these days, from a

conviction that it is really bad in every way;
but not from cowardice, not because ye darn't
trust yerself."

" Ellen, I'm sure ye've some English blood
in yer veins, ye're such a rcasoner. Irish wo-
man don't often throw a boy off because of a
drop ;, jf they did, it's not many marriage dues
hie Reverence would have, winter or summer.',

"Listen to me, Larry, and believe, that,
though I 6,pake tliis way, I regard you truly;
and if I did not, I'd not take the trouble to tell
you my mind."

"Like Mick Brady's wife, who, whenever 6he
thrashed him, cried over,the Wows, and said they
were all for his good," observed her brother
slyly.

'Nonsense !—listen to me, I say, and I'd tell
you why I am so resolute. It's many a long
day since, going to school I used to meet—
Michael minds her too, I'm sure—an old bent
woman ; they used to call her the witch of Bal.
Jaghton. Stacy was, as I have said, very old
entirely, withered and white headed, bent nearly
double with age, and site used to be -ever and
always muddling about the streams and ditches,
gathering herbs and plants, the girls said to
work charms with ; and at first they used to
watch, rather far off, as jf they thought they
had" a good chance of escaping her tongue and
the stones she flung at them, they'd call her an
ill name or two, and sometimes old as she was,
she'd make'a spring at them sideways like a
crab, and howl, and hoot, and scream, and then
they'd be off like a flock of pidgeons from a
hawk, and she'd go on disturbing the green coat,
ed waters with he?crooked stick, and muttering
words which none, if they heard, could under-
stand. Stacy had been a well-reared woman,
and knew a dale more than any of us; when
not tormented by the children, she was mighty
well spoken, and the gentry thought a dale about
her more than she did about them ; for she'd
say there wasn't one in the country fit to be her
Bon, and tell them so, too, if they'd call her anv
thing but Lady Stacy, which the rale gentry of
the place all humoured her in ; but the upstarts,
who think every civil word to an inferior is a
puiling down of their own dignity, would turn
tip their noses as they passed her, and may be
she didn't bless them for it.

One day Mike had gone home before me, arid,
coming down the bank boliercen, who should I
see moving along it but Lady Stacy; and on
she came muttering and mumbled to hercelf till
she got near me, and as she did, I heard Master
Nixon (the dog man's*) hound in fully cry, and
sec him.at her heels, and he over the hedge en-
couraging the baste to tear her in pieces. The
dog soon was up with her and then she kept him
off a6 well as she could with her crutch, curs-
it)g the entire <ime, and I was very much frigh-
tened, but I darted to her side, and, with a wat-
tle pulled out of the hedge, did my best to keep
him off her.

Master Nixon cursed at me with all his heart,

*Tai-gut)ier*rs wcrn so called some lime ago in Ire-
IMI, because they collected the duty on dogi.

but I wasn't to be turned off that way. Stacy,
heraelf, laid about her with her staff, but t"he
ugly brute would have finished her, only for me.
I don't suppose Nixon meant (.hat, but the dog
was savage, and some men like him delight in
cruelty. Well, I beat the dog off; and, then I
had to help the poor fainting woman, for she
was both faint and hurt. I didn't much like
bringing her here, for the people said she wasVt
lucky ; however, she wanted help, and I gave
it. When I g6*t her on the floor,t I thought a
drop of whiskey would revive her, and, accord,
ingly, I offered, her a irlass. I shall never forget
the venom With which she dashed it ou the
ground.

'Do you want to poison me,' she shouted,
afther saving my life V. When she came to her-
self a little, phe made me sit down by her side,
and fixed her large grey eyes upon my face, she
kept rocking her body backwards, while she
spoke as well as I can remember—what I'll try
to tell you—but I can't tell it as she did—that
would't be in nature, Ellen'she said, and her
eyes fixed in my facts, • I wasn't always a poor
lone creature, that every ruffian who walks the
country dare set his cur at. There w a s ^u"
and plenty in my father's house when I was
young, but before I grew to womanly estate its

. walls were bare and roofless. What made them
so?—drink !—whisky \ My father was in debt:
to kill thought he tried to keep himself .BO lhat
he could not think ; he wanted the courage of a
man to look his danger and difficulty in the
face, and overcome it ; for, Ellen, mind my
words, the man that will look debt and danger
steadily in the face, and resolve to overcome
them, can do so. He had not means, he said, to
educate hischiltlren as became them : he grew
not to,have means to find them or their poor pa-
tient mother the proper necessaries of life, yet
he found the means to keep the whisky cask
flowing, and to answer the bailiff's knocks for
admission by the loud roar of drunkenness, mad?
as it was wicked. They got in at last, in spite
of the care taken to keep them out, and there
was much fighting, ay, and blood spilt, but not
to death ; aand while the riot was a foot, and we
were crying round the death bed of a dying
mother, where was lie ?—they had raised a ten
gallon caejk on the table in the parlour, and as.
tride on it sat my father, flourishing the huge
pewter funnel in one hand, and the black jack
streaming with whisky in the other; and a-mid
the fumes of punch that fl >wed over the room,
and the cries and oaths.of the fighting, drunken
company, his voice was heard swearing 'he had
lived like a king, and lie would die like a king.'

" And your poor mother," I asked.
'Thank God, she died that nijjht—she died

befure worse came ; she died on the bed that,
before her corpse was cold, was dragged from
under her-through the strong drink—through

/the badness of him w'ho ought to have saved
her; not that he was a bad man cither, when
the whisky had no power over him, but he
could not bear his own re flections. And his end
soon came. He didn't die like a king ; he di<d
smothered in a ditch, where he fell; he died, and
was in the presence of God—how ? Oh, there
are things that have had whisky as their begin,
ning and their end, that makeB me ae mad as it
ever made him ! The man takes a drop, and
forgets his starving family; the woman takes
it, and forgets she is a mother and a wife; It's
the curse of Ireland—a bitterer, blacker, deeper
curse than was ever put upoft it by a foreign,
power, or hard made laws !'

" God bless us!" was Larry's half breathed e-
jaculation.

11 I only repeat ould Stacy's words," said El.
len, " you see I can never forget them." ' You
might Ihink,' she continued, ' that I had warn-
ing enough to keep me from having any thing
to say to those who were too fond of drink, and
I thought I had ; but somehow, Edward Lam-
bert got round will) his sweet words, and I was
lone and unprotected. I knew he had a little
fondness for the drop ; but in him, young, hand,
some, and gay hearted, with sunny hair, it did/
not seem like the horrid thing which had made
me shed no tear over my father's grave. Think
of that, young girl, the drink doesn't make a
man a beast at first, but it will do so before itfa
done with him-*it will do so before it's done
with him. I had enough power over Edward,
and enough memory of the past, to make him
swear against it, except so much at such and
such a timef and for a while he was very partic-
ular, but one used to entice him, and another

t la the bouse.

used to entice him, and I am not' agoing to say
but I might have managed him differently; I
might have got him off it—gently may be'; but
the pride gel the better of me, and I thought of
the line that I came of, and how I had married
him. who wasn't my equal, and such nonsense,
which always breeds disturbance between mar-
ried people i and I used to rave, when,,may be,
it wouldhave been wiser if I had reasoned.—
Any way, things didn't go smooth—net that he
neglected his employment—he was industrious,
and sorry enough when any fault wae done;
still he would come home often the worse fur
drink—and now thatho'e dead and gone; and no*
finger is stretched out lo me but in pcorn and
hatred, I think may be I mighi have done bet.
ter ; but God defend, the last was hard to bear.'
"Oh, Boys,"said Ellen, " if you only had heard
her voice when she said that, and seen her face,
poor ould Lady Stacy, no wonder ehe hated the
drop, no wonder she dashed down the whisky."

"You kept this mighty close, Elten," said
Mike ; " I never heard it before."

" I did not like coming over it," she replied,
"the last is hard to tell.1*' The girl turned'pale
while she spoke, and Lawrence gave her a cup
of water. "It mast be told," she said ; " the
death of her father proved the effects of deliber-
ate drunkenness. What I have to say, shows
what may happen from being even once unable
to think or act;"

'I had one child,' said Stacy, ' one, a darlint,
blue-eyed, laughing child. I never saw any so
handsome, never any so good. She was almost
three years ould, and he was fond of her—he
was, but its a quare fondness that destroys what
it ought to save. It was the Pattern of Lady,
day, and well I knew that Edward would not
return as he went; he said he would, he almost
swore he would \ but the promise of a man giv-
en to drink has no more strength in it than a
rope of sand, I took su/lkey and wouldn't go ;
if I had, may be it would not have ended so.—
The evening came on, and I thought my baby
breathed hard in her cradle and went over to
look at her } her little face was red and when 1
laid my cheek close to her lips so as not to touch
them, b-ut to feel her breath, it was hot; she
tossed her arms, and they were dry and burning.
The measles were about the country, aifd I was-
frightened for my child. It was only a half
mile to the doctoi's; I knew every foot of the
road; and so leaving the door on the latch, I re-
solved to tell him how my darlint was, and
thought I should be back before my husband'*
return. Grass, you may be sure, didn't grow
under my feet. I ran with all speed, and Was
not kept long, the Doctor said—though it seem,
ed long to me. The moon was down, when I
came home, though the night was fine. The
cabin we lived in was in a hollow; but when I
was on the hill, and looked down where I knew
it stood a dark mass, I thought I saw a white
fog coming out of if} I rubbed my eyes, and
darted forward as a wild bird flies to its nest,
when it hears the scream of the hawk in the
heavens. When I reached the door, I saw it
was open \ the fume cloud came out of it, sure
enough while and thick; blind with that and
terror together, I rushed to my child's cradle.
I found my way to that, in spite of the burning
and the smothering. But, EllenjMurphy, my
child, the rosy child whose breath had beep hot
on my cheek only a little while before, she was
nothing but a cinder. Mad as I felt, I saw
how it was in a minute. The father had
come home, as I expected; he had gone to
the cradle to look at his child, had dropt the
candle in the straw, and, unable to ppeak or
stand, had fallen down,, and asleep on the floor
not two 3'ards from my child. Oh ! how I flew
to the doctor's with what had been my baby ; I
tore across the country like a banshee ; I laid it
in his arms ; I told him if he didn't put life in
it, I'd destroy him and his house. He thought
ma mad ; for there was no breath, eillier cold,
or hot, coming from his lips then. I couldn't
kiss it in death; there was nothing left of my
child to kiss—think of that !* I snatched j t from
where the doctor had laid it; I cursed him, for
•he looked ufith disgust on my purty child. The
whole night long I wandered in tho woods of
Newtownhar,ry, with that burden at my heart."

'But her husband, her husband!' inquired Lar.
ry, in accents of horror ; what became of him ?
did she leave him in the burning without call,
ing him to himself?^

"No," answered Ellen, " I asked her.and she
told me lhat her shriek's she supposed roused
him from the suffocation in whiohtyhe must but
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for them have perished. He staggered out of
the place, and wae found soon after by the
neighbors, and lived long after, but only to be a
poor heart-broken man, for she was' mad ' for
years through the country ; and many a day af-
ter she told, me that story, my heart trembled
like a willow leaf." 'And now, Ellen Murphy,'
she added, when the end waB come,' doys won-
der I threw from yer hand as poison, the glass
you offered me T And do you know why I have
told you what tales my heart to come over ?—
because I wish to save you, who showed me
kindness, from what I have gone through. It's
the only good I can do ye, and, indeed, it's long
«ince I cared to do good. Never trust a drink-
ing man; he has no guard on his words, and
will say that of his nearest friend, that would
destroy him sou! and body. His breath is as
hot as the breath of the plague ; his tongue is a
foolish, as well as a fiery serpent. Ellen, let
no drunkard become your lover, and don't trust
to promises ; try them, prove them all, before
you marry.1

'Ellen, that's enough,' interrupted Larry, 4I
have heard enough—the two proofs are enough
without words. Now, hear me. What length
of punishment am I to have? I won't say that,
for Nell, there's a tear in your eye that says
more than words. Look—I'll make no promi-
ses—but you shall see; I'll wait yer time—
name it—I'll stand the trial.'

And I am happy to say, for the honor and
credit of the-country, that Larry did stand the
trial—his resolve was fixed; he never so much
as tasted whiskey from that time, and Ellen had
the proud satisfaction of knowing she had saved
him from destruction. They were noi, howev-
er, married till after Easter.

I wish all Irish maidens would follow Elleri's
example. Women could do a great deal to prove
that 'the least taste in life'' is a great taste too
much !—that 'ONLY A DROP1 is a temptation fatal
if unresisted.
From the London New Monthly Magazine for June.

A DOMESTIC SCENE.
Nine o'clock had just struck at the Imperial

Palace at Fountainbleau. Napoleon, seated by
the fire side with Marie Louise, was enjoying
that freedom of conversation and familiarity he
was so fond of. Never had his noble and an-
tique features assumed so joyous and so natural
an expression. He laughed, he chatted, he
joked ; and a stranger entering by chance,
would have had much difficulty in recognising
the Emperor in that little stout man, lolling
with so much nonchalance in an arm chair.

He poked the fire with the tip of his boot,
rubbed his hands with glee, and with playful
and tender sallies, provoked Marie Louise to
venture upon some French phrases, as yet
strange to her, which she disfigured with a Ger-
man frankness* so irresistibly droll, that Napo-
teon burst into fits of laughter.

The Empress, half angry, half smiling, came
and sat upon the knee of her husband. At the
same moment the door opening, the soldier-like
face of Duroc presented itself.

' Sire,' said he, ' the Italian artist is arrived.'
' Conduct him here immediately,1 replied the

Emperor, at the same time pushing back his
arm-chair, he left a space for the new comer be-
tween the Empress and himself.

The visitor on entering, made a profound
bow to the two illustrious personages into whose
presence he was admitted ; and at the desire of
Napoleon took a seat near the fire.

• Welcome to France, my dear Canova,' said
the Emperor, in one of his kindest accents.—
' But how pale and thin you have become since
I last saw you. You must certainly leave Rom'e
and come to reside in Paris. The air of the
capital will restore you to health and vigour.
See how well we are,' said he, taking in his
hand the fresh and rosy chin of Marie Louise.

• Sire, you must attribute my ill health to the
fatigue of my oacupations, not to the air of my
country. To leave home altogether would be
impossible for me ; indeed, it would be fatal to
me.'

Paris i&4he capital of the arts. You must
stay here, I desire it,' said the husband of the
pretty German, in a commanding tone, on a sud.
don assuming the Emperor.

Your Majesty may dispose of my life; but
if you wish it to be devoted to your service,
sire grant me permission to return to Italy, as
eoon as I have finished (he bust of her Majesty,
the Empress^which I am about to undertake.'

4 Devil's iff the man,' exclaimed the Emperor,

J he refuses to remain with me! You see, Lou-
ise, he has no other ambition than to be the

. greatest sculptor in the world. He longs to
leave us to return to Rome to resume his labors,
and to present to the woi-ld another such a work
as his ' Terpsichore,' ' Paris,' Les Dansjeases,'
• Venus,' or the ' Magdalen.'

The conversation then became more general:
they talked of the Excavation continued by
the Borghese family of Italian artists, of the
'Colonne Vendome,' and a thousand other
topics. Nothing was new to Napoleon, who con-
versed on with a perfect knowledge of every
subject, and a wonderful clearness of perception.

Canova could not retain his surprise and ad.
miration.

1 How it is possible for your majesty to divide
your attention between, so many different mat.
ters ?' exclaimed he.

I have sixty millions of subjects,' replied
Napoleon, with a smile ; eight or nine hundred
thousand soldiers, a hundred thousand horses.
The Romans themselves.had not so many; I
have commanded at forty battles. At Wagram,
I fired a hundred thousand catinon balls, and
this lady, who was then archduchess of Austria,
desired my death.' At this he pulled the ear
of Marie Lou;se, who answered with a droll imi-
tation of her German accent. 'II etre bien frai.'
' I think,' said the Roman artist, 'things now
wear a different aspect.'

' Oh ! Cela est bein vrai,' said Marie Louise ;
this time in tho best French possible, kissing
the Emperor's hand tenderly, who taking the
young creature by the waist, made her sit upon
his lap, but as she blushingly resisted, Bab!
Bah!' said Napoleon; Canova is a friend, and
we don't make ceremonies wi'.h friends, besides,
he is himself of a tender and susceptible nature,
and will be delighted to witness the happiness
of an affectionate couple."

' Listen to me Louise, and I will relate to you
a romo.n tic story, the hero of which you may
easily guess ; you will then judge if those who
love, each other ought to feel restraint before
Canova.'

He kissed Marie Louise, and keeping her still
upon his knee, began: " In the province of
Trevisa there is a litlle village called Possagno?
In this place was born and reared the son of an
architect, whose father died at the early age of
twenty.seven, and whose mother married the
second lime, Satori di Crepano-'

At four years old, the child, by name Anlo-
nio, was entrusted to the care of its grandfath-
er, who treated it with much severity. By him
it was sent to pass an antumn at Pradrazzi, two
or three leagues from Possagno, at the house of
an Italian senator; a friend of his, whose name
was Faliero. The latter observing the intelli-
gence of the little peasant, and pleased with
the ability he evinced in carving stone, shaping
clay, placed him as a pupil with a clever sculp-
tor called Toretto.'

• What! your majesty knows all these minute
details of my private life?' exclaimed Canova
in surprise.

I knew many more,' replied Napoleon mali-
ciously, and he continued.

• Toretto was a man of strict morals, but
however narrowly he may have watched his fa-
vorite pupil, Antonio found means to escape
from Atelier now and then to go and dance at
the village fetes. He was then only sixteen.—
Amongst the gay throng of peasants assembled
together during the vintage to dance the taran-
tella, there was one whose charms captivated
his heart, Bettina Biasi; she was just fourteen.
Her large black eyes sparkled with animation ;
her waist was so tapering two hands could span
it; her hair, the loveliest that ever adorned a
maiden.'

A sigh escaped from the bosom of Canova.
The Emperor pressed the hand of Marie

Louise, that she might remark that sigh,, and
without interrupting his recital, continued—

• Antonio was enthusiastic, and in love. As
for the grandfather, he was much less moved
by the fascinations, than by the marriage por-
tion of Bettina, which was considerable, parlicu-
lary for the poor apprentice to a sculpture.

1 The parents of both formed projects of unit-
ing them; arrangements for their marriage
were drawing to a close* when Toretto and the
Senator chanced to hear of it.

1 They reflected that this union .would destroy
the prospects of their portege, and determined
to prevent it.

• One evening they entered the chamber ot
Antonio, commanded him to follow them ; and

notwithstanding his tears, his resistance, and
despair, carried him to Venice* where they con.
fined him during a whole year.

' All endeavors to escape proved fruitless —
The enamored youth finding his return to Para-
dazzi impossible, was compelled to seek co eo-
lation in the study of his fovorite pursuit—
sculpture.

The talent and reputation of the young man
soon spread abroad ; his celebrity was establish-
ed—he became rich—his society was courted by
all, and the memory of Bettina Biasi was grad.
ually erased from his mind.

At thersame time the arts and blandishments
of another little coquette, Domincia, took the
place in his affections. She was the daughter
of the sculptor, Volpato.

' Proposals of marriage were made ; but as
Dominica was yet young, a postponement was
agreed upon till the following year. Alas ! be-
fore that time Dominica bestowed, her hand on
Raphael Moiglien.

'The poor deserted lover was in despair at
this new piece of treachery.

'At this part of the recital, Conovafelkinto a
deep fit of musing and melancholy, unconscious
of what was passing around him.

'His health gave way. His physicians and
friends recommended him to return and breathe
the air of his native village.

'(Were Corvisart here, he would say this was
a remedy the faculty do not believe in, but nev.
erthelces it always s-ucceeds.)

'Antonio set off on his journey.
'On his approach to hits native place the

thoughts of Bettina Biasi, that charming1, that
lovely girl, so disinterested in her love for him,
rushed upon his imagination more fresh, and en-
gaging than ever.

'0'! cried he, 'how ungrateful have I been to
neglect and forget her'!

'Dismissing from his mind all remembrance
of Dominica, he drempt only of Bettina Biasi.
He pictured to himself the delight lie should ex-
perience in again clasping her to his bosom.

'His heart beat with hope and joy, and whilst
he was resolving within himself, to proceed next
day without fail to Pradazzi, he perceived the
village spire of Passagno before him.

'Too much agitated to remain in the slow
'vetturiho,' he alighted arid continued his jour-
ney 014 foot by a short road, until he arrived at
the gate of the litlle town.

'At this moment a crowd of young men who
were awaiting his arrival, perceive him approach
—fill the air with shouts of welcome, surround
and embrace him.

•He stands without the power of speech, his
heart throbs within him,, his eyes are filled with
tears

•The road is strewd with laurel branches and
evergreens, all the inhabitants of Passagno,
women, children, and old men in holliday cos-
tume, lined the road, and salute the celebrated
youth:

'The venerable Toretto, thp old1 master of
Canova folds him in his arms, weeping over him.
At a distance approach the mother of Canova,
his step-father, and'behind them a female in
tears.

'Bettina ! mia Bettina!' cried Canova.
'She stretches out her hand to him, he is about

to speak, when the bells of the village sound a
merry peal, salvos of musketry rend the air, and
the curate atjthc head of his clergy, singing the
•'TeDeum,'advances in his clerical robes, kneels
down, and returns thanks to Providence for
having granted to Passagno a child so renowned
as Canova. The aged priest then passes his
arm through that of Canova, his mother leans on
the other and the procession conducts the hero
in triumph to his grandfather, whose infirmities
confine him to his house.1

'Ah ! sire, sire ! let me entreat you not to con-
tinue a recital which awakens such cruel and
such sweet recollections,' interrupted Canova,
sobbing.

But Napoleon was too much pleased with the
impression he had made on his listeners to think
of stopping. Marie Louise had several times
wiped the tears from her eyes.

'Listen to the rest, resumed he, addressing the
empress,' we are coming to the denoument,
which is well worthy of the rest of the story.

'The day following, as Canova was entering,
the litlle garden of his grandfather, he saw Bet.
tina Biasi approaching nim.

'Five years had diminished nothing of her
beauty, except that she was pale and resembled
one of his own white marble statues.
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'O Bettiiva! Bettina" cried lie, 'will you par-

don me my ingvulitude, and confer on me a hap.
pine6s I scarcely deserve. I had not yet seen
you, when all the fervor and tender affectiqn I
once bore you relumed upon me with increased
strength.

'Listen !' said Bcltina, whose voice trembled
with emotion—'listen ! Antonio Mio—1 suffer,
ed much when I learnt thut you were to be
married to Dominica, but I fell even then,
dearest friend, that the humble village girl of
Pradrazzi the daughter of a peasant, the affian.
ced of the apprentice Antonio, could never be
the wife of the celebrated Canova. Neverthe-
less I refused several offers of marriage, and
for fivo years I lived upon the recollection of
him I loved. But. when I heard that you were
about to return tn Pacsagno—when I uoncIu.'&J,
from my own fillings,, thai you wou d not be
able to pee me again without emotion—when I
nfleeted that we might be both weak enough to
renew intima*-it-s rendered unreasonable by your
present position, I was anxioas lo save us both
not only the possibility of yielding, but also
the asrilalioti and struggles we would have to
undergo—Finarried.

'MarrieJ !—you married !'
*Aboin eight days ago, to a deserving young

man, who has sought my hand for four yeare.'
'Oh ! that was a noble and worthy creature !'

cried Marie Louise.
Canova had left his seat, and gone to lean his

head against the window, to conceal his grief.
A knock came to the door, and the Minister

of Police, the Due d'Otraulc, put in his plain
tut expressive head.

'Really, M. le Due, you cnuld not have arri.
ved at a more opportune moment.

'See the effect I have produced, thanks to the
information vou have procured me from Italy,
within the last few days.

'Adieu. Canova,* continued be, ge.ntly patting
the shoulder of the artist. 'Employ yourself in
making the bust of my wife, and when you have
finished ii,. if you still persist in reluming to
Italy, I suppose we must let you go.

'Good night I I have business with M. le due
d* Otrante. Ah I it is a hard life that of empe-
ror,' said he—'it is not ofien I h.ive an evening
to. myself and friend, near the fire.

'Now come, M. le Due' And he went out
with the minister.

We musl not omit to add, that this was the
rvenin-g of the lllh O-.toner, 1910, and that the.
Emperor, Marie Louise and Canova, were in
the same room, and uear the Fame fire place
where Napoleon signed his abdication, 11th of
April, 1814 V

The Lottery Ticket.— Mr.TayUr, thecelebra-
ted sailor preacher of Boston, once related the
following anecdole. A poor w >man wlio had
once seen belter day?, was finally compelled,:
by the intemperance of her husband, to resort
to the waehtub to earn a scanty subsistence for
herself and children. At length, howeverj
heartbroken and destilue. she determined to
purchase a lottery ticket, with the hope that, if
she should be successful,h<:r husband might once

"more enter into business and bocorriea steady
man. To her unFpeakable. joy. the ticket came
up a prize of $ 10,000 ! Fi antic! she ran to her
husband, and throwing her arms about his neck,
said, " Oh my husband, now we shall be happy;
now we shall live as we once lived—I have
drawn a prize in the lottery f"

" Don't be too sure of that, woman," said the
wretch, looking into her face with the utmost
composure, " Don't be too su-e of that; far I
found* the ticket in your drawer aud gave it to
Mr. for a. glass of rurn !" The transi-
tioa from sudden joy to sudden grief was so
great, that no sooner had he concluded than
the unhappy woman dropped at his feet, a
lifeless corpse. Alas I these Moriea. touching
as they are, are neverlhelcsN pierri realities.

A Yankee aud an irishman riding together,
pissed by a gallows :—Pat,' said the Yankee,
'give the gallows its due. and where would you
be ?' 'Faith, thai's aisily towld.' replied Pal,
'I'd be riding to town by myself, all alone, sure/
The Yankee was beat this time.

To Preserve Eggs.—Apply with a brush ase-
lntion of gum Arabic lo the shells, or immerse
the eggs therein ; let them dry, and afterwards
pack thum in dry charcoal dust. This prevents
their being affected by any change of tempera*
ture.—Maine Farmer,

SATURDAY, AUGUST 24, 1839.

DISSOLUTION.
The co-partnership heretofore existing under

the firm of Shepard, Strong &. Dawson, is this
day dissolved, by mutual consent. Dated Roch-
ester, Aug. 26, 1839.

KRASTUS SHEPARD,
ALVAH STRONG,
GEORGE DAWSON, Jr.

The affairs of the late firm will be settled,
and t!ie business continued, by the subscribers.

ERASTU8 SHEPARD,
ALVAd STRONG.

SWEET'S PRACTICAL ELOCUTION,
Many publications have beeen presented to

community, from the band of "travellers by the
fiieside" which have attrae.ted much attention
in their day, but subsequently passed into obliv-
ion. The reason of this is. that they contained
no originality, but rrterely embodied events or
opinions without examinaiion, or the capabili-
ty of distinguishing error from the truth ; and
perhaps, added to these details, much from their
own crude fancies,-—the wild sallies of a wan-
dering imagination. From this extreme, the
author of this work if as distant as be i-< from
being an empiric. H:. has not merely theorized,
but tested from experiment ; and blended' both
theory and practice in his profession. Mr.-S.
has 1 'iig been a practical teacher of the science
herein systematized ; and the work before us is
the product of his experience, as well as of his
observations and research. He has tested the
elficacy of each principle he inculcates, io form
a correct reader and an accomplished speaker
in public. To us, this seems a consideration of
no trivial importance. It adds to his instruc-
tions, embodied in the elementary part of his
work, all that value which would be conferred
upon a geographical treatise, by the fact that
its author had himself ascended the mountain*,
traversed the plains, and beheld with his own
eyep, all the localities therein described.

The first peculiarity of this work which we
shall notice, is the thorough manner in which
he'treats of the elementary principles of elocu-
tion. It was remarked of West, the celebrated
American painter, resident, at London, that in
order to insure perfection, he descended even to
the grinding of his own colors—thus commenc-
ing at the very first steps of his art. Thus has
it been with Mr. S. The analysis of sounds in
the English language, as exhibited on pages
18, 19 and 20, contain all upon this point that
would be valuable to understand.

Again. It has been uniformly contended,
and we have long been persuaded, that one ob.
stacle to good reading and speaking, much more
important than many have imagined, is a pro-
per understanding of the subject of discourse,
as well as of associated circumstances. A mere
scientific lecture needs bul little manifestation
of feeling : were much exhibited in its delivery,

, it would appear inappropriate. The reason of
this is founded in the character of the human
mind. lie constitution is such, that deep emo-

• tion is produced by an appeal to the feelings,
rather than to the intellect alone. Reason,
therefore, teaches us the propriety of the above
remark. But suppose a composition of this
character, written in a foreign tongue, should
be given for recitation to an individual totally
ignorant of its meaning. The question here is,
would it fall far short of an impossibility, for
that individual to give it a correct elocution—
to have the inloii&tioas of his voice and his ac-

companying gestures appropriajply exerted 7—
To obviate this, baa1 been1 an attempt of no sim-
ilar work with which we have beep acquainted..
The consequence has been,—as parents and
others noHcitous for the intellectual improve-
ment of youth have eve.r been .painfully and
penitently made sensible—that parrots might
as well have been subjected to the discipline of
the school.room, as those whom they were in-
tended to benefit. We are happy to see that at
new era is dawning, upon this subject, the first
manifestations of which are visible in the note*
appended to nearly eveFy piece in the work be-
fore us. Mi. S. certainly bears the palm of
having first introduced these auxiliaries in his
publication,—a peculiarity which, in our opin-
ion, gives it a high additional claim to public
approbation.

Another circumstance to which we allude,
clvarac'erislic and commendatory of this work,
is, that about ooe-sixlh part of its selections for
exercise, relate immediately to the subject of
Elocution. It has been suggested as* an impor-
tant improvement in all class bocks for reading1,
tiiat they should be fiMei'rnot. with an indiscrirrr.
inate commingling together of articles which
conta n no valuable information whatever, but
a selection upon tho?e topics, a knowledge of
which would be of practical utility jn succeed-
ing years. This idea, we conceive, originated
in' just and1 comprehensive views; and we are
happy to notice this system introduced in the
present volume. While the student in elocu-
tion is repeating these exorcises, he will not,
therefore, be necessitated to regard them merely
as such, but a» treasures of many a golden prin-
ciple, by a strict conformity to which, can alone
be reared the beauteous structure of elegant el-
ocutior..

To those wh& consider a knowledge and prac-
tical exhibition of elocutionary powers, as use-
less acquirements, we have but little to say. If
they are contented to* hear the energelio decla.
malion of gigantic intellect, the lofty flights of
aspiring genius, the pathetic appeals that should
melt the heart, ihe sneers of envy and the*
breathings of revenge, the language of expec-
tation and theutterings of despair, read, or pub-
licly declaimed, in the. sarns key an<\ pitch of
voice, and accompanied by eiinihir gestures,—
so let it be. To us, even in' a private circle,
thisjeeema unpleasant ; and in public, betrays a
want of taste and a deficiency of even philoso-
phic discrimination, that can never ̂ become gen-
eral among the enlightened and ref\ned.

Numerous recommendations accompany this-
work, from more than one hundred of the most
distinguished individuals in this Stale. t

Written for the Gem.
CORSELET AND LACING.

No. 7.
MR. EDITOR—The Brain as all other parts of

the body require regular periods of rest, partic-
ularly after an exhaustion of the energies of ihe
system by bodily or mental exertion for any
considerable length of time.

This effect is produc d in the healthful sub- *
ject, by the languid circulation'through the
brain, thereby occasioning a gentle pressure up-
on that organ, which is known invaiiably to oc-
casion a disposition to Bleep. Though it may
be necessary occasionally, to induce sleep bjr
the administration of Opiate or Anodyne prepa-
rations ; nature, generally, will direct tho most
salutary course to secure all the rest that is re-
quisite to restore those energies. It is admitted
I believe by all Physiologists, that sleep is pro.
duced by gentle pressure upon the brain i but
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that pressure is increased to a certain

«xteut beyond what is natural, other symptoms
will follow which aro often alarming 'in their
character, as Apoplexy, Palsy, &c. These
probably occur oftener from obstructed circula-
tion of blood l.iroughthe brain than from any
other cause; and these obstructions aro often
found "to arise from bandaging about the heart
and large arteries, as in fashionable lacing1.

We regard the brain as tlie common centre
of our thoughts. Great zeal has been displayed
by Physiologists in times past to discover the
seat of the soul ; not less, perhaps, than was
discovered formerly by Alchymisls to find the
Philosopher^ stone. Some supposed the soul
was seated at the cardiac orifice of the stom.
ach, other.s supposed it was, in the heart, and
others located it in the Pineal Gland of the
brain. Be this as it may, these questions may
as well be passed over on this occasion.

It is sufficient for our present purpose to
know that the brain is the organ by which all
Ihe energies of Che body and mind are regulated.
From this organ the nerves derive, their power
to act on other parts, and from it also, the fac.
ulties of the mind are developed, where reason
holds its Beat and sways the sceptre of the will.
To this viscu« we look for the mysterious union
of soul and body; being furnished with nerves,
sent into, all parts of the body, and stationed as
it were, at every point of a. proach, as faithful
sentinels to descry danger on its first approach
and instantly convey the intelligence through
their whitish lines to the citadel; thus to give
warning either to fl.-e from danger or prepare
for defence. Bat for these faculties ; fire, frost,
sword, pestilence and famine would often be
made the occasions of terror, were it not for
timely precaution which would render those
agents powerless.

There are sympathies of the soul as well z.s of
the body, which may extend as far as the stretch
of thought, illimitable and undefined. These
sympathies are excited by a knowledge of the
misfortunes, pains, wroogs, or oppressions of
others. We pity the sick and afflicted ; we pity
the poor; we pity the unfortunate; we pity
those who are wronged and oppressed by olh.
ers; we pity those also who suft'er violence in
their persons, from ignorance or superstition, or
from a sacrilegious attempt to improve the form
of the human body which was created after the
image of God.

Have we not felt some tender compassion
stirred up in our bosoms, from various accounts
of suffering humanity for fashion's 6ake. For
instance, the tattooing of the bodies of the
Sooth Sea Islanders; the confinement that flat-
tens the heads of infant Indians at tfie West;
the compression of the feet of infants 1or'years
in China to prevent their growth, & c ; &
sioning a vast amount of pain and suffering
order to be conformed to fancy and fashion?
Shall our pity be moved toward them, and feel
no compassion for the deluded females of our
own land who are destroying themselves by
tens of thousands annually, by the unseemly
and horrid practice of lashing basket-st tiff and
hand-saw8 about their bodies to beautify their
persons 7

In conclusion, according to my views of this
•object, there is no fashion existing among civ-
ilized or savage nations more repugnant to
sound philosophy than that of the Ube yf the
Corselet with its Stays and Lacings.

My object has been throughout my several
numbers to present this subject to my readers
in the clear light of truth,"relying implicitly on
UM force of reason deduced from facts, to carry

conviction to the understanding. Bulieving
that so far as reason is allowed (o bear her mild
and consistent sway over the human mind, we
are in duty bound to cherish and encourage
every possible means to strengthen her petition
by doctrines and principles, founded on truth.
And.where but on these principles sli&tl'vtre find
a safe direction to the attainment of what we
all aspire after, happiness ?

To whom shall we go for that wisdom which
is from on high and which is profitable to di-
rcct, but to Him who is the Author of Life
and.Light?

%t I beseech you, therefore, brethren, (said Str

Paul,) by the mercies of God, that ye present your
bodies a living sacrifice, holy, acceptable unto
God, which is your reasonable service"

Before- taking leave of this subject, I would
respectfully inquire of the Young and Fair rea-
der, what real good she expects to acquire from
following this'''fashion ? to what dimensions she
would reduce the diameter of the chest if she
could with impunity go Ur*the full extent of her
wishes ?

How is it pnsiible to associate beauty or ele-
ganee of form in a confined narrow thorax",
emaciated body, and pallid sickly countenance,
over the well formed duet, with a sprightly and
intelligent countenance glowing with health ?

I ask those of enlightened minds to view this
matter, and th>>s,e only, who arc disposed to ex-
amine the subject on rational and scientific
principles; for where erroneous impressions
are entertained without reason, no reasoning
will eradicate them from the mind. Look to
the high and responsible situations in life to
which it is ever honorable for Young Ladies,
with laudable z<;al to aspire.

On your course of ao-lion will greatly depend
the vigor and nobleness, or the degenerate effem-
inacy, of succeeding generations ; and on you
rests, in a good degree, the responsibility to
disabuse our country of this detested fashion.

To Mothers, I would eay ; including not only
natural Mothers, but spiritual Mothers in Israel
also ; that their duty requires them to put forth
their efficient energies for the removal of this
inonslrous evil, and that too without delay.
YoU have been made sufficiently acquainted
wiih the physical constitution of our existence
and the moral liw of God in relation, to this;
subject, to know that it becomes your bounden
duty, in so far as you have power or capacity,
to preserve your own lives and the lives of oth-
ers, to stay this fell destroyer.

I appeal to you with confidence for prompt
exertion, inasmuch as that class of our race in
question, are your^aughlers; the objects of
your desires, of your pains, of your joys, and of
your cares. There is no evasion ".f the truth,'
"Every one that ask<;th rcceiveth wisdom*' on
this subject. And in what, will maternal affec-
tions avail, if she put not forth her charitable
hand to rescue her beloved offspring from irn-
pending ruin ?

•• Woman, (says a recent writer,) notwith.
standing the deformities of fashion, commands
our admiration, for she is still beautiful. ^ But
esteemed she cannot bo till 6he exhibits a re-
spect for herself, by the exhibition of a sacred
regard for the laws of her constitution-"

In view of the responsibility routing on you,
I am persuaded you will not sit supinely at'
your ease and behold the multitude of our Fair
Damsels pine away and go down prejnalurely
to their graves in eonsequonce|of habitually vi-
olating thn laws of their being ; but that your
energies will be awakened, your influence com-
bined, and that you will press this subject reso.

lutely and unceasingly till the bonds are has*
etied and the oppressed go^free..

Very respectfully. Yours, &c. L.

( t r A writer in the Journal of Commerce
complains of certain letters which purport to
be written in London, over the signature of
"St. John Smith," and -published in the New
York Commercial. Tlie complaint would be
very proper, if the letters were not intended as
burlesque upon the wishy-washy tea-table trash
that appear under the hea'd of Foreign Corres-
pondence in our fashionable journals. That,
however, being their design—we suppose—
they deserve commendation rather than cen-
sure, for they can scarcely fail to expose the
nonsensical character of two thirds of the trash
which is published as Letters from Europe now-
a days.

New Geogiaphy and Atlas.—We have Before
us a new work, by T. T. SMILEY, of which, from
a slight examination, we are inclined to think fa-
vorably. Tha plan is simple, the style concise
and comprehensive, and the work, as a whole,
well adapted for pupils of every grade. The
author very happily embraces within his plan
the oubjnets of natural history, as well as polit.
ical, astronomy, natural philosophy, and geolo-
gy, sufficient for the illustration of the main ob-
jects of the work, and also as an introduction to
those studies.

The Atlas, we have no hesitation in saying,
is far superior to any thing of the kind extant.
It consists of 15 beautifully engraved maps,
containing all the new4political divisions and
recent discureries, more clearly defined than
upon any other maps we have seen.

[For sale at the Bookstores in the city.]

We know not by whom the additional stan-
zas to 'John Anderson, my Jo,' were written,
but the exquisite tone of unalterable affection
which pervades them, and the unconsciousness
of time's progress which that purity of love en-
genderB, could never have been more simply or
more touchingly expressed :

John Anderson, mv jo, John,
They say \i->furty year

Since I cn'd you my jo. Jolin,
Since you ca'd irn.'.vnur dear :

I'm mire It canna In:, John,
/. Nor np.nr sue long ajjo ;

It's hut ;i honey moon at niaist,,
John A rid or so n, my \n.

"The expressed juice of the Tomato vine,
introduced into the crevice of the bedstead,
with a feather, is said to effectually destroy
bed bugs.'1

After all that has been said in favor of the
Tomato, we are of the opinion that the bed bugs
which rather run away than cat them, are the
least unwise.

The sacred fire of religion must never go out,
but il must bo like the fire of heaven ;'it must
shine like stars, though sometimes covered with
a cloud, or obscured by a greater light ; yet they
dwell forever in their orbs, and walk in their
circlcsvand observe their circumstances, but go
not out by day nor night, and set not where
kings die, nor are extinguished when nations
change their government. So must the zeal of
a Christian be.—Jeremy Taylor.

Dialogue.—'Papa one of :ny schoolmates says
his brother wears mustachios! What are mus-
tacliios, papa?'

•MuHtairhios, my son, are bunches of hair
worn on the lip by certain dandies, as a substi-
tue for brains.'

'Well, papa, are those who wear mustachios
what are called hair brained people ?'

»• The boy at the head of the class will state
what were tho dark ages of tho world.'* Boy
hesitates. " Next—.Master Smith, can't you
tell us what the dark ages were ?* *• I guesa
they were the age just before the invention of
tpectacleu" " Go. to- youx leats"

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



138 THE GEM AND LADIES5 AMULrET

FOREIGN CORRESPONDENCE.

Correspondence of the Rochester Daily Democrat'

PARIS, June 1, 1839.

The Place de la Concord, which has recently
been greatly embellished, is one of the most
brilliant spots in Paris; and it is associated with
some of the most mournful recollections of
the bloody history of France. During the re-
joicing at the marriage of Louis 16, the people
became frightened at the discharge of some fire
works, and in the mob 3000 persons were tram.
pled to death and mortally injured upon it. In
1789, an accidental collision between the peo-
pie and Prince de Lambese's Regiment, became
the signal for the destruction of the Bastile.—
Louis XVI suffered death upon it in 1793 ; af-
terwards, the following persons suffered death
by the guillotine upon it, viz :—The amiable
and lamented Mariah Antoinette- consort of
Louis XVlK^harlotte Corday, Brissott, liouis
Phillippe, Joseph the Eaghite, Duke of Orleans,
and some 3000 others, in a single year. Sub-
sequently, Danlon and his followers and the in-
famous Robespierre. Thus, at last, Haman per.
ished upon the gallows erected for Mordecai the
Jew ; but, unfortunately, not until it had drank
the blood of thousands of innocent victims.

It is an open square, bounded by the Seine,
the Garden of Tuilleries, Champs Elysses, the
Chamber of Deputies in front and rows of Pal-
aces in the rear. Its pavements are elevated
—of asphaltum, laid in diamonds and squares,
with central circles, representing the sun, with
stone carriage ways. At each corner are sunk
gardens, with walls of marble, surmounted by
a marble railing in the form of a balustrade.—
In the centre rises the magnificent obelisk
brought from the temple of Luxer, at Thebes—
covered with hieroglyphics, as perfect as when
they were first indented, more than 3000 years
ago—opposite and on each side of which are
two of the finest fountains in Paris, dedicated
to Maritime and Fluvial navigation, ornament,
ed with flowers and fruits, representing the liar,
vest and vintage. Agriculture and manufac-
tures have also their appropiate devices. The
ocean and Mcditeranean are represented.—
Nerieds are swimming about with fish In their
mouths. The basins are three, elevated one a.
bove the other, from the lower of which, Tritons,
Naiads and spouting dolphins are throwing
water into the air, which falls back into the up-
per basin and runs over the side, forming a
crystal as it pours from basin to basin. At the
different corners of the square are 8 marble pa-
vilions, surmounted by collosal allegorical fi-
gures of females in drapery, representing the
different cities of Fiance, with intervening e-
questrian statues, in the midst of which rise
40 gilded lamp posts, glittering like burnished
gold. The whole ground is constantly alive
with carriages and horsemen and a sprinkled
throng of human beings.

If Paris is gay in these quiet times, as it sure-
ly is with its brilliant court, what must it have
been under the emporer whose eagles waved tri-
umphant over prostrate Europe, and every cour-
ier brought the submission oi other Stales, and
the tidings of still greater victories, (at the
quick succession and brilliancy of which, the
wondering world looked on with astonishment)
and its streets were the scene of daily triumphs,
decorated with the trophies of each successive
victory, and its temples adorned with the gath-
ered beauties of ravaged empires, and the con.
quered banners, taken in a thousand battles
waved from their outer walls, in view of which,
it is a wonderment that the enthusiastic French
did not explode and evaporate in mist.

Wherever you go, you meet offspring of Na-
polean's inimitable and creative genius. The
Tuilleries, Louver, Palace of the Legion of
Honor, Exchange, Pere la Chaise, Triumphal
Arch, Place Vendome, St. Dennis, bridges*
quays and apian ways, threading the kingdom,
over which the chariot and horseman sweeps
as if on the wings of the wind. And many of
those proud institutions which have made Paris
an intellectual world, around which other worlds
revolve, are more or less the reflection of his
immortal mind. What a pity that such tran-
scendant abilities 6hould be sullied by the vaunt,
ings of an ungovernable ambition. His is not
the first instance of the conquerer of worlds
proving unequal to the conquest of themselves.
Nor is it to be wondered, that in so unparalleled
a succession of brilliant achievements—jpetted
by the French, who idolised him—thathe should
partake of their fanaticism arid run mad.

At the time he commenced his career, France
had been torn by religious fanaticism, then in-
fidelity took the reins, trampling under her more
than car of Juggernant, thousands of victims,
till she bled at every pore and had become a ter-
ror to herself. In the midst of her overturning,
Napolean's star leaped from its orbit and shot
thiough the earth, a meteor light. Such was
its brilliancy, that it attracted the gaze of the
French people, and he was* enabled to mount
the whirlwind and control the storm. In the
midst of his triumphs he was conscious that he
could not maintain his ascendency with the
French, constituted as they were, but by a sue-
cession of brilliant actions ; and in the midst of
his military career, he exercised his gigantic
mind in forming schemes of internal improve-
ment and in rearing up institutions calculated
to impart intelligence and to prepare the people
for a government of reason. Had he contin-
ued to carry out his plans of enlightened wis-
dom, instead of embarking in wild and unwaf-
rantable schemes for personal aggrandizement,
his name would have gone down to posterity a,
mongst the first of Washingtons. His love of
power proved too strong for his philosophy—he
went one step to(> far—and his sun which was
once a blazing sheet of fire, went down, appa-
rently \n interminable night. So far as his ex.
ample may tend to influence others, it would be
well if it were so ; but it is otherwise with him.
The French have already replaced his statue
upon the column Vendome, and every incident
of his life, his battles, treaties, coronation, court
receptions and feats, have been made to stand
forth upon canvass as large as life by the first
artists of the age, and fill a more conspicuous
place in their palaces and temples than those of
any other Sovereign, where they arc constantly
open to the gaze of the people, who are proud
of the deeds of the empire, and the great mass
of them look upon him as a super.human be-
ing—a kind of D^ity—endowed with more than
human faculties. The day is not distant when
they will demand his remains to be brought home
from the lonely island of the sea; and it wpuld
not be singular if, ere long, such a monument
should rise to bis memory as they have reared
for rio other man. It may be contended tha
this can never be the case, as men's evil deeds
live after them, and that his arc so manifold
that his memory can never rise above them*—

/The records of our limes prove it to be equal
ly true that their good deeds survive their evfl
and that in progress of time, great, and brillian
actions throw into the shade with after gener
ations, the dark spots in their history, and ther
are no people on earth so likely to overlook the
dark shades in his character, in their admiration

of what they conceive to be magnificent
and in his actions, as the French. Aside

rom this, such are the fruits of Napolean's ge-
nius, in the proud institutions that it spoke into
ife, and the elevated and bettered condition of
;he French people, as well as those of revolo-
ionary Europe, that much of the blood that he

tracked around the world, is springing up flow-
ers of perpetual bloom.

The thickest veil of infamy wouJd be, to them,
to darken his memory. It is impossible that so
brilliant a genius should ever be lost in the night
of time. It is like the far off evening star,
that brightens with the increasing darkness of
the night. The added dusk of every year that
slips its moorings and sails away to join the
years beyond the flood, will impart new lustre
to its reflection, tifl the encircling son shall set
to rise no more.

Shocking Accident through Gambling at
Paris.—We have taken the pains to make „ the
following abridgement of along and interesting
story in the French papers :

A young woman, or rather one who had been
very young and beautiful, and perhaps as virtu-
ous as she was fair, before she became involved
in the temptations of Paris, and the fascina-
tions of Frascatis' gambling pandemonium, be.
took herself after the late legal suppression of
establishments of that kind, to the frequenting
of a house, where;under the pretext of a table d'
hote, play is still carried on. There she was
known by the name of Malvina ; but ever since
she had been a visitor of it, her luck at cards
had been growing worse and worse. She no
longer possessed the too ready means which s,he
once had of compensating for her losses at
play, and she became forced to dispose of all the
moveables which she owned, trinkets, furniture,
and even clothes. At length every thing was
gone, and a few evenings ago she threw her
last stake on the table, and lost it. "The game
is over," she was heard to say with an air of
assumed gaiety, •' I shall play no more !" and
she borrowed a couple of francs from some one
attached to the house to pay for a carbriolet
home. Two days passed and she did not ap-
pear. From her air and from her losses it was
suspected that something fatal had happened,;
the police .had been required to interfere, and
her door was forced open." The unfortunate
Malvina was found lying on her bed in the sec-
ond day of her death. She had dressed herself
in white, and round her right arm had bound a
light colored lock of some one's hair, the last
thing she cared for, and expired with the lock
and her arm lying on her heart. In the middle
of the room was a large brazier that had con.
tained the fatal charcoal. On the evening of
the funeral they talked a good deal about Malvi-
na in the house where she had played her last
stake; but the ecarte table was as well fre-
quented as ever, and the buoilotte attracted just
aa many votaries as ever. One lady of the es-
tablishment appeared more affected than the
rest ; she had lent Malvina a shawl, and the
inexorable landlady persisted in retaining it, as
part payment of the rent of the deceased.—N.
O. Bee* #

Jj A B L U N D E R . — L i e u t e n a n t OV
when a Cadet at West Point, visited the city of
N. Y. in company with a friend and was particu-
larly struck with the city hall, which he exam-
ined with the eye of an architectural connisseur.
"Well," said his friend, "you seem rather
pleased with that affair, O' ; what do you
think of it?"

" Why I'm thinking by the powers, without
any disrespect to you here at all, that that same
edifice was never built in this country !"

Such a beautiful bull and so agreeably enriched
with the slightest touch of the brogue was irre-
sislable, and a smile from his companion brought
before the eyes of the young Irishman the error
ho had made.

" Och," he exclaimed in his hurry to correct
hims&lf, " I didn't manu that at all. I intended
to have said, hut. spoke without thinking, that
the man ir.at built il was never in this country.
—Bait. Trans. .

'I'm not fond of ca£$jip,' as tne girl said ven
pussy bit a piece off her noae.

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



GEM, AKJ). LADlfi'S AMTTTKT. - 1 3 9
MANAGING A HUSBAND.

Thia i« a branch of female education too much
neglected, it ought to be taught with •• French,
Italian, and the use of the Globes " To be sure,
as Mrs. Glass most seneibly observes, " first
catch your hare," and you must first catch your
husband. But we will suppose him caught, and
therefore to be roasted, boild, stewed or jugged.
All these methods of cooking have their-matri-
monial prototypes. The roasted husband is done
to death by the fair temper, the boiled husband
dissolves in the warm water of conjugal tears,
the stewed husband becomes ductile by the ap'
plication of worry, and the jugged husband is
fairly subdued by sauce and spice. Women
have all a natural genius for having,their own
way. still the fitiest talents, like '• the finest pi-
santry in the world," require cultivation. We
recommend beginning soon.

When Sir William L was setting off on
his wedding excursion, while the bride was sub-
siding from the pellucid lightness of white satin
and blonde, into the delicate darkness of the }[.
lac traveling dress, the lady's maid rushed into
his presence with a torrent, not of tears, but of
words. His favorite French valet had put out all

^the band-boxes that had been previously stored
with all feminine ingenuity in the carriage.
Of course, on the happiest day of his life Sir
William could not " hint a fault or hesitate dis.
like," and he therefore ordered the interesting
exiles. "Ver vel, Sare William," said the phro.
phetic gentleman's gentleman, "you let yourself
be band.boxed now, you will be band-boxed all
your life."

The prediction of the masculine Cassandra of
the curling irons was amply fullfiled. Poor
Sir William ! One of his guests, a gentleman,
whose wits might have belonged to a Leeds
ciolhier, for they were always wool gathering,
confounded the bridal with one of those annual
festivals when people cruelly give you joy of
having made one step more to your grave, this
sad guest, at his wedding- literally wished him
many happy returns ot the day ! The poljte ad.
mitter of the band boxes found, however, one
anniversary quite sufficient without any more
returns.

Now, we do consider it somewhat hard " to
drag at each remove" such a Very preceplible
chain ; it might as well have been wreathed, or
gilded, or even pinched becked. A friend of
mine, Mrs. Frances Caldwell, does the thing
much better. We shall give a domestic dia-
logue in Curzon-street, by way of example to
the rising generation.

" I have been at Baldoc's this morning, my
love," said Mrs. Caldwell while helping the
soup, " he hastwojovely Sevre tables, portraits
of Louis the XlVtlrs beauties ; you must let me
have them for the drawing room, they are such
loves." *

" I really do wonder," exclaimed Mr. Cald
well in his most decisive tone, " what you can
want with anything in' the drawing room. I
am sure that it is as much as any one can do to
get across them as it is. I will have no more
money spent on such trash."

" This fish is capital, the sauce is a chef oVaeu-
vre," exclaimed the lady, hastening to change
the discourse. " Now do let me recommend alt
to you "

Dinner proceeds, enlivened by a little series
of delicate attentions on the part of his wife.—
One thing is advised ; another, which she is well
aware is her husband's aversion, playfully for.
bidden, with a my dear Francis, you are so
careless of yoursef— consider less horreurs del'
indigestion.

Dinner declines into desert, and Mr. Caldwell
eats his walnuts, peeled

"By no hand, as you may guess,
But that of Fairly Fair."

alias Mrs. Caldwell's very pretty fingers. To.
wards the middle of his second glass of port, he
perceives that there are tears in his wife's soft
blue eyes—which become actual sobs and as he
progresses with the third glass:

" I see how it is Laura ; well you shall have
the tables."

"The tables!" cried the lady, with an air,
as the school boy said of ancient Gaul quar-
tered into three halves, of disdain, wounded
feelings, and tenderness.

" I have really lost all wish for them. It
was of you, Francis, that I was thinking.—
Good God ! can you weigh a few paltry pounds
agaioet the pleasure of gratifiying your wife.^
1 see I have lost my hold of your affections.—

What have I done ? I whose whole life hasbut
one happiness, that of pleasing you !"

We will not pursue the subject to its conjugal
close of tears and kisses; suffice it to say, that
the next day the tables are sent home ; not giv.
en, but accepted as a favor.

Now this, te use an Americanism, is "a|dread.
ful beautiful" way of doing business. We seri.
ously recommend its consideration as a study to
our female readers.

Scolding, also, does much, for as the old rid-
dle says, •• anything" is what

" Many a man who has a wife,
Submits to for a quiet life."

But, fair half of the world, out oLwhose very
remains the rose, as the eastern proverb has h,
was formed at the creation—flattery, that hon-
ey of the heart, is the true heart Of swav instead
of divide, our new state secret is, " flatter to
reigu."—Court Journal.

: ^ " • ,

The Absurdities of Ignorance.—Among the
ridiculous opinions prevailing among the ignor-
ant, though now confined to very few, is that if
a woman be married without her clothes on, her
husband is not liable for her debts. This is as
well-founded as the belief among a portion of
the very ignorant in England, that a husband
may sell his wife ; that is, it has not, and never
had any legal foundation.

On Tuesday evening, a widower applied to an
alderman in this, county, to marry him to a
widow. The alderman, undertaking to act as
matrimonial blacksmith, accompanied the ap-
plicant to the house where the chains were to be
rivited. Introduced to the apartment where he
was to officiate, he»saw two well dressed and
pretty women holding a blanket extended across
a corner. Above it were visible a head and
shoulders, the latter very fair, and quite guilt-
less of clothing. As this is the fashion, the al-
derman was not surprised ; but being very
polite, and therefore looking down for fear of
embarrassing the laJy, *be saw two little feet
peeping from beneath the blanket, as whilejmd
as bare as the shoulder above. Thinking that
he had got into the wrong apartment at an un-
seasonable hour, he begged pardon, for the sup-
posed intrusion, and beat a retreat. But before
he reached the door, the two bride-maids told
him to stay, for there wa9 the bride behind the
blanket! waiting to be married.

More astonished than ever—indeed struck
quite in a heap—he requested the bridegroom to
explain, Thus applied to, the swain said that
the lady behind the blanket, in the cost urn of
Venus just risen from the sea, or of the Venus
de Medicis without tho gauze wrapper that some
modest people among us put over it when they
steick it tip in"the parlor, was the widow. The
widow who ? inquired the alderman. The widow
that is waiting for me to marry her. But why
dors she choose that dress for the occasion ?
asked the forger of hymeneal manacles. Her
late husband die<4 about $150 in debt, and if she
marries again without any clothes on, her new
husband is not legally bound to pay the debt.
Therefore, while she stands behind tho blanket

and reaches her hand over, I can stand before it
and hold her hand, and you can say the world
and make us one.

The alderman, after a hearty laugh at this
learned exposition of the law, told the brideg.
room, that if he married the widow even without
her skin, the precaution would not save him
from his predecessor's debts, but that according
to law, he must take her turn oner with all
her burdens. Thus advised, the widow Venus
went up stairs, put off the costume of a goddess,
and soon desended in the habiliments appropri-
ate to a modern wedding among the civilized,
and covering over her facts to conceal her flush,
s was joined for better and worse to the widuw-

—Philadelphia World.

PRACTICAL WISDOM.—A merchant having sus.
ained a considerable loss, desired his son not to

mention it to anybody. The youth promised
silence, but at the same time requested to know
what advantage could attend it. " I f you di-
ru'ge this loss," said the father, " we shall have
wo evils to support instead of one—our own
[ricjf, and the jqy.»qf our neighbors."

"Good mind to pinch you.Sal," said an awk-
ward Josey, on his first visit to his rustic flame.

What you 'ant to pinch me for, Zekiel ?"—
Golly !'cause I love you so!" '«Now go a-

ong, Zcke, you great hateful ! Ifchould think
ou might be big enough to feel ridiculous !"

Discovery of Mummies at Durango, Mexico
A million of mummies, it is stated, have lately
been discovered in the environs of Durango,
in Mexico. They are in a sitting posture, but
have, the same wrappings, bands and ornaments
•of the Egyptian. Among them was found a
poinard of flint, with a sculptured handle,chap,
lets, Jneck laces, &c., of alternately colored
beads, fragments of bones polished like ivory,
fine worked elastic tissues, (probably our modern
India rubber cloth,) moccasins worked like
those of our Indians to-day, bones of vipers, &c.

.It remains to continue these interesting re-
searches and America will become another
Egypt to antiquarians, and her ruins will go
back to the oldest periods of world, showing
doubtless that the ancestors of the Montezumas
lived on the Nile, and that their luxurious civil-
ization was broken up and overpowerd by the
hardy hordes of Asiatic Tarters, who came
down from Behring's Straits and the Rocky
Mountains. The scenes of Attilla and Alaric
in Rome and Grece, were rehearsed at an early
day on the shores of California and the plains
of Mexico. It is unknown of the mummies
above mentioned what kind of embalmment was
used, or whether it was nitrous depositions in
the caves where they were found. A a fact of im-
portance is stated, that'the shells of the neck,
laces are*of a marine shell found at Zacatecas,
on the Pacific.where the Columbus of their fore-
fathers probably therefore landed from the Mai-
lay, Hindoostan or Chinese coast, or from is-
lands on the Indian ocean.—Texas Star.

" Get thee gone !" cried we to a poor beggar,
who was apparently*about 60 years of age. His
countenance was pale, emaciated, and care
worn—his dress was forlorn and tattered—his
hair was silvery white, and, as he stood with his
head uncovered, was* blown about by the damp-
wind. What a figure for a painter tho't we—
his pallid, worn, but expressive features—his
miserable garment—the breeze playing among
his locks. The begger^approached nearer—•.
" For the love of Heaven ! spare me a trifle to
save me from starving—as God is my witness
I have not tasted food these two days !" We
looked at him. He was resting one hand on his
stick over which he leaned—partly from age,
and partly from rest-s-while the other was ex.
tended«,about half way from his body, in which
he held his hat—in this position he regarded us
with looks, (they were wishful and imploring)
which seemed to read our purpose.

We put our hand into our pocket—a gleam
Bitted on his countenance; we paused—looked
at him again, then,drew it out, with a few bits
which we placed in his hand ; as we did so, a
tear started in his eye—it fell on our extended
palm. It was the tear of gratitude, warm
and fresh from the heart! we felt it!—
Two hours afterwards we saw the venerable man
in the neighborhood of a 6mall cabaret, drunk
as a lord.—JV O. Picayune.

Instinct.—This wonderful and mysterious
power, which invariably leads its possessor right
and never like man's boasted reason, gets its
followers into scrapes, .is seldom more beauti-
fully displayed#han in the following instance;
•fen a hive of bees it was discovered that the

moth had commenced his ravages, and the de.
struction of the young bees, or the abandonment
of the hive by the old ones, was anticipated. In
view of the latter alternative, a new hive was
placed near the old one. Shortly after, the bees
were seen entering it, each carrying what ap.
peared to be some green leaf. On examining
the hive, long rolls of clover leaves were dis-
covered. Looking closely, they were found to
consist of separate packages neatly folded up,
and cemented at the edges with great nicety ;
each package containing a young bae and a suf-
ficient quantity of nutriment for its support.
From the fact, it would seem that the persecut.
ed bees, in order to guard their young in future
from the attacks of their deadly enemy, adopted
this ingenious device. Had they been actuated
by what man calls reason, could they have
superior intelligence or greater apparent knowl.
edge of causation ?

"O dear !" blubbered an urchin who had just
been suffering from an application of the birch,
"O my! they tell me about 40 rods making a
furlong, but I can tell a bigger story than that.
Let 'em get such a plaguy licken as I've had,
and they'll find out that one rod makes an
ACHER.
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ItT Prom the Author in Michigan, to his sister in
Rochester, after receiving her description of the Ladies'
Party, July 4th. in " Terrace Grove" (Lower Falls) a
daily resort or their childhood, and then called Precn-
wood Lot.

You think more poetry nnd love
Aro twined around that " Terrace Grove,"
Than e'er was known.in " Greenwood Lut"
Though earliest childhood named the spot.

To me the flfprds of" Terrace Grove"'
Sound as a stranger's name,

And such an one 1 cannot love
- When it usurps the claim

That " Greenwood" has on shady bowers
Where passed my first—my youthful hours.

In " Terrace drove"1 o'er eastern climes
'Midrelics of the ancient times,

I view a crumbing wall ;
A gothie arch witli moss o'crgrown.
A tower whose mouldorinj; ruin lone

Seems tottering to its fall.

It stands on edge of precipice.
And far below, a stream, the less

In di Mince, issos-inall.
Thai or.ly as a winding brook
It seems as here ye downward look

Froiii out ibis desert hull.

In front of castle desolate.
The wild weeds ilarden o'er the gate,

And briar and hnwthnrn rank.
Have every rounded pathway tilted,
And in the bower, alike have killed

The flower and shade tree lank.

Here, in the yenrs lone past nnd gone
When life anil gaiety moved nn,

Here, then was " Terrace Grove ;"
But passed ihose names as in decay
Those forms returned them to their clay,

No longer there to rove. ''>•

'Tis strange, this fancy, yet ns old
As is that Lower o'er grown with mould,

Appears I liar name to me;
1 cannot see my native ground.
The level plat, or grass grown mound,

As they were wont to be.

But in the name of " Greenwood Lot,"
I view the wild romantic spot,

Where in my childhooAlree,
I roamed throughout, when breezes snook
The chestnut from its burry nook,

And dropped them down for me.

Oft climing to that, treo top high.
Which blends its boughs with blue of sky,

I saw the gleaming fires,
Which shone, as low the waning sun,
Ere its last hour of travel done,

Illumed the city spires.

Or in that fearful chasm down.
WUb banks on either side whose frown

Looked coldly calmly there ;
I gazed upon he waterfall,
As leaping from Us rocky wall

It gave its waves to air.

Or up the winding pathway steep,
O'er ju'ting craijs where wild bines creep,

In middle air I strayed.
And broke the cedars topmost, bough.
Though down an hundred feet below

The roots their footing made.

Wild was the scene, and grand nstvild ;
Tho trees on trees alternate piled

Till in their hieH abode.
From out their houghs of richest crown,
'Tivas fearful giddy distance down

To where the waters flowed.

And 'hovp those cliff), within that wood
1 watched the robin's growing brood,

'Till from the nest they cane ;
Then caught them, and in boyish.pridp
I hung their willow e;ige beside

The prisoned linnet tame.*

Bnt changed theflone and woody scene,
The once unbroken carpet green

Is now with walks inlaid,
And o'er thuse paths in wovpn bowers
Are twined the varied wreaths of flowers

Above that sylvan shade.

And music from afar is sterilins,
An.) 'neiiih those arbor archways wheeling

"The beautiful and fair,"
And, than ho^e flowers nhovo—more bright
And, than the sound that floats—rnoru light

Those sylphlke forms in air.

Here all is life î td gayety ;
And in the whirline wall a, as free

They triad lho winding maze.
Or seated in the glado the while,
The lip—the eve—alike the smilo

O'er every feature playa.̂

As lightly through, the dance they stray,
So pass the. miime.nt hours away,

Until Hie diiv hath pone -,
And youth and pleasure all have left,
And bowprs nl :;iiety hr.reft

Are silent, still and lone.

When first throughout the shndy scene.
Seraphic forum w thin that ireen

Hail twined the fl iwers above, ,
When music was from " fairy glen"
Returned in echoing answer:—ttien

They named it Terrace Grove.

And for on« smile from beauty fair.
Whilst roving 'neatb. those arbors theie,

I'd speak the name they gave, i
And think it one as not inapt.—
Nay ! thoughts within that smile are wrapt—

" Lot,1' " Grovt," are on the wave !

The pay have passed, and back the name
Again returns ; the wild, the same

The crag the shade, the grot,
Ever to sacred memory dear.
Each, all are viewed whene'er I hear

Those words, the " Greenwood Lot."
•, __J_ NELSON.

LINES
Suggested by a Visit to Camp Lowd.
The white tents decked the verdant lawn,

Not as in day's of yore,
When he who slept upon his sword,

Awokejto Battle's roar.'

The sentinel paced to and fro,
Not with the trembling tread.

As if the morrow's sun mipht view
Them sleeping with the dead.

The Banners waved amid the breeze,
By fairy fingers wrought,

And soared aloft our Country's Flag,
From blood and peril brought.

Stern were tlie.hearts assembled there,
Determined not to yield;

But something checked the firm resolve,
Beauty, was on the field.

Before a shaft from Cunidsent,
The stoutest hear mipht quail,

He has been known to penetrate
The hardest coat of mail.

Oh, may you ne'er be called Upon,
To w ĵrd another blow,

Thnn one from Worth and Beauty sent
By his unerring how.

But should a foreign power atiernpt
To tarnish our bright name,

Thenj>peed ye on ! and boldly fijjht
For freedom and for fame.

Pour out your blood upon the plain,
^ O r conquerors return ;
And for our Nation's noble brow,

A crown of irlwy earn. L.

Written for thr. G em.

THE WAR SIGN OF THE AR AUCANIANS.
It was, the custom of the Arpucariians on declaring

war to send through the nation an arrow clenched in
a dead man's hand, by means of runners or messengers.
— Vide Holme's Annals.

Rise up ye young and gallant ones,
Rise up ye men of war,

And quickly light with benenn fires
The hi Ha both near and far. «

Oh! have ye not seen the. ghastly sfgn
That flew along the land 1

'Twas a barbed arrow clenched fast
,. In a dead man's clay-cold hand 1

Ye of the chase and the mountain steep
Where the wild hu:k liounileth free,

Ye who are linked in ilie mazy dance
Who doth it rmtse hut ye 1

Oil leave the chase and tho cherub ti.rong
For the painted warrior band,

Since well yo'ken of the a m w horns" , \

In the grasp r>f,the dead man's hnnd !

Ho! thou who steepest hennath the ruck !
Or tilleth the golden t-iirji!

Or listlessly wandere'-h beyfde the stream,
Oh ! who if not ye ilo:h it. warn ?

Then light the beajjun and sound the shi.ll,
And Have your native hind !

For through your borders the arrow hath gone
Clenched in the dead man's hand !

Oh grasp the quiver and bend the bow !
And poise the hunting speir !

Forasiv-n of wnr hath shook the earth
With a sore and grievous (> fir.

The loftiest Mils and deepest vales
From rock to river sand,

Have felt ihe shock of the arrow bnrne
In the grasp of the dead man's hand \

1 D. (V C. R.

HOPE-—BT T. K. HKRVEY.

Again—again she comes!—methinks I hear
' Her Wild; sweet singinfl. and her rushing wings ;

My heart goes forlh to meet her with a tear, #
And welcome sends from all Us broken strings.

;t was not thiis—not THUS— we met of yore,
When my plumed soul went hilf way to the shy

To greet her ; and the joyous song she bore
tvas scurce mure tnnelul than the clad reply;

The wings are-fe'.tef'd by the weight of yeurs,
And griei has spoil'd the music wild he> tears.

She comes— I know her by her starry eyes,
1 know her rjy the rainbow in her hair !

Her vesture of the light and summer s-.kies—
But gone the girdle which she used to wear

Of summer roses, and the sandal fl.uvers
That tiling enamoured round he.r fairv feet,

When, in her youth, she. haunted EARTHLY bowers,
And culled from all the neautiful anil sweet.

No more she mocks me with her voice of mirth,
Nor offers now tbe garlands of the earth. '

Come back, come back—thnn hast been absent long.
Oh! welcome back the sybil of the soul.

Who came, and comes sixain, with pleading strong,
To offrfr to the heart her mystic scroll;

Chough every year she wears a sadder look,
A nd sih«s a sadder sons, and every year

Some further leaves are torn out from herjbook,
A"nd fewer what she brings, and far more dear.

As ONCE she came—oh, might sheeorne again.
With all the perished volumes offered, THEN.

But come—thy comirfg is a gladness yet—
Light from the present o'er the future cn.st,

That makes tt'e present bright—fait oh—regret
Is PRESENT sorrow while it mourns the PAST,

And memorv spenks, as speaks the. curfew bell,
To trt'l the daylight of the heart is gone.

Come like the seer of " R nnd with thy spell.
Put back the shadow of rhat setting sun

On my soul's dia1 ; and with new-born light
Hush the wild toiling of the voice 6f night..

Bright spirit, come— thw mysiic roll is thine
That shows the hidden fountain* of the breast,

And turns, with point unerring, to divine
The, places where its buried treasure* rest.

Its honrils of thought and feelinp ; at that spell,
Methinks I frel Ks lona-loat wenlth reve<iled.

And ancient spring within my bosom swell
That :rief h id chei'ked. and ruin had concealed,

And sweetly swi Ilins where its water*stray",
The tinta and freshness of its earlier day.

She comes—she comes—her voice is in mine ear.
Her mild, sweet vnice. that sings and singsfor fver.

Whose strains oTsonj sweet thouRhts awake to hear.
Like flowers that haunl the 'margin of a river ;

(Flowtrs,, tike lovers, only fpciik in sighs,
Whose thu'tsaiehues, whose voices are their hearts.)

Oh—thus th« spirit yearns to pierce the skies,
Exulting throbs, though all save HOPE departs :

Thus the glad freshness of our sinless years
Is watered ever by the heart's rich tea'rs.

She comes-—I know her by her radiant eye*.
Before whose smile the long dim cloud departs ;

And if ii darker shade beonher brow,
And if her tones be sadder limn of yore,

And ifsne sings more solemn music now.
And bears anothr.r harp that erst she bore ;

And if around her form no longer glow
The earthly fl iwors that in her youth she wore—

Thatloqk is Infuer, am! that song more sweet.
And heaven's fl iwers—the stars—are at her feet.

MARRIED.
Tn this city, on the 'JSth inst. by the Rev. Mr. Dodge,

Mr. JKSrfB NEWMAN, to Miss ELIZABETH
B l t U C E *

At Salisbury, on th« I9'h \n*. by the Rnv. Mr Amog
W. Soely, Mr. O«orge Bartholomew, to IVIiss Sophro-
ninE. Richmond, both of this city.

In OlarKfon, on the 'illth instant, hy the Rev. Daniel
Clark, jr. Mr. Augustus II. Clark, ol Kendall, to Miss
Eveline Randall, of the former plnre.

DIED.
In this city, oh the *>4i.t| inst., Sarah Ann. daughter

of jlemkiah and Trypheiia liurlbutf, aged about 1 year.
In this city, on the l*th & 24lh inst. the infant twin*

of Milo ami Churlo'ie Benjamin, aged 4 months.
On the 18th instant, of an infl imination ou the lung*,

Evi Kt.llogg, in the I4lh ye<ir of hi* a»e, youngest son
of Mrs. K-iiiice Kellogg of tins city, formerly of Troy.

At Holley. Orleans Co., iV. V., on the 11th inst., by
tbeKev. Alfrnd Whim, Mr. UUTfcW?%l>. 1. r!il>. ot
Koehesier, of ttie firm of Hat^.(,*,\v'ii|)i;c!f A: Murfl,
tifMis* SARAH M-.d-iMghiorof Abij.ih Uf.un, Esq.,
of tho former nlnre.

At Porter's Ville, Conn., on the Sth inat.., hy the Rev.
Mr. Stuart, Mr. WFLL'AM P. SMITH of IbU city,
to Miss FRANCES K.. daughter ot JEUEDIAH
RANDALL, Esn^ of the former p ace.

[Undying joya to the happy pair.]

AGENTS FOli THE GCM AND AMULET.
ARTKMAS ENDS, Traveling Agent.

Luke Wells, Amlier, Ouondaga county, New York.
Z. ISarney, Adiiini. Jeiler^on county, do do
ri, P.Ureek, Ur^ni'liport. Vines couutV, do do
Cyrus H i.i-e, Kullulo. (I*. O.) Erie co., do do
R. U. Brown, Hrowsville., Windsor co.. Vermont.
Alonzo Hennett, Hcrrien, Uerrien co., Michigan
J. II. IJlue. Chariton. IVIo.
G. M Copeliind, C'lnrenilnn, Orleans co.. New York
Miss K. A. Adirns. Cionmlaigiiii, Ontario co., do do
5'v. Maxwell. Klmiia. Cheniuiig i-.o., do do
A. Fowler. Fowlervillo, liivinjRion co., do do
W. C. French. G mibier, Knox co.. Ohio.
S. Hunt, Hunt's Hollow, Allegany co., New York
E. li. Warner. Uini, Livinysion co., do do
A.H.Kddy, Marion. Wnynu Co . , j 0 do
Israi:',Pennin»ion. Ma<:on, Lennwacn., Michigan
!C. W'.TownBeii'l. ,\eivnrk. Wiiyneco., New York
P fe. Church, vJa'.field, (-iene^ei- ,-.o., do do
Henry Henion, Itiisiit'iilo, Oritarioco., tin rio
S. l.'eeve. rti IIMI'T Full.*, ?*onvr.i co . do - do
Nr CMIiepard S.^th Avon. Kiv. Co., do do
II. Ciiinmin.'s. sonili l.uitov, fien. Co., do do
Sewiil Briistu:-!!, Watertown, Ji-tt'. Co., do do
Post Master, Utiea, Licking Co., Ohio.

OF PIGS OP THE GESI
CORNER OF BUFFALO AND STATE 6T8, ROCIIEBTW.
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TIKI I
TAe Schooner Amistead.—The capture of this

vessel and the probable fate of those on .board,
has excited so much interest, that we have in
eurred the expense of procuring the aboye cut,
and present in this number with all the particu
lars relative to the unfortunate prisoners, which
have yet been published. Truth is stronger than
fiction, and we presume no tale which we could
lay before our readers would excite so much in.
tereat as the circumstances here given.

From the New York Sun.

THE WHOLE OF THE PARTICULARS
CONCERNING THE PIRACY. MUTINY
AND MURDERS, ON BOARD THE SPA
NISH S' HOONKR AMISTEAD. WHICH
WAS CAPTURED ON MONDAY LAST,
AOT) CARRIED INTO NEW LONDON,
CONN.
In the month of June last Don Jose Ruiz, a

wealthy and noble Spaniard, left his estate ai
Principe, and proceeded to Havana to buy slaves
At Havana he purchased 49 from a cargo which
had juat arrived from the Coast of Africa. To
forward his purchase home he chartered the
schoonei Amistead, Ramon Ferres master and
sole owner. T-gcther with hiselaves he shipped
a number of packages, partly his own and part.
)y on freight. The packages contained a regu
lar assortment of j/oods for that market. There
was some crockery, some copper and many dry

„ goods, besides fancy article lor amusement or
luxury. Personally Srnor Ruiz had but liMLje
money on board, although the captain was »iip-
posed to have specie to the amount of $3000 jn
doubloon*. B-sides this cargo the Amisl ad
received on boa id Don Pedro M'>nuz, and four
ftavrn, as {.avengers. 'I ho flavca of Seno
M"nttz were froirf l\f. name ftarjjo as thowe of
Ruia, hut were all children between the ages of
7 and 12. Thn e of the four were females, and
one a male. TM« crew of the schooner con-
»is>ted of the captain, his two slaves, and -two
while men. The slave* of Ruia and Monliz

were all Congolese negroe6, only six weeks from
ihu coast of Africa, four of which, at least,
had been spent on the passage. One of the
Captain's slaves was a mulatto, and employed
•is cook ; the other a, black boy named Antonio,
who is yet on board the schooner.

The enhooner is of Baltimore clipper build,
about 170 ions burden, 6 years old, and was
called the Friendship, which being Hispanio-
lised, means Amistead. She was insured at
Havana to tier full value. Senor Ruiz is in-
sured $20,000, atvd it is supposed the rest of the
shippers also were.

On the 28th of June, 1S39, this vessel sailed
from the Havana for Guanaja, the port of entry
for Principe. Among the slaves purchased by
Raiz, was one called, in Spanish, Joseph Ciu-
qijfz, who is the son of an African chief. This
Ciiiquez is one of those spirits which appear
hut seldom. Possessing fir more sagacity and
courage than his raco generally do, he had been
accusiomrd to command. His physical pro-
portions are those best calculated to endure pfi
vat ion. His countenance when in repose looks
heavy, but under excitement it assumes an ex-
pression of great intelligence. His eye is that
of a Spaniard, and can exhibit every variety of
thought, from the copl contempt of a haughty
chieftain to the high resolve which would be
sustained through mar yrdom. His lips are
thicker and more tuj-ned up than those of his
race in general, but when opened display a set
of teeth rivalling in beauty the most regular of
those which We praise HO much in Caucassian
beauty. But hie nostrils are the must rcmarka-
blc feature he possesses.' These he can con-
tract or dilate at pleasure. His general depor-
ment IB free from Jevily, and many while men
might take a lennon in dignity anil forbearance
from the Alricaii Chieftain,' who,, although in
bondage, appears to have been the OseoU of
his race, In height lie is about 5 feel 7$ in.
ches, ha* a full cnes-t, large joints and muscles,
and huilt for strength and agility.

The head of this extraordinary man, now on-
ly 26 years of age, in one that, iu^renological
uarlaucc, indicates the strongly marked charac-

ter of its possessor. The forehead is high and
perpendicular, no receding ; it would most pro-

1 bably be called round. The organs of locality,
individuality and eventuality, are very pr&mi.
nently developed. Causality, comparison and
hope, rather-small. Lan^uag; is very good. In
this head the moral sentiments preponderate.—
Benevolence, venera'ion and conscientiousness
are very large. Combatativeness and destruc-
tivenefs are only moderately developed. Per-
haps, however, the strongest points are adhe-
aiveiiefs, conconlraliveness and firmness.—
These indicate unshaken courage, and intense
Jove of home and kindred. He is, taking him
for all in all, one calculated to excite the deep,
est interest in hj.s behalf, and just the man to
invent and. become the leader in such an event
as that which has thrown him on our shores.

For four days after leaving the Havana, aft
went well except that the winds.were ahead.—
Guanaja is only about 300 miles from the city
if Havana, and is situated, in the province of
uerto Principe, on the Inland of Cuba.
On the fifth rjight, the captain being asleep on

a matirass on deck, with his mula to slave by
his bide, was attacked by this chief, with a su-
gar knife. The first blow did not infliet great
injury, for after receiving it, ho called to
Antonio, also his own stave, and a cabin boy, to
get some bread, and throw it among the negroes,
hoping thereby to pacify them. The Captain
defended himself bravely, but he was overpow.
ered by Joseph, who split his head open. While
Joseph was engaged/with the Captain, three
others were attacking the mulatto slave and the
while men. In the meantime the other negroes
were making the most dreadful noises imagina-
ble.' W!.ile killing the Captain and the mulat-
to, the man at the wheel and another Spanish
sailor, let down the stern, boat and escaped.—-
After the bloody business waB finished, Joseph
attacked Senor MonUz, and would have killed
him but for the interference of others. As it
was, Senor Monti z received a very dangerous
wound on the head, and another on the arm.
Wlirn the attack ceased, Montez went below.
Ruiz had been on deck but no attempt was made
to hurt him. Joseph followed Montez, and lead,
ing him on deck, tied his hands. Ruiz was lied
immediately afterward, and then both were lash.
ed together. Joseph and his three companions
then went below and ransacked the cabin, after
which he arrned̂  them with sugar knives, simi-
lar to that he used. This weapon is about 28
inches long, and 3 broad at the end. From that
width it tapers off IO the htndle, where it i«
simply a piece of bar steel, about an i nch square.
There were«but four muskets on board, and the
use of these was unknown to the slaves. When
the ransacking was ended, Montez and Ruiz
were allowed to go below. Next morning
Montez was taken out of the cabin and although
dangerously wounded, compelled to steer to the
Eastward. Having been master of a ship in
early life, he understood boxing about without
making headway. All this time the negroes
pointed to the sun and then to their knives, and
if for a moment the vessel veered perceptibly,
they brandished their knives over the head of
Monti z in a most horrible manner. The poor
wretches know lhat they had come from were
the son appeared to rife, but they undereload
nothing of navigation, and were easily deluded.

About two days after the rising they had a
heavy gale, which drifted them into the Bahama.
Channel. Here they hoxed about again, bat
saw no vessels ; at last, being out of water, the
negroes ordered Monica to make the nearest
land, which proved to be the Island of St. An-
drews. Here the negroes met no one. After
this Monlez steerod for N< w Providence, but
the negroes were not diapoied lo land. By tW»
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142 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULfcT,

time Joseph had learned to steer, and he took
the helm in the day, leaving one of the white
men to steer at night. Every night Joseph
slept near the helm, and had two of the most
trusty negroes by his side watching, and.ready
to awake him on the least alarm.

During this interval the negrbes brqke open
the hatches and pillaged the cargo. Among it
they found wine, raisins, and a great quantity
of medicine ; all this they ate indiscriminately.
Ten died.in a short tin\e, and others would have
done so,, had not Joseph forbidden the rest to
touch any thing but what he gave them. Any
infraction of this wholesome regulation brought
down on the head of the offender a severe per.
Bonal chaBetisement from the hands of the chief.
Joseph lived abstemiously during Jhe whole
trouble, and insisted on the most perfect obedi.
ence to his orders. The only food eaten was

. portioned of by his hand, and not a box of the
cargo opened but under his direction. He divid-
ed the spoil, taking the'smallest portion for him.
self. He was the master spirit on board ; every
thing felt his influence; We confess that dur-
ing all this time the whites were in, a mq'st
wretched condition, and their hope of escape
very small. In the night they steered to the
west, and succeeded in p'ursuading Joseph to
keep to the north of east,in the day.

About the fifteenth of this month, as the
Spaniards suppose, for they had lost knowledge
o£ dates .and days, they came in sight of Long
Island. In the interval they had been boarded
by several vessels, one of which supplied them
with a demijohn of water. They had seen
many vessels and signalized them, but were un-
able to call their attention. When any vessel
came alongside Joseph would stand by Ruiz,
the only man who speaks English, and watch
him with fearful intensity.

The organ of communication between Senor
Ruiz and,the Congolese, was'Antonio, the cap-
tain's slave, He is by birth an African, but has
lived in Cuba 8 or 10 years. He speaks both
Congolese and Spanish. He had .been employed
as cabin boy, and could Joseph have dispensed
with his assistance,,he would have been killed.

On the 20th of this month they were hailed by
pilot boat No. 3, which gave them some a'pples.
Joseph having some fear of betrayal, would not -
allow Ruiz to speak witb^these. Pilot boat No.
4 came alongside also, but they were not per-
mitted to board. On the 24th they made Mont,
auk light, and stood for it, hoping to run the
Vessel ashore, but the tide drifted them up the
bay. They then came to anchor off Culloden
Point, where the negroes went ashore to lay in
water. Between the fifteenth and twenty-
fourth they had anchored about thirty times, at
different places on the coast.

The negroes who went ashore at Culloden
were almost naked, and the inhabitants were ex-
ceedingly alarmed. They were two days in the
neighborhood without any attempt being made
to arrest them. Only in two instances did they
succeed in bartering with the inhabitants for
provisions, onco for a doubloon, and once for a
musket While engaged in watering they were
fallen in with by Captain Green, and another
gentleman from Sag Harbor, who had visited
the point on a shooting excursion. Captain
Green immediataly saw that all was not right,
and gave them to understand that they should
be taken care of. There appears to be some-
thing contradictory in the report of these gentle,
men, who say that the negroes asked what coun-
try they were in, to which the Americans replied
America. Then according to the statement of
the gentlemen, they asked the negroes if they
had any money on board, and told them to fetch
it. The negroes said they had, and went on
board and brought back two trunks, which they
said contained 400 doubloons. Captain Green
said he lifted the trunks and heard the money
rattle. He then told them that in the morning
he would pilot them into Sag Harbor, upon
which they returned to the schooner, taking the
money with them. How this conversation
could have occurred, when not one of the ne-
groes can speak a word of English, is a mystery
to us, unless Capt-.Green, or his friend, speak
Congelese. However, Capt. Green is going to
claim salvage, if he told the collector at New
London correctly, on the doubloons. In that
case no doubt he will cxplaim everything satis,
factorily. We only tell the story as he told it to

U .
Either before or immediately after Capt.

Green and his friend had returned, the boat of
the cutter Washington came insight and board*

ed the vessel. Immediately on seeing a gentle,
man in uniform, Senor Ruiz went up to him
and said :

"These tji'egrbea are my slaves; they have
risen and taken .'the vessel; that is the leader
(pointing to Joseph)and I claim your pVotfie-

Lieuts. Porter and Mead then immediately
took possession, disarmed the negroes, and took
the schooner in tow. Joseph on seeing, this
went below,iarid tieing some gold'.about his per.
son, he leapt out of the main hatch, and at one
bound was oveY the side1; While under the wa-
ter he disengaged the doubloons, and came lip
about 100 yards from the vessel, having beeB
under water^t least 5 minutes. The boat was
instantly manned^ and, sent in qhase of him.—
When the boat'nearcd him he would stop, but
just as it came within reach he would dive down
and come up ai/ain some yards behind her stern.
He ihue employed them about40 minutes, when
seeing farther attempts useless, he gave himself
up. When pulled on board the boat he smiled,
putting his hands to his throat, intimated he was
going to be hanged. Joseph was then transfer-'
red to the Washington/but he seemed so uneasy,
and displayed so much ar&iety to return to the
schooner that he was humanely gratified. On
oncemore joining the Amisteai the pooiwretch-
es clustered around him, making the most ex.
travagant demonstration of joy., Some laugh-
ed, some screamed, some danced,} and some
wept. Joseph stood in the midst, but did not,
even smile. When the noise had subsided, ho
addressed them jn Congolese, which was trans,
lated by Antonio as fallows :-^

" Friends and Brothers—We would have re-
turned, but tie sun was against iis. I would
not see you serve the white man, so I indnefcd you
to help me kill the Captain. 1 thought I should
be killed—I expected it. It would hafo been
better. You had better be killed than live ma.
ny moons in misery. I shall be hanged, I
think, every day. fiat this does hot pain me.—
I could die happy, if by dying I could save so
many of my brothers from (the bendrtge of the
white man." , „ , •,' • . ;.

By this fim.e the excitement had risen to such
a pitch that the officer in command had Joseph
led away by force and returned to the Washing,
ton. Even this* the hero bore with stoical dig.
nity, while his poor countrymen uttered the
most piercing yells. On board the Washington
he was marinaded to prevent his leaping over-
board. Even this failed to elicit the slightest
perceptible emotion. This was on Tuesday.—
On Wednesday he signified by motions that if
they would take him on board the schqoner a-
gain, he would show them a hankerchief full of
doubloons. He was accordingly sent on board.
His manacles were taken off and he omce more
went below to receive congratulations, even
more wild and enthusiastic than those of Tues-
day. Antonio was told to watch and listen to
him. Instead'of finding the doubloons, he a.
gain addressed the ncgroeB, which, according to
the interpretation of Antonio to Spanish, and
from Spanish to English by John Jay Hyde,
Esq.. editor of the New London Gazette, was as
follows:—

41 My brothers, I am once m re amo-ng you,
having deceived the enemy of our race by say.
ing I had doubloons. I name to tell you that you
have only one chance for death, and none for
liberty. I am sure yyu prefer death, as I do. You
can by killing the while men now on board, and
I will help you, make the people here kill ymi.
It is belter fop you to do this, and then you will
not only avert bondage yourselves, but prevent
the entailemeut of unnumbered wrongs on your
children. Come—come with me then—" '

Antonio made the signal and the unsubdued
chief was dragged from the hold, again mana-
cled, and put on board the Washington. While
making this speech, his check shone, and his
eye was often turned to the sailors in charge.—
The negroes yelled and looked as fiercely as he
did. They leapt about and seemed like crea-
tures under some talismanic power. On his way
to the Washington, the hero moved not a mus-
clc, but kept his eye fixed on the schooner.—
On board the Washington he made a thousand
gestures and motions to be taken on deck, as if
on some urgent and important errand. 'But
when led up he only looks at the sehponer, and
remains with Ms eye fixed upon her till taken
below again. He evinces no emotion, and had
be lived in the days of Greece or Rome, his
name wouldtyave been handed down to posteri-
ty as one who had practised those most sublime

of all virtues—disinterested patriotism and un-
shrinking courage. Now most probably be will
be hanged as a murderer and pirate.

On Wednesday night, Captain Gedney dis-
patched an express to the U. 8 . Marshall'.fit N .
Haven, who gave information to his Honor A.
T. Judsoa, U. S. District Judge. On Thursday
morning bothlhese gentlemen arrived, and af.
ter careful deliberation, concluded to hold their
court on board the Washington, then lying off
the Forti within muHkct shot of the schooner.
Lieu}, Wooleott kindly offered Ahe services of
the TL S. Cutter Experiment to take,all iaterr
este'd on board the Washington, The U. S.
Marshal very politely took us under his protec-
tion.

JUDICAL INVESTIGATION,
At anchor, nn board the U. S. Cutter Wash-

ingtoitf, commanded by Lieut. Gedney.
JVJEW LONDON. Aug. 26, 1839.

His Honor Andrew T. JucTson,' U. S. Dis-
trict Judge, on the behch,-C. A. Ingersol, Enq.
appearing for the U. S. .District^ Attorney.—
The court was opened by the U. S. Marshall.
The clerk then swore T>aa Pedrp Montez, owner
of part of the cargo,, and three of the slaves,
and Don Jose Ruiz, ajso, owner of part of the
cargo, and forty-nine df the slaves. These gen-
tlemen then lodged a. complaint*against Joseph-
Cinquez, (the leader in the alleged offence) An-
tonio, Simon Lacis, Peter, Marlrn, Manuel,
Andrew, Edward, Baledonis, Barthoiemew,
Raymond, Augustine, Eva'risto, Castmiro,
Merchoy Gabriel, ^antarid, Escalastico, Pasco-
al, Estanilaus, .Desiderio, Nicholas, Stephen,
Thomas, Cbrsino, Lewis, Bartolo, Julian,
Frederick.' Sat'umio,, Larduslado, Celestino,
Epifanioj Teyacio, Genancio, Phillip, Francis,
Hipiloto, Venito. Tidoro, Vincitoi, Dinecio,
Apolonio, Ezidiquiel, Leon, Julius, Hjrbolo.
to 2d, and J^idnon, or such of the abtive as
might be alive at that time. It was ascertained
that Joseph Cinquez and 38 others, were^alive
and on the complaint an indictment was fra-
med charging them -With morder and piracy on
board the Spanish' schooner AmisteaoV

Jflseph Oinqupz,. the leader, was brought into
the cabrn manacled. He had a cord round his
neck, to which a snuffbox was suspended. He
wore a red flannel shirt, and duck pantaloons.
The portrait we had taken is an excellent like-
ness, but it is deficient in the hero like expres-
sion of his eye, and brow. His appearance was
heat, and in cleanliness would compare advan-
tageously with any colered dandy in Broadway,
He was calm and collected. Occasionally he
smiled with, a melancholy but determined expres-
sion.'bul he evinced no fear. At intervals he
motioned with his hand that he expected to be
hanged, and then for a moment would gaze in-
tensely on his accusers.

Lieut. R. W. Meade, who speaks the Span,
ish language, both elegantly and fluently, acted
as an interpreter between the Spaniards and
the court. The poor prisoner did not under-
stand a, word in either language, and stood a
mute spectator, although interested in the event.

Several bundles of let.ters were produced, sa-
ved from, the Arrrtistead, and such as were un»
sealed read. The con ten ts> being simply com-
mercial can be of no interest to the reader.—
Among the papers were two licenses from the
Governor of Havana, Gen. Ezpeleta, one for
three slaves, owned by Pedro Monies, one of
the men saved, and 49 owned by Senor Don
Jose Ruiz, the other that has escaped, allowiugr
the said/, slaves to he transported to Principe*
and commanding said owners to report their
arrival to the territorial Judge of the district in
whieh Principe is. situated. A license was
found permitting Pedro montcs, a merchant of
Principe, to proceed to Matanzaa, and transact
business, which was endorsed by the Governor
of Havana, and the officer of the pert. Regu-
lar passports were produced, allowing the pas.
sengers to proceed to their destination. A li-
cense was found permitting Seloslrno Ferrers,
a mulatto, owned, by Captain Ramon Ferrers,
and employed as a cook, to proceed on tho
voyage, Other licenses for each sailor were
produced and read, all of which were regularly
signed, and endorsed by the proper authorities.
v The Custom House clearance, dated the 18th
May, 1839, was produced. Also another dated
27th June, 1839, all regular. Several licensee
permitting goods to be shipped on board the
Amistead, were read, and decided to be regular.

Lieut. R. W. Meade testified that he was in
the boat which boarded the Am is lead, a n (j d e .
manded the papers, which were unhesitatingly
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oelivcred. Previous to this demand Senor Don
Jose Ruii had claimed protection for himself
«nd Don Pedro Monies, the only white men on
board. The protection was immediately gran-
ted and the vessel brought.to New London,

Many of the events which are detailed in the
narrative were omitted in the evidence as
having no hearing on the guilt or innocence of
the accused* in liie present stage of the proceed,
ings. ''

Senor Don Jose Ruiz was next sworn, and
testified as fallows. I bought 49 slaves in
Havana, and shipped them on board the schoon-
er Anj is lead. We sailed for Guanaja, the in-
termediate port for Principe. For the four first
days every thing went on well. In the night
heard a notice in the foresale. All of us were
asleep except the man at helm. Do not know
how things began ; was awoke by the noise This
man, Joseph, I saw. Cannot tell how many
were engaged. There was no moon. It was
very dark. I took up an oar and tried.to quell
the mutiny ; I cried no 1 no ! I then heard one
ofthe crew cry murder. I then heard the cap.
tain order the cabin hoy to go below and get
some bread to throw to them, in hope to pacify
the negroes. I went below and called on Montes
to follow me, and told them not to kill me ; 1
did not see the captain killed. They called me
on deck, and told me I should not be hurt. I
asked them as a favor to spare the old man. They
did so. After this they went below and ran.
sacked the trunks of the passengers. Before
dofr*g this, they tied our hands. We went on
our course—don't know who was at the helm.
Next day I missed Capt. Ramon Ferrer, two
sailers, Manuel Pagiila, and Yacinto—and Sel-
estina, the cook. We all slept on deck. The
slaves told us next day that they had killed all;
but the cabin boy said that they had killed only
the captain and cook. The other two he said
had escaped in the cauoe^a small boat. The
cabin boy is an African by birth, but has lived
a long time in Cuba. His name is Antonio, and
belonged to the captain. From this time we
were compelled to steer east in the day :> but
sometimes the wind would not allow us to steer
east, then they would threaten us with death.
In tfie night we steered west, and Ttept to the
northward as much as possible. We were six
or seven leagues from land when the outbreak
took place. Antonio is yet alive. They would
have killed him, but he acted as interpreter be-
'tween us, as he understood both languages. He
is now on board the schooner. Principe is about
two days sail, from Havana, or 100 leagues,
reckoning 3 miles to a league. Sometimes,
when the winds are adverse, the passage occu.
pies 15 days.

Senor Don Pedro Moutes was next sworn.
This witness testified altogether in Spanish,
Ljeut. R.'W. Meade, interpreter.

We left Havana on the 28th of June. I own-
ed 4 slaves, 3 females and 1 male. For 3 days
the wind was ahead, and all went well. Be-
tween 1} and 12 at night, just as the moon was
vising* sky dark and cloudy, weather very rainy
on the fourth night, I laid down on a mattraes
Between 3 and 4 was awakened by a noise
which was caused by blows given to the mulat.
to cook. I went on deck and they attacked me.
I seized a stick and a knife, with a view to do.
fend myself. I did not wish to kill or hurt
them, At this time the prisoner wounded me
on the head severely with one of the sugar
knives, also on the arm. I then ran below^and

. atowed myself between two barrels, wrapped up
in a sail. (Here the prisoner mdt%ped for hie
snuff boy.) The prisoner rushed after me and
attempted to kill me, but was prevented by the
inteference of another man. I recollect who
struck me, but was not sufficiently sensible to
distinguish the man who saved me. I was faint
from loss of blood. I was then 'taken on deck
and'tied to the hand of Ruiz. After this they
commanded me to steer for their country. I told
them I did not know the way. I was much a-
fraid, and had lost my senses, 6o I cannot recol-
lect who tied me. On the second day after the
mutiny a heavy gale came on. I still steered,
having once been a master of a vessel.—
When recovered, ] steered for Havana, in the
night by the star?, but by the mn in the day,
taking care to make no more way than possible.
After sailing fifty leagues, we saw an Ameri-
can merchant ship, but did not speak her. We
were also passed by a schooner, but were unno-
ticed. Every moment my life waa threatened,
1 know nothing of the murder of the captain.
All I know of the murder of the mulatto is that

I heard the blows. He was asleep when at-
tacked. Next morning the ncgroeshad wash,
ed the decks. During the rain the} captain was
at the helm. They were all glad," next day, at
what had happened. The prisoners treated me
harshly,, and, but for the interference'of others,
would have killed me several times every day.—
We kept no reckoning. I did not know how
many days we had been out, nor what day of
the week it was when the officers came on board.
We anchored .at least thirty times, and lost
an anchor at New Providence. When at an-
chor we were treated well, but at sea they act-
ed very cruelly toward me. They 6oce wanted
me to drop anchor in tho high seas. I had no
wish to kill any of them, but prevented them
from filling each other. ,

The prisoner was now sent to his quarters,
and the Court adjourned to ^the schooner that
she might be inspected, and ibat Antotiia when
making his deposition might recognise thos,e
who murdered the Captain and his mulatto
cook.

ADJOURNED INVESTIGATION ON BOARD THE AMI9.
TEAD.

Antonio, the slave of the murdered Captain',
was called before the Court, and' was addressed
ip Spanish, by Lieut Meade, on the nature of
au oaCh. He .said he was a Christian, and on
being sworn, he thus testified.

" We Jiad been out four days when the mutiny
brokb out. That night it had been raining very
hard, and all hands had been on. deck. The rain
ceased, but still it was very dark- Clouds cov-
ered the moon. After the rain, the Captain and
the mulatto lay down on some mattrasses, that
they had brought on deck; Four of the slaves
came aft, armed with those knives which are
used to cut sugar cane; they struck the Captain
across the face twice or three times ; they struck
the mulatto oftener. Neither of them groaned,
By. this time the.rest of the slaves had come on
deck, ajl armedin.the same way. , The man at
trie wheel and another let down the small boat
and escaped. I was awake and saw it all.—
The mbii escaped, before Senor Ruiz, and Senor
Montez awoke. Joseph, the man in irons, was
the leader ; he attached Senor Montez. Senor
Monti z fought with them and wanted them to
be still. Trie Captain ordered me to throw some
bread amongst them. I do so, but they would
not touch it. After lulling the Captain and the
cook and wounding Senor Monttz, they tied
Montez and Ruiz by the bands till they had ran-
sacked the cabin. After doing so' they loosed
them, and they went below. Sen or Montez
could scarcely walk. The bodies of the captain
and 'mulatto were thrown oveiboard, and the
decks washed. One of Jthe slaves who attached
the Captain has since died.' Joseph was one,
two of them are now below. (The boy then
went on deck and picked out the two negroes
who had conspired to kill the Captain, and mu-
latto.) " *

The examination of the toy being finished,
the court returned by the conveyance which put
it on board the Washington, and after being in
consultation soinc lime came to the following
decision :—

Joseph Cinquez, the leader, and 38 Others, as
named in the indictment, st,and committed for
trial before' the next Circut Court at Hartford,
to be holden on the 17th day of September next.

The three girls, and Anlonia, the cabin boy,
are ordered to give bonds in the sum of $100
each to appear-before the said court and give
evidence in the aforesaid case, and for want of
such bonds to be committed to the county jail
in the city of New Haven. *< These persons
were not indicted.

Lieut. R, W. Meade, Don Jose Ruiz,, and Don
Pedro Montez, are ordered to recognise in the
sum of $100 each to appear and give evidence
in said case, before the aforesaid court.

The court now finally adjourned, having giv-
en an order on the U. S. Marshal to tiansport
them to New Haven.

As we were about to leave, the following was
put into our hands by Senor Ruiz, with a request
that i,t might be published in all,the city papers.

A CARD.
NEW LONDON, Aug, 29, 1839.

The subscriber, Don Jose Ruiz and Don Pe-
djo Montcz, in gratitude for, their most unhoped
for and providential rescue from, the handB of a
ruthless gang of African buccaneers and an
awful death, would take this means of express-
ine. in eome slight degree, their thankfulness
and obligation lo Lieut. Cora. T. R. Gedney

and the officers and crew of the-U. S. surveying
brig Washington, for their decision in seizing
the Armistead, and their unremitting kindness
and hospitality in providing for their comfort
on board their vessel, as well as the means they
have taken for the protection of their property.

We alao must express our indebtedness to
that nation whose flag they so worthily bear,
with an assurance that this act wilr be duly ap-
preciated by our most gracious sovereign, Her

'Majesty the Queen of Spain.
DON JOSE RUIZ.
DON PEDRO MONTEZ.

From the Boston Transtnpt.
ADMIRAL SIR ISAAC COFFIN.

There were somethings about this personage,
too much out ofthe common course to allow of
letting him.go down to the grave without a vol-
lejv Our readers all know that the admiral
was a -.Bostoriian- He loved to speak of the
times when he was "a dirty faced little rascal,
licking molasses with the boyB on Long wharf."
This was-before the Revolution. The-veterans
say that his family—which we .̂have always
heard was rather of 'humble condition than oth-
erwise—resided in Providence House Court.

Isaac was not destined, however, to be always
licking molasB.es. There was a spirit^ in him
which yearned for activity and adventure, and
we find him in the British navy at a very early
date. In this service no man more thoroughly
earned that advancement and reputation which
are both-BO hard to be earned. He went regu-
larly and rigorously, we bdlieve, thcough all the
ordinary grades, till he reached the fourth step
from the summit of a list which is always long
enough to discourage the hardiest aspirant. Du-
ring this long service he must have1 lived 'over
strange scenes. Indeed we know very well
that he did so, and can only regret that we hear
nothing of a memoir appearing which should
embody the spirit of those things.

At one time, the Duke of Clarence was an.
der him—as midshipman, we believe. William
got greatly attached to his commander too, who,
though " rude in speech" sometimes, had yet,
as the Indians say; a soft heart and a large one.
As Duke and King, the middy afterward did all
he could for Coffin's promotion, nor was he con-
tent to relinquish his society after coming to
the throne. It is about three years since Wil.
liarh, inviting him to dine, was informed 'by
the admiral that the gout, his great enemy, had
wholly disabled him: he was obliged to be
trundled about in his easy chair." "Well, then,
come with your easy chair," was the royal sai.
lor's response to his old comrade ; and go with
his easy chair he did. He had long before this
received a splendid medal on some occasion
from his sovereign's hand. This he carried with
him on land and sea, and he had it when he wan
cast adrift on the Atlantic ten yearB ago or
more, by the burning of the "Boston." It was
the only article then saved out of all his chat-
tels, but his happinesB was complete when it
was held up to him on Capt. Mackay's deck,
while tho helpless hero lay there flat on MB
back.

This we have from a spectator of the scene.
Our neighbor Osgood, the artist, was on board
the Boston at the time. He describes the -fire
(lightning in a cottort ship) and tho whole
scene, as terrific. The sea ran mountains high,
and it seemed doubtful if a boat could live, yet
the admiral never blenched. He was disabled.,
and his companions were very anxious to save
him. Mr. O. says that as several were about to
go below for that purpdse, they encountered
the veteran at the head of the cabin stairs. He,
having heard of the danger, had ascended thus
far, by th.g assistance of his servant, and with
great and painful exertion- A mattrass was
laid in the whale boat, which was on the quar.
ter. On this he was placed, with his servant
by his side, while a roan waB stationed at each
tackle. He, at the bows, seemed well aware of
the critical situation in which they were pla-
ced; but the man at the stern took out his
knife,' and when the wave rose to the boat, cut
the tackle, so that when the latter rose again,
the other end being fast, the boat waB half filled
with water, and the sailor at the Btern thrown
into the deep. By this time the bow-tacklo was
unhooked, the boat cleared from the side* a*d
the old tar taken, half drowned, from the soa,
to receive a severe reprimand from the fearless
man whom he had so unintentionally immersed
in a cold bath.

Thus this scene went on till all were afloat,
in boats, three hundred miles from land. One
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•oon died of exhaustion. The rest were on an
allowance of a third of a biscuit and, a gill, of
wa'er a day. The admiral not only shared all,
but he alone kept up the life of the company,
giving them every encouragement, and binding
up occasionally with one of his best songs.—
"Oh. my lads," he roared out at one lime,
*'don't look so eagerly at my old carcase ;
here's a young painter that will make a much
better meal !" Fortunately this lasted but a£
night and a day. The passengers i>ot into this
port not long after. The admiral went to the
Tremont again, just as if all was hot lost.—
Moreover, he1 Bat to the artist, and paid him
double price. He also gave Captain Mackay,
who rescued the company, a douceur, of five
hundred dollars and a splendid gold watch.

This is a long story, but it shows the whole
man. He was a sailor of the old dchool. * Smol.
lei would have gloried in him, but he was too
good for Smol let. With all his little eccentric
ities, and ill-disciplined as he was, there was a
aound sense and sterling Yankee epirit at the
bottom, which still kept him erect, and sent
him ahead. Yet. to his shrewdness were added
a gallantry and generosity that flniohed from
nothing. His impulses were noble and he
yielded jp^them. He once commanded a ship
when a man was knocked overboard in a gale ;
his oonffade hesitated, but not Coffin ;|in five
minutesi he had the fellow on.deck again, heels
over head. "Ah, you blackguard," he cried,
an he Bhook tb.3 wafer out of his Irowsers,
•' You've enst me a new hnt."

Atjfcnother time he had a fire, suddenly dis-
covered below, which-proved to be close to the
magazine, and e-ven the* old sailors were so
frightened that sixty of them swam ashore.—
The admiral, however, led on the rest to the
rescue, and the fire was, with great exertions,
e*ltnguisln-d. As to liberality, his character
i» W49JI known. We see tha* he has lately
been publicly thanked as a, leading benefac
tor of the "Naval School/' Every body knows
that tho Coffin School, consisting chiefly of
persons of that family, has long been flourish,
tug by his benificencc at NantucKei, where
there are said to be, at least, 500 of Lie name.

The old man loved America best after all.—
There was nothing liko Boston to him. Much
more might be added to this gossip, but enongh.
We hope trial some of the admiral'd cotempir.
rarict, who are qualified, will let u« hear from
them. Meanwhile, as we we said before, they'll
excuse this "viUey*"

'I say, Harry, were you at the battle of Bunk-
er HjH ?" 'Natexactly, Tom, but then my,dad.
dv says he knew a man that told him that lie
•aw ah old friend of his that had an uncle who
often affirmed that a great grandfather, by the
mother's side, belonged to a regiment of fqot,
in which there was a man who said that a dad-
djf of his told him that a mercantile uncle met
• man one day who said he had seen General
Washington about thoae digging one day afore
breakfast 1—'Were you ever any closer ?' Not
qtiite as near gunshot as that, I thank yuu !'—
Franklin Review.

'You ought to marry.' 'Never.' 'I know a
good girl for you.' •But perhaps you—pshaw !
you dont know her.' 'She is young.' 'Then
•he is sly.' 'Beautiful.' 'Thon more danger-
ous.' 'Of good family.' 'Then she is proud/
'Tender hearted.' 'Then she is jealous.' 'She
has talents.1 To kill me.' 'And one hundred
thousand dollars.' 'I will take her!'

A Oood 'UA.—A wag, after reading the state.
ment that the Stale Prison in Connecticut pro.
ilncad a profit to the Slate of about $5,000 per
annum, recommended that all the citizcun of the
Stale be imprisoned " on speculation."

"If you don'i accept my challenge," said one
gohtlemau of honor to another, "1 wi 1 gazelle
you—BO take your choice." "Gu'ahdad," said
tJie other. "1 had rather fill six gazettes than
one oornV."

An Explanation.—•Come, my friend ; tip us
the rhiuu.' 'What'* tip ua the rhino?' 'Why,
out with the dust.' 'I don't understand.1 'Why,
post the pony.1 'Post the pony 7' 'Yen, shell
out.' 'Really. I am at a lose.' 'Why, fork,up.'
'Inexplicable!' Z >undx, man, cash down.'

In Fullun street, near Broadway, New York,
there is a sign which reads 'T Pecker, wood
engraver.' Ho U, of course, a WOOL1.pecker.

FOREIGN C O R R E S P O N D E N C E .

Correspondence of the Rochester Daily Democrat.
EDINBURGH, June 21. 1839.

I left London on the lf?th and reached Edin-
burgh on the 20th inst., the new portion of
which is one of the handsomest cities, in Europe.
It stands, as yoo are aware, upon'elevated hills,
some two miles away from the Frjth of Forth,
which it overlooks, and looks out upon the Eng.
lish channel. From the port of Luvth, which
is the landing place for Edinburgh, the ground
gradually ascends to the city. The hill side is
very picturesque, clothed with clumps of trees,
green p&sturage and gardens. The city stands
upon three hills running parallel with each oth-
er and the Frith of Forth, the central of which
is the highest, upon which, and the hill in the
rear, stands the old town. The hills are divided
by a deep ravine and connected'try bridgos ; as
you pass from one to the other, you cross a sin-
gle street which passes under the bridge 50 feet
below you, along which rows qf buildings rise,
50 feet above your head, and at the side of the
way are entrances running down to the street
below and to the stories above—each story ac-
commodating a family. The new town stands
u^on a lesser hill, and is the first you approach
from the port—forming an inclined plane,
looking out upon the Frith of Forth—with its
uniform streets, lined with noble buildings, com-g

pose.d of Scotch granite, equally uniform,, va.
ricd by numerous squares,, ornamented with
trees, flowers and fountains, in the midst of
which rise noble monument?, which, with the
numberless towers, cupalocs and church .stee-
ples of this puritan city, presents a most grand
and imposing view from the sea as you approach
it. As you pass around the town, you arc;
shown many things connected with scenes of
thrilling interest in Scotch history. High street
commences at Holy Rood House, which was
the palace'of the Scotch kings, and runs along
the top of the loftiest hi|J upon which the old
town is built, to the Castle, which terminates
it. Near the foot of this street, on the corner
of a house, is a pulpit, with a miniature like
ness of John Kuox standing in it. It is said to
be the spot where that fearless reformer preach,
ed his first sermon, to a multitude in the street,
in the midst of which he was shot at, and the
bullet struck the building, passing within an
inch of his head. It is related of him that he
coolly remarked that ah inch was as good as a
mile, and continued his discourse.

Holy Rood house and its grounds are still '
kept up as an appendage to the English court
Itis a large antique building, composed of Scotch
free stone, surrounding a court with inner por-
ticoes and composed of a variety of orders of
architecture, as it is the offspring of different
designs and ages. It contains many old paint-
ings, rnosily representing characters in Scotch
history, and a royal library. The rooms of
Queen Mary occupy the oldeBt portion of the
palace and arc kept in the same stale as she left
them. The visitor is shown her table, mirrors,
chairs and bed that she brought from France,
which occupy the same rooms as when she was
there. Adjoining her bed room is a small clos-
et, looking out upon the park, where her Ital-
ian favorite was I t tea when he was arrested.—
The conspirators entered the Queen's bedroom
by a naprow back stair way and dragged him
from tho tea room, through ihe bedro >tn, to an
adjoining one, where they dispatched him. The
colour of the floor is darkened, which is said to
have been caused by his blood. Some portion
of Damby's armor and the military glovoa worn
at the time of his death are seen ; also a favor.

ite miniature 1 ikencss of Qu.en Mary. To tb«
right of the palace rises Carlton Hill, upon
which stands the High School—one of the fin.
est buildings in Edinburgh—still above which
riSes a monument lo Nelson a«d another to
Burns. Burns' contains a statue which is said
to be a correct likeness of hiro.^ Near by, the
people of Edinburgh commenced, some years
since, a national monument, upon a grand scale,
(it seems they did not count the cost.) the ex-
pense of completing which has been found so
great that they have abandoned it at present, if
not forever. They had laid the foundation and
reared the columns in front, which are compos-
ed of white marble, of the Corinthian order,
fluted, are of immense size, and in imitation of
the Collisium, at R >me, and if completed upon
the same magnificent scale as com me need,
would be one of the noblest monuments of the
age. From this hill is a beautiful view of iho
city and surrounding country. T<» the left of
High street*, as you approach the castle, stands
the church in whieU John K IOX preached. It has
nothing to recommend it to notice but its an-
tiquity and historical associations. A little far.
the* on stands the old house in which Sir Wai.
ter Scott was born ; and still farther is the bu-
rying ground of the manyrs who fell in the
reformation. A monument is erected to their
memory, near which, it states, the most of the
remains of 38,000. who suffered for the cause of
Christ in 20 years, during the reformation,
are deposited—amongst whom was the Duke of
Argylc and other noble martyrs! Still higher
up, at the termination of the lull, stands the
castle, elevated and overlooking the city, as if
the genius of man had surmounted the cloud
encircled rocks with other towns, reaching from
earth to heaven. " It is a strong fortification*
approachable only from the hill on the side of
the city. It contains the ancient crown of |h«
Scotch Kings, old armor, &c. You are also
shown the cannon from which the keys of tb«
castle were discharged against the followers of
Charles the Pretender, when he besieged it. He
demanded the delivery of the keys and surren-
der of the castle ; and received in reply, assur-
ance that they should be delivered the next day,
from the hands of a maiden, They were put
into this .piece with scraps of iron and fired off,
—at the first discharge ever made from it—kill,
ing many of the, followers of Charles. On th*
side of the hill, west of the castle, stands th«
old house in which Allen Rumsey lived and
composed his "Gentle Shepherd." The College,
Parliament House, Museum, and all live public
institutions are noble edifices; the most of them
moder'nt and of a character highly creditable to
the city, a description of which the limits of
my letter will not permit.

As you pass from street to street at night, and
mingle witn the people, the notes of the niio-
slrel breaks upon your ear. Nature's golden
harp, touched by the fair songster, (though not
so fair as thoso of sunnier climes and the ma-
jority of them more degraded) lends enchant.

. merit to the scene. Among them, a daughter
of Ireland sang not inaptly, the sweet airs of
her own patriot isle, mingling her music with
the spirit-stirring notes ot the loftier national
airs of Scotland, to which the rude bag-pipes
lent wild enchantment, awakening association*'
of the fondest recollections, and carrying one
back to the time when this unconquerod people
acknowledged no other lords than those of their
own creation, and were as free aB the untamed
eagle in his mountain eira, or the winds that
sweep over their native hills. Though that
freedom is now somewhat abridged, and they ara
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•ubjeol to Another realm, tho unconquerable
spirit or their anocstors lives on, maintaining
»«r them their ancient rights, and the freedom
• f their original institutions to greater extent
than is enjoyed by any other subjects of the
British crown. It is not to be disguised, how.
ever, that that free and patriot spirit that no hu
man power could conquer, has proved in some
respects, unequal to the conquest of itself, which
i« abundantly evinced in the ravages of the de.
straying angel of intemperance, which, even a
oiongat this puritan people, goes forth from con.
^tiering to conquer, tracking blood over the
land. The social habits of the Scotch, which
either begets tippling, or tippling begets that
•pirit of hilarity for which they are so much re-
nowned, and which is evinced in that mirthful
glee which is manifested amongst the lower
•lasses, and is more or less the out breaking pf
intemperance. Edinburgh has less of drun.
kennesp, perhaps, than some other cities, as its
population is of a more elevated character, com.
posed of the nobility, and intellectual and mon-
eyed aristocracy of Scotlani—henco it is, that
to much wealth is expended and taste displayed
in their parks, temples and private edifices.

The best view of the city and surrounding
country is from Arthur's seat, a mountain which
rises back of the city near a thousand feet—
you commence the ascent from near Holy .Rood
House. It had been raining the most of the
day and the mountain top was covered with
mist, whhh cleared away in the afternoon, and
I thought I should have no more favorable time
to obtain a view, and commenced ascending it
by a circuitous route through pasture grounds,
too steep for anything but sheep and goats to
feed upon, herds of which enliven the mountain
•ide. Before I had reached half way up, the
mist returned—the whole mountain was shroud-
«.J in fog so dense that but a few paces of it
u m e within range of the vision at once. I
continued my course, hoping that the wind would
•letraway the mist, and that I should still be a-
bla to look out upon the earth below. Before
I reached the craigs and lightning splintered
rooks which compose the peak, it commenced
raining, and continued pouring down in floods J
from which, when I had reached the top, I pro-
teoted myself as well as 1 could, by crawling
behind, and upon the leeward side of, some of
the larger rocks. -The wind blew and roared a.
mong the rocks with all the resistless fury of
the wintry tempest—moaning, whistling, and
(ben roaring, as if the storm god, and all the
windy warriors, were battling in the clouds a
round the mountain peak—whose riven rocks
took as if they were not BtraDgers to Nature's
elemental wars.

The storm abated, but the mist continued ;
amd I was still partially hid among the rocks,
waiting for it to clear away, when^genlleman
•tad lady, who had been caught part of the way
•p the raouritai.i, came up dripping in the rain.
Tits lady discovered me first, and screamed,
catching1 hold of her husband. He started, and
turned pale, anJ was as much frightened as i f
attacked by a banditti. I oaw their fright and
kept my place, and spoke to thrrn, tilling them
that I was an unfortunc pilgrim like themselves,
who bad been caught in tho storm. The gen-
tleman immediately recovered from his fright,
but. the lady's nerves were more affected. I
•ouvurscd wuli her, but during the time she re-
luiioed, she did not recover from the tremor oc-
•avioueil by the frtght. 1 met them, afterwards,
in the Highlands, and she had not forgotten her
fright among the rucks of Arthur's seat.

A !itil« before sun.set, the mist cleared away,

when one of the most enchanting views ima
ginablo spread out a perfect panorama within
the range of vision. The city lay at my feet,
exhibiting its numerous squares at one view,
with all (he rich variety of shade and verdure,
with flower enamelled borders, from which rise
Melvil's. Pitt's, Nelson's, and other monuments
as if puling deities, presiding over the scene.
Beyond it, the Frith of Forth winds its silvery
thread, meandering through broal bottom lands.
Still farther on rise the ever varying hills of
Fifeshjre, bounded by the bay and sea, darken,
ed by the smoke of a hundred steamers rising
to the clouds from among the tall masts of birds
of commerce and warrior ships; while in your
rear sleeps in great beauty the vale of Teviot,
bounded by the blue mountains of Cheviot.-*-'
Farther on tht^left, long lines of the Pentland
hills darken the horizon. In front, and far a-
way, the' venerable towers of Sterling comes
booming upon the vision. Beneath its walls
stretches out the immortal fields of Bannock-
burn ; and still farther on, rise in dark outline,
the Grampion hills.

YOUNG MEN. READ THIS.
A SCENE FROM '» CLEMENT FALCONER."

Mr. Crabbe entered his office one morning,
after having parsed from the grave to the gay,
in his usual manner at the table of a friend, and
throwing himself into a chair, 'Clem,' said he,
'lay aside that book and fet us talk.' The vol.
i>me being deposited on the Inble, he continued :
'I have turned out of my office a number of ve-
ry clever, and a few very diet nguished men,
and whether you are to go in advance of your
predecessors, or to fall behind them must depend
in some measure upon nature to be sure, but
mainly gpon yourself. I was sitting in this
place one morning in the fall of the year, when
in stepped a long, lank, limber young Yankee.
His cane was thrown over hit shoulder, from
which depended down his back a bandana hand,
kerchief, containing all the wordly goods he
possessed besides those he had on. He wore a
slouched beaver, a threadbare coat, linen panta-
loons, and a coarse pair of shoes, and had trav-
eled on foot from the mountains of New Hamp.
shire, on his way to the West. But it had oc-
enrnd to him that morning, BB he said, that be.
fore he arrived in the new Slates, he would like
to study the law, and requested permission to
begin his studies forthwith in my office, desi.
ring me to state, at the same time, what was
the customary student's fee in these parts.—
Somewhat startled at first by the apparition, I
had thought of not receiving him, but there
was something in the quiet determination of
his eye, and the confident business air with
which he threw down his bundle, and opened
the subject of his wishes, and still more in the
hardy enterprise and firm ness of purpose, im
plied in the whole conduct of the young man,
that pleased me exceedingly, ind I told him he
was wtlcome to use my books, and to such aid
as I could aff»rd him in the prosecution of his
studies. That my charge for those young gen-
tlemen who were able to pay me conveniently,
was one hundred dollars per annum ; but those
who could not afford this expenditure, I wiiling-
ly received without charge. Hu replied that he
had no money, and could only way, that after he
should be qualified in practice, and got into
business, which he ho pud he would not be long
in doing, he would remit my fee from the West.
He net in accordingly, paying his board, and
providing himself with clothing, by taking a
class of young men to whom he gave instruc-
tions at nights in Latin and Greek, and was
never absent from the office but one day for
three years, at which lime he was admitted to
the bur. He now again took up his cane and
bundle continuing hm iramp over the mountains,
and sat himself down in the then territory of
Indiana, whence he remitted me, in sums from
lime to lime, the whole amount of my' tee. 1
wrote to him, declaring that I was unwilling to
receive his monej?) ami hoping that he would
consider rne satisfied, but he insisted upon pay.
ing me every farthing. And now thai man is
a Senator in Coii^retm from the W«:H, building
up a well earucd lauic auiuug ibu gi*&i men of
Uu Nation.

Eating and Drinking.—Mr. Combe while de.
livering one of the Franklin lectures, in this.city
a few weeks since, in the course of some physi.
ological remark.*, alluded to the propensity of
the Americans for good living. He said that
the greatest difficulty which he had experienced
since hi* arrival in this country, was how to
resist the temptations to eat of the great varie-

, ties of rich food which surrounded him on, every
• aide. And this close observer of human nature

was right—the Americans as a people are ex-
ceedingly fond of good eating and drinking.—
Indeed this is their chief and most approved
mode of testifying joy on any extraordinary oc-
casion. If a distinguished man, a soldier or a
statesman, is supposed to have deserved some
mark of distinguished honor, he is invited to a
public dinner, and is feasted to his heart's con-
tent amid the cheers of his assembled and enthu-
siastic friends, who regard every approbation
mouthful of the choice viands, or swallow of
sparkling Cl)a,mpaigne, as a further extinction
of the debt of gratitude they owe him for bis
services.

A id in private life, if a gentleman invites t
fe* friends to assemble at bis house, instead of
providing an intellectual entertainment such as
would do honor to human nature, he cater*
merely to gratify sensual appetites. Not only
his most important, bui his only care is to makn
for the occasion a great variety of expensive
delicacies to ti-kle the palate—and the more
successful he is in thus laving temptations in
the way of his guests to eat and drink far more
than nature craves, the greater is his own grati-
fication, and in ail likelihood the gratifications
of his guests who laud him without measure for
his excellent taste, and unbounded hospitality.

In like manner, if a lady gives a party, the
first question she asks herself is, what entertain*
ment she shall provide. She accordingly sets
her wits to work, to devise a variety of refresh-
ments, which shall be abundant and genteel ;—
and her pride and gratification are in direct pro.
portion to the variety and excellency of tbe
means produced to gratify the unnatural long,
ing of an epicure. And the guests, for days af-
terwards, in canvassing the characterfof the en-
tertainment, instead of speaking of an inlellec-
tual pleasure which they derived from the par- '
ty, dwell with much gusto on the variety of
cakes, ices, comfits, syllabubs, fruit, wines &o.,
& c , which were produced and demolished on
the occasion.

Eating and drinking therefore, lo our shame
be it said—xeem to bo an important part of I he
business of our lives, and a foreigner may be
forgivt-n lor supposing that we conceive the n«
plug ultra of human happiness lo conuist in a
well furnished table*—Mercantile Jour.

Tk> Gentleman at Church may be known 6$ th»
following murks.—Comes in good season, soa»
neither 10 interrupt the pastor or congregation
by a late arrival.

Does not slop upon the steps or in the portico,
to gap at the ladies, salute friends, or display
his colloquial powers.

Opeiib and shuts the door gently, and walks
deliberately up the aisle or gallery stairs aDd
gets lo his Beat a« quietly, and by making as
few people remove an possible.

Takes his seat either in the back part of tbe
seat or steps out into the aisle when any one
wishes to pass in, and never thinks of such a
thing as making people crowd pasi him wniW;
keeping Ins place in lite seat.

lu always attentive to strangers, and given
up hiti scat to such ; seeking another lor hiiu-
self.

Never thinks of defiling the house of God
with lubacco epi tie, or annoy nig ihuse who ail
near him by chewing thai uauccous weed iu
church.

Never, unless in case of illness, gets up and
goes out in lime of service. Hut if necessity
compel* him lo do so, goett so quietly thai IIM
very manner ia an apology for ihe act.

DJC8 not eu^i'ge in conversation be lore com-
mencement ol M?rvice.

Doc* not• whisper or laugh, or eat fruit in the
house of God, or lounge.

Does not rush out at' church like a ramping
horns ilic moment the benediction is pronounced
but reliruH t»Jowly in a ii'.itiuless quiet inaunOr.

Docs all lie can, by precept, and example, to
prom ole the decorum of others.

The Hon. William Sullivan, a gentleman of
acknowledged private and public worth, tlif-ii
iu UiiBcily ytsteiduy.—Boston Atlas of BJvt.ctay.
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Sacred Concert.—We heard only the last two
pieces sung at Mr. MURRAY'S Concert at the
Brick Church on Thursday evening ; but those
were enough to convince us that the whole per-
formance has rarely been excelled by so. small'
a Choir. The audience was large, and every
countenance bore marks of satisfaction ; and
thJ8 is saying much in favor of the singing, in a
place where public taste has been so far culti-
vated and refined as in this city during the last,
few years. Miss ABBOTT sung with her usual
strength and sweetness, and, as our predeces-
sor used to say, "was the admired of all admi-
rers." While listening to her dulcet notes, we
could not avoid thinking, how perfect must be
the music of Heaven, where all the instruments
are from the Divine hand, and echo the gratified
emotions of redeemed and glorified spirits/

Diet.—Don't be frightened ! We are not go-
ing to inculcate offensive dogmas on this sub-
ject upon our readers. But there is trutlvin the
-following' paragraph, or our, experience is no
test and our-friends are welcome to all the
benefit they may derive from it:

People who eat much flesh, should not in-
dulge in fruit Those who do not may eat freely.

• The stomach that is fitted to digest the one, is
not in proper order for the other. Man is by
nature a fruit eating animal, but the free use of
flesh, especially highly seasoned dishes, perverts
his nature.

"Better late than Never," says the New Lon-
don Gazette, on announcing tjje marriage of
Mr. John Lait of Wekutee, Pa,., to Miss Julia
S. Never, aged 70.

Aspect of the Sky,—Four of the larger plan*
ets are now visible in the south-western sky,
early in the evening, viz, Venus, Jupiter, Mars,
and Saturn.

"Washington."—There are said to be two
counties, 87 post towns, 1 city and 1 borough in
the United States bearing the name of Washing.

ton.

Mr. RUSSELL, the vocalist, gave a concert at
Iihaca on the 20th. Some persons endeavored
to get up an excitement and disturb the concert,
but every thing, passed off well.'

The Georgia Historical Society have a vol.
ume in course of publication, which will ap-
pear early in the ensuing year.

" Nix Mate," the new novel by Rufua Dawes,
Esq., is nearly out. Tjie s^ory is laid in the
year 1688-9, during the first revolution in Mass-
achusetts.

Mr. Audubon, the distinguished Ornitholo-
gist, and lady, arrived at New York on Sunday,
in the packet ship George Washington, from
Liverpool.

Jonathan Tub was brought in by an officer
whs found him lying in the dirt, gloriously,fud.
died. The magistrate asked "how came you to
get so very drunk ?"

Jonathan. I aint very drunk—I'm only tole.
rably drunk !

Mag. 7/itolerably, you mean. You're a
swill-Tub.

Jonathan. No, I'm a. Jonathan Tub.
Ma,g. Or rather a Tub full—so you' shall be

fully committed. Jonathan was immediately
locked up.

March of Intelligence.—"Jim, how does the
thermometer stand to-day ?"

"Ours stands on the mantle-piece, right agin
the pi aster in."

From the Kenneheck Journal,
*' Let every man mind his own business."—

This is a good maxim but its-application is some-
times questionable. We have lately seen it a p.
plied to the friends of temperance who try to
stop others from drinking rum. Let,every man
dripk who chooses, says one,—it is nobody's
business but his own. ., '•

Well, thought we, as we laid down the paper,
perhaps it must be so—we cannot torop people
to be sober ; so as the bell has rung for nine,
we'll shut up the office, go home and go to bed.
On our way we heard a tremendous racket in a
low dirty-looking building; and amid the din,
the shrill cry of murder was distinctly heard.—
We rushed, in and,found a great ragged brute of
a fellow with bloodshot'eyes, mauling his wife
and children with an old ricketty chair. We
wrenched his weapon from him and tumbled him
intq a corner, from which he was too drunk to
extricate himself speedily. We asked him what
he meant by such conduct. " What is tfiaVto.
you?" said he—*" let every' mtfn mind his own
business."

We cleared for home and went to bed.. About
two or three o'clock in the morning, we were
awakened' by a rumpus in the street. There
was loud swearing and cries of " take him off
—-he- is stabbing me." We ran out and found
two or three yeung men, all veryfinuch intoxi-
cated. They had,been playing billiards or some
other game at a gambling house till that late
hour, arid'having been stripped of their money-
by blacklegs, 'and a good deal fuddled withal,'
they were.in a very savage humor, and fell out
and quarrelled by .the. way,. We ventured to
say that the places where they .had been ought
J,o be shut up, but one of them indignantly re-
plied -4-1 Let every man mind his own business."

So we went to bed. again.
Next morning we went to pay our taxes.—

" Higher than ever,." said.we, "how's thJB ?"
" Oh." said the treasurer, •• the town has had

SO much to pay for paupers." *• Well, but what
made so many paupers ?" It was rum, 1 sup-
pose." We ask̂ ed an old citizen it nothing
coy Id be done by strik ing at the root of the mat-
ter ? " Perhaps there might ("said.he,) but then
people generally think it is best to jet every one
mind his own business."

While we were at dinnnr that day, a'ppor wo-
man, pale, dirty, and cadaverous, carne to the
door. She had two children with her as hag-
gard as herself She begged for cold victuals,
old. clothes—any thing. She did not till her
story, because she. had been there frequently be-
fore, and told all to the good woman of the
house. We inquired about her case, and was
told it was pretty much like fifty others within
a circuit of a few miles. Her husband was a
poor, drunken scamp, who spent all the mqney
he could ge,t for rum, while his wife and chil.
dren wê re fed in part from burkitchen. Going
from dinner- we met the identical fellow in the
street, and asked him why he did not go to work.
What do you think he said ? Why, " 1QI every
man mind His own business."

Having a note to pay in the bankv in a few
days, we hurried, back, to the office and began Jto
turn over the. leaves of our big ledger, to see
who owed money which ought to be collected.
There was Tom Nokes, owed $ 6 , marked G.
T. (gone to Texas.) Had been good, but took
to drink, and,run away in debt.

Bill Swizzle owed $ 7 50—always loved a
drop, but was formerly considered a moderate
drinker ; used to pay for his paper ; Since sold
his farm and went into.lrade—gold rum, and wa9
his own largest customer in that l ine; fell
througrw-now good for nothing.

JEztkifil Swig owes $ 8 75—once quite re.
spectable—had property—dead and.estate inso-
vent-^farm in the possession of .the man who
sold him his rum.

Benjamin Burster, dead balance against him
of ijjjp 25,, for paper and advertising—broke his
necR'by a fall from his horse.

Sam Cocktail died of delirium trcmens ; owes
for three years—-iostjiis property by gambling
and drinking—family Very destitute. Can't ask
them to pay anything.

Well thought we,, perhaps it is right that eve.
ry man should attend his own business, and let
that of other people alone, but who is to pay
our note in the bank ? Have we not some buai-
ness in this matter ?

•'Please Exchange," as the printer said when
he offered his heart to a beautiful girl.

•From the Knickerbocker for August

CLEARING THE COACH
BY HARRY FRANCO.

It is not many months since, that I had been
travelling day and night, over roads o f frotf,
for nearly a week, until my senBe of hearing
was, almost destroyed, by the continued fiz-fiz-
fizfiz,fiz-fiz, of a steam-engine, the incessant
d ing.ding, jding-ding, of the alarm bell, and the
prolonged rumble, rumble, rumble, of the "rail
car wheels. My eyes, too, were well4iigh> de-
stroyed by sparks of fire, and flying , ashes ;, bu*
above all, from the want of rest and sleep. It
'will be readily imagined, therefore, that it was
with no ordinary degree of pleasure, that I ex-
changed a seat with an upright wooden back,
in a rail.road car, for the almost hy.gorie luxu-
ry of a fcouch.Jike seat in an old-fashioned
stage coach, which was to take me to my 'place
of destination. A blessing rest upon those' old-
time conveyances, the bare mention of'which
calls up a thousand recollections _of social pleas-
ures, that come thronging and fluttering about
the nib of my pen, like moths arqund a bright
light on a summer, evening. But, beautiful
creatures ! I can only apostrophise you now.
Some other time, 1 will impale yo'uupon the
end of my quill, and preserve your slight forms
in ink.

The day was remarkably fine ; our road lay
through the pleasantest parts of pleasent Con-
necticut, near the picturesque valley of the
Houstanic ; our cattle were sleek and fine look-
ing ; the driver was civil and Well dressed ; and
the coach itself was a miracle. There was not
a rent in the curtains,,nor a spring^out of or-
der; There was but two passengers besides
myself, one of whom was oneof those good-na-
tured humorists, who I believe live all their
lives in stage-coaches, for I never met with one
any where else ; and the other was an invalid,
with his face tied up so he could not speak.

Never had a weary traveller a sweeter pros,
pect of enjoying a refreshing nap. We- had
traveled about a mile, and the easy motion of
the coach had just began to put me; and my fel-
low travellers into a pleasant sleep, when a
shrill voice, exclaiming, " Slop ! stop !*• caused
the driver to rein up, which roused me from'the
delightful state of incipient somnolency inio
which I was sinking.

It was an elderly lady, with a monstrous
band.box, a paper-covereo1 trunk, and a Tittle
girl. We were of course debarred the satisfac-
tion of saying a single ill,natured word. The
digger dismounted from his box, and having
stowed away the lady's baggage, proceeded to
assist her to store herself away in the coach.

"Driver," said the lady, "do you knowBea.
con Hitchcock ?"

" No ma'am," replied the driver, ««I have on-
ly driv this road about a fortnight."

" I wonder if either of thorn gentlemen know
him ?" she said, putting her head into the poach.

" I don't," said the ljumorist; " but I know
Deacon Holchkiss, if that will answer your
purpose." '">

" Don't neither of them other gentlemen
know him ?" she enquired..-.

I shook my head, nagatively ; for I was afraid
to apeak, lest I should dispel'the charm that
sleep had begun to shed over me ; and the invalid
shpok hiB head, as lie was unable to speak.

•• Well, then, I don't know whether to get yi
or not," saidjthe lady ; " for I must see Deacon
Hitchcock, before 1 go home. I am a lone
widow lads| all the way from the state of New
Hampalripf and the deacon was a very particu-
lar friend of my husband's, this little girl's fath-
er, who has been dead two long years ; and I
should like to see him 'mazin'ly."

" Does he live about here ?" asked the driver.
II Well, don't knowfor certain,' said the lady ;

" but he lives somewhere in Connecticut. This
is the first time I was ever so far from home; I
live in the state of New Hampshire, and it is
dreadful unpleasant; 4l feel a little dubious
about riding all alone in a stage with gentlemen
that I never sue before in all my life."

•• Therms no danger, ma'am," said the driver,
the gentlemen won't hurt you."

" Well, perhaps they wo"n't, but it is very un-
pleasant for a lady to be so fur from hoiiie ; I
live in the State of New Hampshire ; and this
little girl's—"

" You had better get in, ma'am," said the dri-
ver, with praiseworthy moderation.

"Well , I don't kr.ow but I may as well," she
replied; and after informing the driver once
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more thatsta was from the Strife of New Hamp.
shire, and that her husband had been dead two
years, she got in, and. took.her seat.

"I will take your fate, ma'am," said the dri-
ver.

"How much is it, Sir," asked, the lady.
"Four-and.six pence." said the driver, "for

yourself and the litllc girL"
"Well, that is a monstrous sight of money,

for a little girl's passage, like that ; her father,
my husband, has been dead these two long years,
$nd I never was so fur from home before in all
my life. I live in the State of New Hampshire.
It is very unpleasant for a lady ; but I dare say
neither of them gentlemen would see me im-
posed upon,"

'•I will.lake your fare, if you please ma'ani,"
again said the driver, in a tone bordering some-
what on impatience.

"How much did you say it was?—threeand
six-pence ?" asked the lady".

"Four and six.pence, if you please ma'am,"
said the driver. %

"O,/our and six-pence !" And after a good
deal of fumbling and shaking of her pockets,
she at last produced half a dollar, and a York
Shilling, and put them in the driver's hand.

"Tbat is not enough niafam," said the driver,
"I want nine-pence more."

"What !^-aint we in York State ?" she asked
eagerly.

"No ma'am," replied the driver, "it is six
shillings, York money."

"Well," 6aid the ,lady, "I used to be quite
good at reconing, when I was to home in New
Hampshire ; I've reckoned many a fish v'yage $
but since I have got so far frpm home, I b'li&ve
I am beginning to lose my mental faculties."

"I'll take that other nine-pence, if you
please, ma'am," said the driver, in a voice ap-
proaching a little nearet to impatience. At
last, after making allusion two or three times
more to her native State, and her deceased hus-
band (happy man !) she handed the driver his
nine-pence, and we were once more in motion.
Although rfly fellow travelers remained silent
all the time she was disputing with the driver,
yet they looked as though they wished the New
Hampshire lady some of the worst wishes that
could be imagined.

"Do you think it's dan-geious oh this r&adj?"
btgan the lady, as soon as the door was closed.
"I am a very lengthy way from home, in the
State of New Hampshire, and if, any thing
should happen, I dont know what I should do,
I am quite unfamiliar with traveling; and I
hope you won't think me obtrusive.; I am a
widow lady, my husband, this little girl's father,
has been dead these two years come this spring;
and I am going with her to the Springs; she
has got a dreadful bad complaint in her stom-
ach. Are you going to the Springs, sir 7" she
said, addressing herself to the invalid, who
shook his head in reply.

"Are you?" she asked'̂ turning to me.
"No."
"Ah. lam very sorry ; I should like to put

myself under the care of some clever gentle-
man ; it is so awful for a lady to be so fur from
home, without a protector. I am from the
State of New Hampshire ; and this is the first
time I ever went a traveling in my life. Do
you know any body in New Hampshire?"

"No madam, I do not," said the humorist,
"and I hope you will excuse me for saying that
I never wish to."

"Well, now that is very stran^e^ continued
the gossip ; I hav'nt met a singlnpul that I
know, since I left hpme ; and I anoln a public
way, too; I follow school-keepin' mostly for
an occupation; and

"Ah, are you going, sir ?" she asked addres.
sing herself to the hum rist.

"No, I am not,"he replied, "and if I were—"
But the contingency was inwardly pronounced.
I am acquainted with all the first people in the
Stole. I have been a school-teacher ever since
my husband died, this poor little girl's father,
two years ago ; and I am very well known in
Rocky bottom, Rockingham county, in the
State of New Hampshire ; I know all the first
gentlemen in the place. There's Squire Good-
win, Squire Cushman, Mr. Timothy Havens,
Mr. Zachuus Upham, Doctor Davil ,"

"Heavens and earth !" exclaimed the humor-
iat, "I can't stand this ! Driver ! stop, and let
me get out!" .

The driver reined up, and the humorist took
hli valise in bis hand, ami jumped out, follow,
ed bv th« invalid, who set out to walk back to
the taverji we bad left behiud us. I thought the

New Hampshire lady Would probably under-
stand the cause of our fellow-travellers' sudden

I departure, and leave me to the quiet enjoyment
'of ray nap. I never was more mistaken. No
sooner was the coach in motion again, than she
began to pour out such a running stream of sur-
mises and questions about "them gentlemen
that left us," mingled with reminiscences of
New Hampshire, and her deceased husband,
that I began to wisji myself back a,gain on a,
rail road car. At length, driven to desperation,
I was compelled to call out'to the driver to stop,
and let me go out. The lady was very earnest
in her endeavors to persuade me to remain ;
but I was regardless of her entreaties, althoug;h
not exactly deaf to them. I took my wdllet,'
determined to wait until the next coach came
along. I was some distance from a tavern, but
there was a quiet-looking burying.groynd, just
,at the foot of the hill, which, to my wearied
eyes held out a promise of rest; and as the sun
was low, I determined to leap over the picket
fence, and with my wallet for a pillow, take a
nap on the dry, warm grass.

Anecdote.—-When Gen. Jackson was in office,
there lived at the White House a favorite neice
or nephew <Jf his—the young child of Mr. Donel-
son,' This child was one evening present at a
-levee, when the foreign ambassadors waited up-
on the President in their court dresses, franked

'in all their old world finery. The morning after
the levee, the child was standing with the ven-
erablc old General at one of the windows, amus-
ing itself with the passing objects. While in.
dulging in its gay innocent prattle, Mr. Livings
ston, who was then Secretary of State, drove up
in his carriage,, attended, as usual, by. his foot,
man m flash livery. "Oh! grandpapa,"exclaim,
ed the little creature. "Oh', dear granpapa,
there is Mr. Livingston come in his carriage
with one of the foreign ambassadors behind."-*—
N. Y. Tattler. -

A capital prize of $20,000 in lije Rhode Isl-
and Lottery, was drawn by a gentleman in Al-
bany, last week; and the tame gentleman also
drew another prize of $5,000 in the same lot-
tery.

It became our duty, some time since, to hold
special conference with a person who had fallen ,
into a sad dilemma in money matters. " How,"
said we, "could you, with such a fine patrimo-
ny, a constant salary, and neither a drunkard,
nor a gambler—how could you reach such a to-
tal destitution as you are now in ?''

He looked round with anxiety to see that
there was no third person present, and leaning
forward, he said with a loud whisper, and with
a countenance disturbed with pain and mortifi-
cation—

" I had the misfortune to draw fifteen thou.
sand dollars in the Lottery."—U. S. Gaz.

Remarkable, Anagram-—In the eighteenth
chapter of John's Gospel, verse 38, Pilate saith
unto Jesus, What is truth? which question in
the Latin language reads thus : Quid est Veri-
tas ? These letters tranposed, make the justesl
and best answer that could possibly be given to
the inquirer who did not think proper to wait
for another, viz : Eat qui adeat—that is "it is
the man who is Dresent."

Technical Toast.—It is very eommon for men
at their professional celebrations, to splice their
toasts with technical phraser The butchers of
Baltimore at theirs on the 4th, gave the. follow,
ing :— %•

"The Belles of Baltimore—Choice pieces of
tetider loinj rich enough for the palate of any
bachelor ;*may every one becomes ri6"

A young lady should never marry a man who
wilj come and stay with her a week at,a time,
during the process of courtship. She may de-
pend upon it that he is an idle fellow, and dur-
inir all her natural ltfe will affl'ct her with his
company. Such a hfSband will never pursue a
profession or trade.successfully. He will al.
ways be sepulchre! in idleness, and if his wife
survives him, she will witness a alow, hard
death.

ACheehire auctioneer, while engaged the oth-
er day in his avocation, exalted the merits ot a
carpet—" Gentlemen and ladies, some folks Bell
carpets for Brussels which are not Brussels, but
I can most positively assure you that this ele-
gant article was made by Mr. Brussels himself."
—N. O. Picayune.

Judge,Judson,,of the United States District
Cburt for Connecticut, Mr. Ingersoll the Clerk,
Mr. Wilcox, the Marshall, Messrs, Isham and
Brainard, of New London as Counsel, held an
examination at New London on th6 morning of
the 99th ult. of the slaves captured on board the
schooner Amistad, the result of which is, that
the slaves have beer) sept to New Haven goal to
await their trial on the 17th in.st. The schdton-
er and the property found On board Will remain
in New London to await further orders.—Joiir.
Com. '

Locusts —On Friday last, in excavating Airy
Street, in this, borough, the workmen came.upon
a nest of locusts three feet below the surface —
They were completely formed, though in .a tor-
pid state. The place where f hey were found is
about the middle of the street, and the soil hard
and compact. How came they.there?—Norria-
town Register.

Whetting a RoZor.—A young fop, who had
just began to shave for beard, stepped into a
barber's shop and afte,r a grand swagger, de-
sired to be shaved. The barber went through
Ihe usual movement, and the sprig jumped up
with a flourish exclaiming— '

"Maw foine fallow, what's your chawge ?"
"Oh, no charge," was the reply.
"No charge • how's that ?"
"Why we are always thankful when we can

get soft calfskin to whet our razor's on !"

M A R R I E D .
In Hartford, Aug. 23, by the Hon. Seth Terry, Re-

corder, ERASTHB T\ SMITH, Esq., of South Hartley, for-
merly of thts city, to Miss LUCIA MILLS, daughter of
the late Jedediah Mills, Esq.

DIED.
On the 2d instant, Frances Catherine, youngest child

of James Buehan of ihiscity, aged 1 year and 5 months.
At his residence in the town of Lansing, on the 17th

ult., Captain Abraham Bloom, in the 70th year of his
aze.

In 1795, Captain B. settled in the town of Lansing,
where he continued to reside, much esteemed for his
industrious, inoffensive and exemplary life, from that
time to the day ot his death. During his lung lite be
never had a law suit, or was called as a witness in a
court of record.

In Auburn, on the 26th instant, Mrs. Anne Bellamy,
aged 82 years.

On the 22nd inst., at his late residence in Aurelius,
Cayugacounty, Edward Wheeler, aged 86 years,, who
was a soldier in the Revolutionary War. Mr. Wheel-
er was one of the earliest settlers in this county, and
resided on the farm upon which he died, ubuut fifty
years.

On the 30th nit.. Margaret, daughter of W. W. and
Isabella Howel, aged 5'nionths.

CHRISTIAN UNION.
The " Christian Union Association of the city of Ro-

chester and Vicinity," will hold its first Quarterly
Meeting at Chili, (10 miles southwest of Rochester,)
on Tuesday the 21 til of Se^niber instant, at 10 o'-
clock, A. M.

By order of the Executive Committee.
E . SHEPARD, Sec'y.

O* Tnis Association is composed of different reli-
gious denominations, who are equally represented in
the appointment of the Standing Committee. The 2nd
article of the constitution is as follows :—" The object
ofthis Association shall be to promote all that cordi-
ality oi fueling and fellowship uruongst the disciples of
Christ—all thut agreement in mutters of faith and prac-
ike, and all that consequent concert and harmonious
action In religious effort umongst Christians, which the
Gospel requires."

AGENTS FOR THE GEM AND AMULET.
ARTEMAB ENOS, Traveling Agent.

Luke Wells, Amher.'Onondaga county, New York.
Z. Barney, Adainft, Jefferson county, do do
s$. P. Breck, Branchport, Yates county, do do
Cyrus P. l-ee, Buffalo. (P. O.) Erie co.; do do
R. B. Brown, Browsville, Windsor co.. Vermont.
Alonzo Bennett, Berrien, Borrien co., Michigan.
J. H. Blue. Ohariton. Mo.
G. M, Copeland, Clarendon, Orlenns co., New York
iWiss E. A. Adams. Canandaigua, Ontario c,o., do do
E. Maxwell. Blmira, Chemung co., do do
A. Fowler, Fowlerville, Livinaston co., do do
W. C. French. Gambier, Knox co.. Ohio.
S. Hunt, Hunt's Hollow, Allegany co.,
E. B. Warner, Lima. Livingston co.,
A. H. Eddy, Marion. Wayne Co , —
Israel Pennln«ion, Macon. Lenuwa co., Michigan.
K. W. Townsend, Newark, Wayne co., New York.
P fe Church. Oakfleld, Genesee co.,
Henry Henion, Rifthvllle, Ontario co.,
S. Heeve, Seneca Falls, Sunecnco.,
N G. Shepard, South Avon, Liv. Co.,
D. Cumminjjs, South LeRoy, Gen. Co.,
Sewal Brintnoll, Watertown, Jeff. Co.,
Post Master, Utica, Licking Co., Ohio.

OFFICE OF THE GEltf
CORNER OP BUFFALO AHD BTATE 8T8, ROCHEBTE*

New York,
do do
do do

do do
do do
de do
do do
do do
do do
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THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.

[The following beautiful lines were inscribrd to our
friend, Rev. Mr. DBWBT. Principal of the Rochester
Collegiate Institute, by whom we are permitted to pub-
lish them. The writer is in the Missionary field, at the
we«t.J

INDIANS IN SEARCH OP THE GOSPEL.
BY MRS. ELBCTA M. BRDDNER.

Some years since three Indians came from west of
the Rocky Mountains to St. LouiB, for the express pur-
pose of learning the way to worship God acceptably.
as they had been told that the " Great Spirit" was not
pleased with their sacrifices, but had given to the "pale-
faces" a book whicMaught the true worship. Two of
them died at St. Louis, and the survivor returned with
uii scanty information alone to his tribe.

Gloriously the sun rolled oil
Towards the western waters ; the burning light
Of mid-day splendor, now, like renal robes,
Was laid aside, and the mild radiance
Of his golden disk appeared benevolent,
And full ot love. Like a fond father, ling'ring
Still to gaze once more before he bids farewell,
The mighty monarch pausing, threw o'er flower,
And shrub, o'er wide extended plains,
And rippling streams, on lofty mountains.
And on tow'ring pines, the bright effulgenco
Of his parting rays ; then, majestic sank
Into the calm Pacific, while undulations
Of its gently swelling waves gave back
A beautiful reflection, gilding nature's
Varied scenes with softer light.
Slowly the twilight faded—darkness threw
Her sable drapery round, arid stillness
Unbroken reigned o'er all the land.
Hut hark! there comes a sound of paddles
On the breeze ; the frail canoe nearing the shore -,
Is moored, and tall athletic forms draw round
The "council fire," whose bright'ning flame
Gleaming.on high, reveals on every side"
The gathering tribes of forest lords.
From the deep caverns of the Rocky hill",
Whose snow-capt beails are rising up to heaven,
From sunny»vales, ami from tlie verdant banks
Of proud Columbia; from east, north, south,
Come pouring in. vast multitudes. The aged sachem
And the warrior proud-, the youne aspirant
In the road to fame ; the dark eyed beauty,
And mothers with their infants, come alike
To swell the mighty concourse.

They meet In silence ;
No sound of greeting, no sign of recognition,
between long parted friends. A deep solemnity
Mitteth on each brow, as if forbidding
Utterance to common thoughts.
Why is all this 1 Hath the ambitious white man.
With bisimatiate love of vast dominion,
Sealed e'en the rocky barrier which God hath made.
Threatening utter extermination unto those,
Who hold their heritage from heaven's King?
Or meet they here to mourn o'er devastations
That have swept away their eastern brethren 1
To rouse the slumh'ring tomahawk, to raise
The warrior whoop.andbreakirigthroiigh great nature's
Fastnesses, wreak vengeance on their brother's toe ?

Christian ! draw near ;
Listen to yonder white haired chiel, and blush
That thou hast on 1 lie transient things of lime
1'oarnd out thy spirit's incense; and no belter
I .overt and served thy God.

" Brothers! when Munitto sends the summer heut.
The gemly dropping showers, and the wurm breath,
Making the corn spring up; when the first ears
Are gnod. and then aguin, when we gather in
The yellow harvest, to the Good Spirit,
Who hnth piven all, we bring our offerings.
Before we go to fight, we ask his blewsin*; -.
And when we come, bringing home many scalps
And prisoners, we offer up a burning sacrifice
To Great Manitto, wlio.se strong arm hath given
The conquest to our warriors.

Brothers', when the Great Spirit rides on clouds,
A ud his breath is strong, making the waters BWell
Like hills, ani rush wild jonrmng.to the shore ;
When bis eyes wend fiTihfbright.^'asing fl.imes of fire,
That kill the tallest irons -, jmd when we hear
ilia voice deep echoing Horn the mountain side,
We how us dewn in fear.

Brothers! there came from towards the rising nun
A pale-faced strangor and dwelt within our camp :
liut when hfl saw our worship, turningaway,
Me said," the Great Monitto was not pleased
With his red children, lor lie did not love
Tlie bleeding sacrifice.

He did not give us knowledge
But he said "his own pale pation had B book,
vVhich the Great Spirit gave to teach the way

To offer sacrifice acceptable.

Brothers! did the white man say truth?
Is not Manitto angry 7 else why did he give
To pale weak strangers, all the hunting grrounds
Our brethren to wards j he rising sun possessed I
Why let them drive thf red man frqm his haunts,
Cut down his forests, and not even leave
His father's graves unharmed 1
Brothers! we cannot bear Manitto's wrath :
Yet our eyes are dark -, like the lost hunter's
When the clouds and tempest come, that finds,
No trodden path and sees no wigwam's light
To lead him home. Brothers, 'tis so with us :
Manitto frowns, our path is dark, and who
Shull teach poor Indian right ? Brothers! who *
Hark! the high mountain's echo answers; Who V
One and another speak; all mourning o'er
Their spirits' darkness, and vainly seeking
For some gleam of hope ; till ihe moon had set.
The stars were waning, and the rosy light
That tinged the sky, betokened coming morn.
It woke no note of gladness in the many hearts,
'I hat sunk in sorrow, watched the flickering flame
Of the expiring "council fire •," sad emblem'
Of their own impending doum.
Suddenly, as if some manic power
Hud seized upon his soul, a youthful warrior
Stepped into the midst. His speaking eye flashed forth
Some lofty purpose, and his bosom heaved
With deep emotion, as bis voice arose
In full toned eloquence.
" House! Brothers, rouse from your dark thoughts of

woe!
Thcpale ones have tlie knowledge of Manitto's will,
And will they not poin out to us tfce path
Manitto loves to have his children tread T
Brothers! the Soaring Eagle feareth not
To leave his tribe, and seek.tho white man's home,
And for his nation learn tlie way to worship.
Brothers! the day-king comes, his darting beams
Are beckoning away. I go ; farewell."
" The Soaring Eaele ahull not go alone,"
And forward sprang two otbt-r manly forms,
Resolved to do or die. Sad was the parting !
Long and wearily, did these devoted ones
Pursue their Way ; the roclty precipice,
The foaming cataract, and trackless dusert
Arrefted not tbeir course.

They gained the white man's city -,
Kind instructions fell from their great father's lips

' Upon their darkened minds; and promises
Of pale faced teachers, who would live and die
Among their Indian brethren, caused a thrill of joy.
Homeward they turned their thoughts: but the tyrant,

death,
With mandate stern, bade TWO resign their being,
And find in stranger-land a last repose.

Alone, and bowed in spirit
The Soaring Eagle sought his native wilds.
Bearing to hiB people the commingled source
Of joy and tears.
Years have winged their fl ght; and waiting thousands
Encouraged by the fueble self denvihg band
Who came to bless, still look towards the east, and

raise
The Macedonian cry for Gospel light,—
Jehovnh! who hast seen their nightly vigils,
Thou art their only help.
Arm of the Lord! awake, ami bring salvation !
Teach, O teach thy haughty children, that Indians
Ate their brethren, possessing souls undying
As their own!
Give them to see the fuiure'6 retribution ;
Raise the veil thru covers dread eternity:
Then shall the red man's cry no longer pass
Unheeded j but soon the solitary place be glad.
And from the wilderness ascend Ihe song
Of triumph unto Him, who rules and reigns
For evor^bless'd.

Rochester, August 1838.

JY ilten for the Gem.

A SEAMAN'S ORPHAN GIRL'S LAMENT.

Roll on, roll on ! thou madly dashin^aurge—
Hull on! nor heed a weeping orphan's wo;

Thy crying winds howl loud my father's dirge, .
Thy waters sing of him in their wild fl ,w.

Roll on, oh, Ocean! for tby billow*' foam,
In mountains, beat upon Inn Hilfnvbjte<wt}

The lashing sea end laves the lifeless dome—
The quiet spirit'* fled away to rest.

Thy inu^, Ocean, ttyii rudelj strikes my ear.
My sleeping father's ear shall never greet;

Thy stormy wave rolled sadly as his bier,
' And long his generous bosom's ceased to beaw

Though passing brerzes bear my plaints along.
And sigh them softly o'er my father's grave »

He cnnnut hear my loud Inmentmg song,
Nor send a voice above tb' eternal wave.

His lonely pillow in ofglilt'nng gems,
There roku of coral are my father's bed,

And rubies lor a thousand diadems
Shine gloriously around his rustless head.

But though the spoils of seaa about him glow,
And sparkling riches round the sleeping crowd;

They form no shelter from the ocean's flow,
They cannot pur -,basu him a comely shroud!

I'M give my mourning to the gales of spring,
Each summer breath shall bear it On the wave,

And winter's dreary wind, on h«r lonewiug,
Shall waft my sorrow o'er my father's grave.
Rochester, Augflfl, 1839. W. 8 .

Written forthtCem
RO CH ES.T E R—F A H E W E LL.

Keen bounds the pang that wakes my aching heart,
And strong emotions bathe my lingering eye
Yon setting sun shall rise to bid us part,
And morn's first breezed list my last " good-bye !"

Silken fetters long entwined.
May no longer fondly bind ;

Farewell! all.—all I leave thee is—a sigh!

To all a sti anger;—of myaelf— forlorn •,
With.no kind friend to cheer my onward way
Far wandering still, by many a rude wind borne,
Twas tbou first lured my wayward feet lo strny.

I beard thee,—and forgot to roam
And thou hast given me friend and home,

Yet must we part! nor seek my feet to stray.

Withthee I've laughed, and loved,—buvesighe.l,—bar*
sung!

And,fond as woodbine clasps the hoary oak—
My young afflictions round thee fondly clung,
Yet Fate dei'rees that even these be broke!

Bright the golden chain that bound us 1
Strongly is it warp'd around us !

Y et must it snap beneath the unpitying stroke !

Oh! 1 have loved, white night's dull shades o'ercast,
'Midst yonder lonely'woodland heights to be !
And pinioned memory lights the fading past
As musing I've gazed upon thee,—Genosec !

But a long—a last adieu!
I am fading fast from you,

And ihe grey eyed morn bids my foot-steps nW.

See 'mid the trees which zephyrs Bolt disturb,
Its a.'bine form yon lovely temple raise ;
Who.se top holda chatter wiili the sinking orb;
And from whose basement breaks the breath of pr<ust •

Craidle of my sou' ! we part!
Yet oft as throbbing b'ea'R my heart,

Shall memory sing thee in Id<Jian lays !

Oft as the Ree 'mid honeyed petals hides.
To yonder cottage nestling on the green,
Where wanton peafowl from the tree-top glides,
And pearly dews on every leufltt Bheen.

I've loved my willing feet to wend .
And with my best—" my early friend"

In laughing chit chat break accustomed spleen!
But like yon sun which seeks his watery grave,
While night is stealing all hi* bounty fed v
So fading heal^vtakea what thy goodness gave,
And all my drfpnn of coining joys are fled

Yet as the rays of lesser light.
Beam and illume that gloomy night,

My thoughts recursive shall the past o'erepread '.
J. R.

THE PAlitEdl' LAND.
FROM THE PKRSIAH.

" Tell me, gentle tmveller, thou
\ \ bo hast wandered fur and wide,

Sern the sweetest rosicn blow,
And ilie brightest rivets glide—,

(Say, of all thine eyed hath peon,
Winch the fairest laud has been?"

*' Lady, shall I toll thee jvhere*
Jv'ai.irc H'ioms modi lAtist and fair.
V.iv ribove all uliinea liemdi:?
' I\s where those we love ubid*—
An lili.it little Kpol id b'Mt
Whiyli the loved one's foot hath |>r«Ms'd.
Though it He a lair* npnco.
M'ide and spreading is the place ;
Though 'twere but a hitrr»n mound,
'T would become enchanted grouml.
With thee. yon Hand waste would seem
Tije margin of At Cuwthar s stream;
And thou oouldst inake a dungeon's glneni
A bower whore new boru rosta bloeat."
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From Caiman's Monthly Miscellany.
THE STAGE-DRIVER'S LOVE.

BY CALVIN PETERS.
" The course of true love never did run«mooth."
You talk of stage drivers. Is it not strango

that, in his vast range of characters, Sliaks.
peare has not a single picture of a veritable dri-
ver ? He makes Hamlet say "All the world's a
stage," and Richard to exclaim, !*a horse, a -
horse, my kingdom for a horse ;" and yet of the
autocrat of post-roads, the man who commands
a stage and four horses, he has said nothing.—
Most strangeforgetfulness. The whips, howev-
er, shall not always remain unwhipped of jus.
tice. Mount our American—Mount; shail ye
mount the stage-box with me, and as we gallop
over the lulls and dales of the fertile West,
shall dash down their peculiarites, and yet pro-
duce his crack picture,

I Bhall leave the subject for him. 'He will
produce a subject worthy of the American arts,
and Colman's Miscellany. I have a simple sto.
ry to telL, to please you, ladies and gentlemen,
if you will only listen.

While on the road from Ithaca to Elmira, I
fell in with a driver much to my mind. He was
evidently a picked fellow, wore a satin stock in.
stead of a bandanna, and spoke the English Ian.
guage to an unusual extent. When I say this,
I mean, that he did not use the horse language
exclusively; for your drive/s, like other men
who hold the rein, are apt to have a court vo-
cabulary. I was sealed tfcside him, comment,
ing from time to time upon various topics,
when at a sudden turn of the road we came up.
on a cluster of snug dwellings, one of which
was conspicuous fur its taste.

ft was a cottage-house with wing*, having a
neat door-yard and lawn in front. A green lat-
ticed portico shielded tke front door, over which
was trellised a luxuriant honeysuckle. Roses
and other flowering shrubs were scattered a-
round, but still confusion and neglect marred
ihe cflvct of these tokens^of refinement. It was,
notwithstanding, a sweet spot, and I inquired
who lived there ? ,*

•• I believe no one lives there now," respond,
ed the driver. " You will see, sir, the windows
are closed, the flowers all tangled, and the hon-
evesuekje wants trimming: yet that house was
a'happy place once, sir. Five years ago, sir,
no one would have thought of so pad a change.
The world is full of changes, sir !"

•• It is indeed," said I, " but what of the cot.
tage—tell me who lived there, and what has be-
come of them."

« Oh it's a most sad and pitiful, story, sir,
and makes my heart ache to thinkW it. I've
often told it, for every one enquires about that
cottage. There's a solemncholy interest hang,
ing over it like that forlorn hone?.snckle,and I
always feel downhearted when I pass it. But
?tB of no use to be down hearted in this world,

8 i r " Not at all, my friend/but now for your ito.

°n
Well, 'tis as I told you, a sad and wretched

n(He're the driver threw away hia segar and
cracked up his horses.)

•• You see, sir, the proprietors on this road
have always b. en very careful about the drivers.
Thev must have good, carf.il. steady fclltme.e
A seldom drink. «ir, wry seldom.) The reason
iir is otain asthe hub of a coach wheel. It'e
a Hups and downs here, hill and hollow, as you
I M - a driver must keep his eyes about him ; for
?f he should get drank and neglect hi. duty,
LvBir, in a-moment, hi. whole load wou d be
J K h<U over head, into eternity. Driver.

have a heavy load upon their minds, sir. But,
as I was going to Bay, sir, the best driver ever
put upon this road, or any where else, was Jim
Ayton. Qh, sir, you cannot think what a fine
little fellow he was, and a stage driver too. It
is his story |- am going to tell you, for Jim's
hear( and life once rested in that white cottage."

" How was that," said I.
41 Let me tell the whole story," 6aid the dri-

ver.
14 Jim Ayton was the son of Charles Aylon.

His father was a tipsy, do-nothing gentleman,
college-bred, but none the better for that. sir.—
He early came to these parts, bringing with
him a pale, sickly lady, but rtiere wa-s something
very mild and good about her. The folks 6aid
she was a clergyman's daughter, and that Ay-
ton had1 stolen her heart while at college and
married her against the consent of all her
friends. It must have been .so, for no friends
ever came to see her. She made friends, how.
ever. Every body round about loved her^'she
was so sweet, engaging and affectionate-like.—
She made little things for the children, and met
them at church, and had a kind' word for every
body. I recollect her well, sir, I was a child
then I am a child now, sir." (Here the
driver paused a fewmoraents^o stifle his cm"b-
tions.)

" You will pardon me, sir. These things are
strange ; but I can never recollect that sweet
lady, and stroking my hair, and patting my
cheeks, and giving me little books and pictures,
but my heart is full. She died of grief, sir.—
She doted on her husband, while every one else
despised him ; and why did they despise him,
sir? His hard-working father had toiled day
and night to send him to college—he had mar-
ried an angel, sir, and yet he threw himself a-
w a y — h e had murdered himself soul and body
with rum. Often, sir, in the cold and stormy
nights of winter, lias that feeble woman sought
him out, and took hjm away from the taverns.
She could persuade him when no one else could,
for such a wife, sir, could persuade a man to
any thing, except lo leave rum altogether, and
that death alone can do. Yee, sir, she tried
hard, but she could not keep him from drink!
I have heard the people tell, how she prayed for
him, sat up for him, took his head in her lap and
spoke soothingly to him, till he vowed a thou-
sand times he would quit the bottle, and become
a good man, and yet it was all smoke, sir! He
became worse and worse, as all drunkards do;
and would you believe it, sir, before he died he
beat that tender-hearted woman he once loved
so much. Yes, sir, the neighbors heard of it,
and woulJ have torn his house down over
his head, and taken her amo.ig them, but she
prevented them, and bjBgged them to spare him
for her sake. She lo*ed him to the last, when
all the world had forsaken him; she followed
him like his shadow, till he was unable to go
about; and when at last he died in raving mad-
ness-, she dropped, as it were, into the same
grarf. Mrs. Ayton died three weeks after her
husband, and left poor Jim an orphan at the age
of 12 years. He had been her stay and com-
fort, sir, in the long years of misery wilh her
husband, and she taught him many things that
he never forgot. So, sir, at twelve years old,
he was left alone in the wide world.

••Jim's grandfather, sir, was still alive, but
thof a hard working man, he was a drunken
brute too. He had never liked his son's early
marriage, though his daughter-in law was an
angel, and far loo good for him. He, however,
took Jim home, and made him do all sorts of
work upon the farm. The poor boy's health
began to suffer, but just then a master came m-
to the place, and sot up a district school. The
neighbor, made him let Jim go tQ it, and

Jim took to learning so well, that in a short
time he outstripped all the scholars, and even
equalled the master himself. I was one of the
school-boys, sir, and recolect hearing the mas-
ter say, that it all came of having so good a
mother, and the tears came inco Jim's eyes
when he said so. Well, the master loved him,
and we all loved him, and the visiting commit.
lee said he ought to be sent to college, but who
was there to send him, poor orphan! His
grandfather heard of their wishes, and the very
mention of college made him savage. He took
Jim away from school and put him to harder
work. His son, he said, had been ruined at
college, but there he lied, sir. Every body knew
that the old man spoilt him bfifore he went.—
But Jim was in his power, and he took every
means to oppress him, but it did'nt last long.—
One night the old grog-hrusier got into a hard
frolic, and after beating Jim shamefully, turned
him. out of doors. So the poor boy came in the
dead of the night, without a coat to his back
and took shelter with George Norburry, who
kept the Farmer's Hotel.

Now Norburry had always liked Jim, and
received him gladly, and said he should not go
back to the old ruffian, who might put hiB life
in danger. We drivers, too, liked him, and as
Norburry owned this line of stages, and Jim
had often been at his house, we had learned him
to drive, till he couM drive as well as the beat
of us. We spoke up for him, and said that if
he would not go back to his grandfather, we
would willingly support him out of our wages.
But Jim was too independent for that, as you
shall see, sir.

"As Jim knew how to drive so well, he could
not bear the thoughts of lounging about and
sucking his fingers ; so he proposed to Norburry
to drive a stage. Norburry thought he was too
yoMng, and wanted him about the house, but
Jim could not bear this. He asked to be put
upon trial, and took hold of the reins with such
manliness and goad will, that we all had to yield
to him. No driver ever managed a team better,
for his whole heart was in it. He was proud of
showing his spirit.and we were all proud of him,
for had'nt we taught him ? It would have done
your heart good, sir, to have heard the passen-
gers on the route, particularly the ladies, ask for
THE LITTLE STAGE DRIVER. Jim was rather small,
sir, but he had a mighty spirit, and yet he was
as gentle as a lamb; that is tho reason why they
liked him so. And trie horsos, too, got to know-
ing Jim, as well as you do your Christian name;
and they would seem to spring at the sound ot
his voice, and like reasoning creatures. Hor-
ses know more that some people think they do,
and soon .get to knowing who is kind to them.
Don't you think horses reason, sir ?"

41 Much belter than Borne men do," said I.
•' I knew you was a man of sense,' and un-

dcrstood human nature," responded the driver,
14 but 1 must go on with my story."

••Jim soon got to be well known on th'sline.
Every one along the road liked him. They
trusted him with their errands and messages,
and I used to think the girls made messages, in
order to speak with him, But he kept straight
forward in the line of his duty; he was always
gentle and obliging; he was glad to do every
Body a service ; but why flhould I tell you of
these things ?- lhe truth is, he was a devilish
cleTerfllow, and every body thoojht -o !• ' -
?Here the stage driver brought h,s hand down
with an emphatic slap upon his knee, which,
left no doubt of the truth of his assertion.)

» So you see, Bir, Jim became a regular stage
driver. For upwards of five years, he drove
without any interruption. Hot or cold, wet or
dry, it was all the same to him ; he kept to his
businees, and set us all a fine example. In the
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whole five years ho hud never been heard to
swear. His mother, who ia now in heaven, sir,
had set his mind against this. He had never
drank a drop of liquor, far there was the warn-
ing of his father and grandfather, before his
eyes. Oh, sir, I have seen the blood fly to his
cheeks, and his limbs tremble, when strangers
have urged him to drink with them. We stage
drivers knew better; yes, bad as some of us are,
we never could think of insulting him. He
took no part in our frolics, sir.

41 Well, sir, now I come to the pjth i©f the
story. Jim was about 15 years old, as I was
saying. At this time of life it is nat'ral for peo-
ple to think on love matters, but no one had
thought about Jim, or joked him. He was po-
lite to every body. Every girl on the road, or
tn the settlement, knew he thought well of her,
and every girl ^.bought well of bim, but he did
not run after any of them. He stuck to his
business, as I said before, sir. But. sir, we
soon had to confess that we had all been blind,
while love was wide awake, as the song goes.
Would you believe it. without turning out of his
way at all, Che prettiest girl in all Johnson's
settlement was found to be in love with J i m -
dead in love, over head and ears, as the folks
eay.
f?*" This girl, eir, was Lucy Dunmore. My
heart always beats quicker when I speak of her.
You may. have seen city beauties, but yo'u never
saw one like her, sir. She was the roundest,
rosiest, brightest girl that ever blessed a whole
neighborhood. Every body loved her, and
praised her, and all the girls gave way to her,
and yet she never seemed to care for her beau-
ty, and was far more unsuspicious of it, than
many others who were not worth one of her
bright blue eyes. She had red cheeks, and the
sweetest dimple, and. seemed to be always
laughing, till every body laughed with her. It
was astonishing how she made her way into
every body's heart, and yet no one could blame
her. Every young man around was proud of
her smile7and would have gone round the world
on foot to marry her : but pshaw, she did not
think of marrying, not she ! she would have
made a wife for the President, sir.

"But, sir, love, like murder, will come out.
Lucy suddenly lost all her freehearted ness—she
was in love with Jim, and she could not conceal
it. She had no hypocrisy. Every thing she
did to hide her feelings only showed them more
and more. I don't know if this is the case with
city ladies, sir ?"

"Not exactly," said I.
" Well, Lucy was clearly enough in love, and

of coarse, Jim could not help being so too.
You would have been so yourself, if you had
seen her. It was all very nat'ral. Lucy had
been the favorite of Jim's mother. Often had
she taken little presents of eggs and butter to
the sweet lady. And Jim and she had been to
school together, romped together, philandered at
parties, climbed the hills for huckleberries, and
all these things have a mighty effect upon the
sentimental feelings, you know, sir.

"Undoubtedly," said I.
"We youngsters Boon saw the state of the

case, and though we doubted as long as possi.
ble, yet in the end, wq all backed out. It is
hard to be beaten in love matters, sir, but in
love, as in horse-racing, it is better to pay for.
fell, than tp lose the whole stake. We saw it
was of no use to run with Jim, so we all quit
the course. And Lucy did love Jim dearly, and
he loved her with all hip heart, without making
much fuss about it. Yet Lucy tried hard to
keep away from him, and was often unhappy
for why, sir? I'll tell you the reason. Her
fathsr, farmer Dunmore, was a careful, thrifty,
forehanded man, and a raal farmer. He valued
Lucy as the apple of his eye. Mis was the cot.
lage we have been speaking of. He built it
himself, on the same spot where his old log cab.
in had stood. He was always for going ahead
in the world. He~eatly saw that Luoy had a
notion for Jim, 'but ho treated her as a mere
child. He die! not thinkJjer feelings deep seat,
ed, and if he did, he merely said, ' Pshaw, you
silly girl, did not his fa.lher get drunk, and his
granny too, and what can be expected from
Jimmy Aylon ? Play with him, child, but don't
let him run away with you. You would not
like to bo poor Mrs. Ay ton, would you ?'

"These slants, of her father cut poor Lucy to
the quick, you see sir, but she saw that Jim was
worthy, and in spite of every thing, she gave,
her heart up to him, and every body saw that
they must be married. People in the country

very soon learn all about these love matters*
sir.

"Indeed," said I, "and how do they learn so
soon 7"

"I hardly know," said the driver.
"There are some mighty shrewd women in

the country. They see, deeper into young folks
feelings, than young folks themselves. They
know all the signs of love, and marry folks long
before they have popped the question. They
put'abroad reports, sir^and everybody soon learn
all about the love matters of the young people,
sir."

"Go on,'* said I.
"Well, as I was saying, Lucy and Jim, weje

too dead in love to care much what any folks
said., They loved each other better than all the
world, and seemed to forget every one else,
when they were together. And Lucy soon grfew
bold enough to take his part^with her father,
and the farmer soon saw how-the case stood, and
that it was of no use for hint to make any op-
position.

"Farmer Dunmore was a sensible man, sir; he
married for love' himself, and he knew very well
that where such people as Lucy and Jim loved
ach other, they would have each other, if heaven
&carth stood in the way. I rather think, howev-
er, thai Lucy would have broken her heart rath-
er than disobey her father, but be that as it
might, she had no reason for doing this, for
when fanner Dunmore saw that Jim behaved
himself so well, and looked so smart, and kept
clear of rum, and all bad company, he began to
take him by the hand. Farmer Dunmore was
a kind man, sir; he looked into people's feel-
ing?, and liked them for their honesty, and
wasn't stuck UD by his riches, like some folks
H« saw that Jim was a fine fellow, and that
nothing could turn him, so he welcomed him to
his house,.and took pleasure in seeing the com.
fort of Jim and his daughter. He even offered
to take Jim on bis farm and give him high wa-
ges, but how could Norburry part with his lit-
tle staged river ! This was the name all the
strangers called him by, though at this time he
was tall, straight, and manly, though rather del-
icate looking to be sure. Jim had agreed to
stay with Norburry till he was tw.eniy.onc.and
he wasn't the fellow to break a fair bargain !"

"So Jim continued to drive, sir, and passed
Lucy's house every day and visited her when
he could get a chance, and that I guess was
pretty often. Lovers can make chances enough
you know, sir. After a hard day's drive, many
a night I have know Jim to saddle little gray
and gallop off to see Lucy. To be sure he had
to be back before davlight, but what of that ?—
People in love, you know, sir, don'l care about
regular rest."

" I believe not," said I.
"And as Jim every day drove the stage past

Lucy's house, it would have been strange if she
had not stood at the window to look for him,
and it was very nat'ral for her to be doing some
outof-door-work under that honey-suckle, and
as Jim generally had some messages that were
none of the passengers' business, it was not
strange, sir, lhaf, she gave him honey-suckles
and roses to put in his button hojev Oh, he was
a happy man, sir ; he was happier than a prince,
for how can a man feel happier, than when he
is loved by the prettiest girl in the country;
yes, I say, by the prettiest girl in the whole
world, for that matter. I wish you could ha,ve
seen her. I have carried loads of passengers,
sir, but never one «ljke Lucy. Sometimes
though, when Lucy did not come under the
honeysuckle,' he knew where ohe was standing,
and as she flung a kiss io him, would rise upon
the footboard and touch his cap to her just like
a Spanish Don Caballero, as I once heard a la,
dy say, I know nothing about Cabeller$s, sir,
but this I know, that Jim touched his hat as
gracefully and proudly as any of theflareups of
Broaaway, His mother hâ d taught him man.
ners, and the,.little stage driver was always the
gentleman. But that touching his cap, sir, was
the death of him."

(Here the stage diriver delayed a moment to
wipe his eyes, and proceeded.

" Let rne see—where was I—oh, I am just
coming to a point."

" I »m glad to hear it,1* said I.
"Well, I was saying, all things were W h s

on so well and so smiling, and so happy Jim
and Lucy were as good as married. Farmer
JJunmore had given bis consent and called him
his son. He loved Jim hetter than he did his
iarm and all his horses. Lucy had recovered

her gaiety, and was more beautiful then ever'
I, and all the young people of the place, were
looking put for the wedding, when sir, a single
«lip of Jim's foot made the whole vtorld dark for
him. The saddest accident took place that ever
was known rn this settlement. Oh, it was aw-
ful, sir, most awful. I am all in a fever when
I think of it —door Jirriv poor Jim.

Large drops of perspiration stood upon the
forehead pf the driver. He wiped his face and
proceeded. •

"Poor Jim—it was a,sharp, cold morning,
when be set 'out from. Norburry'8 on his last
drive. He Httle thought it was his last drive,
poor fellow. He was gay as a lark and merry
as a cricket, and patted his horses, and laughed

, at every body. I remember it as well as if. i,t
was yesterday. I shook hands with him, and'
told him to give my love to Lucy, just to tease
him like ; but nothing could tease him, sir, he
was so good natured. He mounted the box, and
whistled to his, horses, and off he went, while
Norburry rubbed his hands and looked proud for
he loved Jim for his steadiness. Nocburry
thought he had the credit o,f making so fine a
fellow as Jim., buj he took care of himself, sir,
and all through th,e advice of his dear mother.

•How well I remember that morning, sir.-1-
The winds whistled among the high trees of
these hills, the icicles hung upo.i their boughs,
and the frost was bitter sharp. Norburry had
wrapped Jim up warm, and I offered him my
coat, but the little fellow laughed at us all. He
did'nt care for the cold, not he! He was not
the fellow to flinch at any thing. He had a
warm heart, and warm jacket to boot, and as
he put hia fingers into his mittens, I saw hia
eye .glisten, for Lucy had made them for him.—
She was always doing him little kindnesses, and
we youngsters always found it out. But he saw
her. last kindness that day, and died with his
eyes fixed upon it.

"Go on," said I.
"The morning was cold as I said. Some snow

ha,d fallen during the night and the rain had
glazed it over, so that the whole road was one
glare of ice. Now Lucy had been thinking of
Jim and his exposure fojthe cold, and secretly,
with her own fingers, had knit for him a bright
red muffler to go about his neck. She said no-
thing to him , ŝ r, but meant to suprise him with
it; so, as this morning was so bitter cold, she
concluded to stand out upon the,stoop, and give
it to him as he passed. What little things may
stop a man's life and prospects, sir. That muf-
fler was Jim's coffija—bui, I am getting before
my story.

"As Lucy had made the muffler with her own
sweet fingers, and meant to give it to Jim, she
stood ready at the door as the stage came up.—
Jim was standing braced against the footboard,
holding his horses as only a driver knows how
to do. As he came near farmer, Dunmore's the
team had got under ajime headway, and he was
just reining them in when his eye caught Lucy,
holding up the bright red muffler.

"The horses wens j-;st pasl^the portieo,he turn,
ed towards her, and raised himself upon the foot
board to touch his hat, or throw a kiss to her.
The love of the dear girl probably made him
tremble, or the foot board was icy, or something
else, sir,< for just then—oh, God, sir, his feet
slipped from under him, and down he tumbled,
heao foremost, among the horses.
i "When Jim fell, the shock started the horses

and they plunged like madcaps down the nil),
sir. It was a fiery team, the best on the rpad.
They didnVgo far however. The ground, as I
said, was all of a .glare of ice. Either Jim's
body, or the slipriness, or all together, made,
made him tumble ; and before they had gone far
down, they all.came heels over head together.
The horses kicked and struggled and bit each
other like perfect furies. The stage tumbled on
top of them and they staved it all to oven wpod.
Two. or three of the horses died, for it was au
awful steep place where they fell. The passen-
gers were flung out-in every direction. Some
had their heads stove in, others had' their lugs
and arms broken, and none escaped without bru-
ses. Two others were killed, besides Jim, sir.

l>Oh! it was an awful bUxody sight, as ever
was heard of. And there was Lucy, poor Lu.
cy—rshe saw Jim fall, she saw the horrid sight.
Her screams roused the whole nighb.pr.hood.—
Farmer Dunmore, and the resj of bis people,
hastened to the door, and then they saw all.—
They saw the horsed plunging and rolling down
the hill—poor mangled people crawling along
the rpad, and the shrieks and groans of those
who were citelcd up in the
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"Oh ! sir, it was too shocking, it waB terrible,
sir, absolutely horrible. Bftgrow sick at the
thought of it. The neighbors all came togeth.
er and took up the wounded people—and Jim—
poor Jim'

"How was he found,*' interrupted I .
"Hear, me out," said the driver.
" Oh, he was mash-d into a perfect cake!—

He was cut into pieces, sir. And how could it
be -otherwise ? He was first dashed about the
heels of the hoiees, then they rolled over him,
and the stage fell upon him ; he was as flat as
the earth itself, sir. He was a mass, a perfect
mass. There was no shape about him, and if it
had not been for his clothes, no one could have
told him for a human being. The folks could
not make atihroud for him; so the doctors show-
ed them the difference between his head and feet,
and they put him decently in a coffin, and cov-
ered him with linen, and put the bright red muf-
fler over the place where his heart should have
been, and so they buried him."

"And where did they bury him 7" I asked.
" Of course beside his mother," said the dri-

ver.
" Poor boy—and what became of Lucy ?"
" She broke down, sir ! I beg pardon. I

meant to say, when she got through screaming
she fainted. They put her on a bed, and there
she lay, hour after, hour, looking like a corpse
and groaning from, the bottom of her heart.—
§he would *iot see the daylight, sir, but kept
her hand clenched over her eyes. She was a-
fraid of seeing poor Jim crushing to pieces iu
the midst of those terrible horses.

" She soon took acHauge, however, and then
it was terrible to look upon her. She became
a? mild and gentle as a lamb, but still she was
crazv-like. She thought Jim alive, and begged
her father to brine him to her, in tones that al-
most broke the old man's heart. It was very
trying for him, si r, for what could he say to her,
and poor Jim lying all the while cold in bis
grave. It was a severe blow to Farmer Dun-
more. It was like losing son and daughter
both. But Lucy at last got up again, but
would not do lo let her live here, so her people
all went to Illinois, where she had a brother on
a farm."

" And is she there still ?" 0
•'I heard so. Squire Barbage was out that

way six months ago and saw Lucy.. He says
ehe is not the same girl; that she never laughs,
and is grown so pale and thin, he conld not
qear to look at her. The Squire says she looks
as shadow-like as poor Mrs. Ayion did. He
thinks she is dying, and I think so too. Some
folks say the climate is killing her, but she was
quite thin when she went away from here. I
know how it is, sir, and it is of no use to sham
the matter. True |ove is true love all the
world over ! Lucys heart is broken. Nobody
has'seen her smile since Jim's death.' She is
going to meet him in heaven, sir, as sure as
there is a heaven above." Here the stage dri-
ver gave way for ajBomeht to his emotions,
and then said thougtufully, as he "put on"—

"Such people as Jim and Lucy must meet in
heaven, I know •if."

" I have no eoubt of it " said I with fervor.
"Every body thinks BO !" said the driver.

down the young man, and scalp him with the
knife which he had in his hand. The nine

A LOST SISTER.
Remarkable History. A correspondent of

the North American, (of Philadelphia) has furn-
^shed a series of sketches from the classic val-
lev of Wyoming, including an interesting a c
count of the Indian Massacre during the Revo,
tion. We are indebted to him for the following
remarkable and romantic, though voracious nar-
rative. The facts are corroborated by an other
WTiter who, in the article which is annexed
briefly traces the finger of Providence in the
history. v..,r

At a little distance from the present Cour
House at Wilkesbarre, lived a family by thp
name of Slocum, upon whom the visitations of
the Indians* cruelties were awfully severe. 1 he
men were one day away in the fields, and in an
instant the bouse was surrounded by Indians.
There was in it, the mother, a daughter about
nine years of age, a son aged thirteen, another
daughter aged-five, and a JUtle boy aged two
and a half. A young man and a boy., by the
name of Kingsley were present grinding a knife.
The first thing the Indians did was to shoot

year old sister took the little boy two years and
a half old, and ran out of the back door to get
to the fort. The Indians chased her just enough
to see her fright, and having a hearty laugh as
she ran and clung to and lifted her chubby little
brother. They then took the Kingsley boy
and young Slocum, aged thirteen, and little
Frances-aged five, and prepared to depart. But
finding young Slocum lame, at the earnest en.
treaties of the mother, they set him down and
left him. Their captives were then young Kings-
ley and the little girl. The mother's heart
swelled unuterably, and for years she could not
describe the scene without tears.—She saw an
Indian throw her child over his shoulder; and
as her hair fell over her face, with one hand she
brushed it aside, while the tears fell from her
distended eye, and stretching out her other
hand towards her mother, she called for her
aid. The Indian turned into the bushes, and
this was the last seen of little Frances.

As the boys grew up and became men, they
were very anxious to know the fate of their lit-
tle fair haired sister- They wrote letters, they
sent inquiries, they made journeys through all
the west and into the Canadas,. if peradvenlure
they might learn any thing respecting her fate.
Four" of three long journeys were made in vain.
A silence deep as the deepest forest through
which they wandered, hung over her fate, and
that sixty years.

My reader will now pass over 58 years from
the time of this captivity, and suppose himself
far in the wilderness in the fur the rest part of
Indiana. A very respectable agent of the Uni-
ted States is travelling there, and Weary and
belated, with.a tired horse,.he slopped at an In.
dian wigwam for the night. He can speak the
Indian language. The family are rich for In-
dians, have horses and skins in abundance. In
the course of the evening, he notices that the
hair of the woman is light, and her skin under
her dress, is also white. This led to a conver-
sation. She told him she was a white child,
but had been carried away when a very small
girl.

She could 'only remember that her name was
Slocum, that she lived in a little house on the
banks of the Susquehannah, and how many
there were in her father's family, and the order
of their ages ! But the name of the town she
could not remember. On reachirfg his home;
the agent mentioned the story to his mother.
She urged him to write and print the account.
Accordingly he wrote it and sent it to Lancas.
ter in this State, requesting that it might be
published. By some, to me, unaccountable
blunder, it lay in the office two yearn before it
was printed. But last summer it was publish,
ed. In a few days it fell into the hands of Mr.
Slocum, of Wilkesbarre, who was the little two
and.a half year old boy, when Frances was
taken. In a few days he was off to seek his
sister, taking with him his oldest sister, (the
one who aided him to escape) and writing to a
brother who now lives in Ohio, and who I he-
lieve-was born after the captivity, to meet him
and go with him.

The two brothers and sisters are now (1838)
on their way to seek little Frances, just sixty
years after her captivity. After travelling more
than 300 miles through the wilderness, they
reached the Indian country, the home of the
Miami Indian. Nine miles from the nearest
white, they find the little wigwam. " I shall
know my sister," said the civilized sister, " be-
cause she lost the nail of her first finger. You,
brother, hammered it off in the blacksmith
shop when she was four years old." They go
into the cabin, and find an Indian woman having
the appearance of seventy five. She is painted
and jewelled off, and dressed like an Indian in
a-U respects. Nothing but.her hair and covered
skin would indicate her origin. They get an
interpreter and'begin to converse. She tells
them where she wae born, her name, with the
order of her 'father's family. " How came your
nail gone ?." said the oldest sister. " My older
brother pounded it off when I was a little child
in the shop !" In a word, they were satisfied
that this was Frances, their long lost sister!
They asked her what her Christian name was ?
She could not remember. Was it Frances!—
She smiled and said " yes." It was the first
time she had heard it pronounced for 60 years !
Hero, then they were met—two* brothers and
two sisters! They were all satisfied that they
were brothers a n ^ sietere. But what a con-

trast !*The brothers were walking the cabin un.
able to speak ;' the oldest sister was weeping,
but the poor Indian sister sat motionless and
passionless, and indifferent as a spectator.—
There was no throbbing, no fine corda in her
bosom to be touched. *

When Mr. Slocum was giving me this histo-
ry, I said to him—"butjcould she not speak
English?" "Not a word." "Did she know
her age ?" «• No—had no idea of î ." " But
was she entirely ignorant ?" " Sir, she didn't
know when Sunday comes ."• This was, indeed,
the consummation of ignorance in a descen-
dant of the Puritans!

Her whole history might be told in a word.
She lived with the Delawares who carried her
off, till grown up, and then married a Delaware.
He cither died or ran away, and she then mar-
ried a Miami Indian*, a chief as I believe. She
has two daughters, bolh of whom are married,
and who live in the glory of an Indian cabin,
deer-skin clothes, and cow-skin head-dresses,
No one of the family can speak a word of Eng-
lish. They have horses in abundance, and when
the Indian sister wanted to accompany her new
relatives, she whipped out, bridled her horse,
and then, a In Turk, mounted astride and was
off. At night shecould throw a blanket around
her, lie down upon the floor, and at once be
asleep.

The brothers and sisters tried to persuade
their lost sister to relurn with them, and if she
desired it bring her children. They would
transplant her again to the banks of the Sus-
quehannahi and of their wealth make her home
happy. But no. She hsd always lived with
the Indians—they had always been kind to her,
and she had promised her late husband on his
death.bed that she would never leave the In-
dians. And there they left her and hers, wild
and darkened heathens, though sprung from a
pious race.

Mr. Editor: Your correspondent " Civis" in
the North American of this morning, remarks
that by some unaccountable'blunder the letter
(written by the Indian trader) was permitted to
lie unnoticed for two years." It was the very
unaccountable blunder which caused it to reach
the object it was designed to effect. The whole
train of circumstances as detailed by your cor.
respondent, was narrated to the writer of this
communication some months since by a near
relative of one of the parties. The letter was
addressed to the Postmaster in Lancaster, the
trader riot knowing of any more likely spot to
which to direct i t : it was regarded as a hoax,
or at least having so little interest that it was
carelessly thrown aside,. After the lapse of
two years it was thoughtlessly picked up by the
wife of the Postmaster, and after reading it, she
determined to send it to the editor of one of tho
Lancaster papers, in which it was inserted si-
multanetfusly with an address on Temperance,
which it was thought desirable to disseminate
as widely as possible. Extra copies were ac-
cordinglv stricken off. and one of these sent to
a clergyman, whose brother was a resident of
the^vVyoming Valley, and who had heard of the
circumstances that a family in that valley had
lost a sister during the Indian wars for whose
recovery they had always manifested a great
anxiety. He accordingly enclosed the paper
to one of the brothers and the letter^was -thus
carried to i l s proper destinaUon. The mother
had ^exacted from them a promise that they
should never intermit their exertions to recover
thicr sifter, but all their efforts had been vain .
The uHimate res«H which will flow from the
transaction none can tel l -but surely, it is im-
possible to resist the conviction that some su
Jerinlending Ruler has drawn together the
links of such a chain.

Philadelphia, Aug. 29, 1839.

Active'and Passive Lowe—There are two
kinds of love, the active and the passive, and
we'll give the Little Genius credit for finding ,t
out When a man stays out late at night, gets

ll carelessly home, goes whistling

akes a kiss with perfect composure, and looks
Is if she would'nt care if she look two or ihree
more that is passive love. We are not consid-
e e d difficult Pto please, but when ,t cornesto
fove we certainly prefer the passive to
live.—IV. 0 . Picayune.
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SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 21, 1839*

•' Obligations of the World to the Bible."—In
Ihis age, (as in others, for aught we know,) a
vast deal of labor has been expended to dis-
prove what no one believes, atid to substantiate
what no one doubts. Others, again, trouble
themselves amazingly to prove or disprove what
can interest no one, what no one cares any
thing about, and what can benefit none, either
morally or physically, whether it be true or
false. Free this work from some of these cha-
racteristics, and we should like it much better
than we dor as it is, however, we should es-
teem it a valuable addition to any family li-
brary.

The first lecture i» an attempt to prove that
" oral and written languages are to be attributed
to a eupernatnral revelation."- We believe that
most men admit this of oral language ; but ma-
ny doubt it of written language. Our author's
proofs of the possibility that God revealed a
system of written language to Moses at Mount
Sinai, are quite conclusive r but we know not
that the decision of the question can affect any
one. The second lecture, treating of the " lite-
rary merit of the Scriptures" is one of deep-in-
terest ; this alone is worth the price of the
book. The successive lectures are mostly de-
voted to the influence of the Bible upon civil
and religious liberty,.morality, the social insti-
tutions, and science. While we must disagree
with the author upon several points, we would
still say that the whole work bears evidence of a
highly cultivated and closely disciplined mind.
We think the author rather wild in regard to
the punishment of crimes ; as, should the legi-
timate consequences of some of his positions
prevail,our sheriffs would be called upon almost
weekly, to execute criminals. Several pages
are devoted more to the institution of slavery
than to any other subject. This extra labor is
the consequence, we suspect, of the false posi-
tion, that Slavery is " the obligation to labor for
the benefit of the master, without the contract
or consent of the owner." Had the author
started upon the premise, that " Slavery is the
compulsion," & c , he would have had less diffi-
culty in his task. Were his position correct,
we should now justly be the slaving subjects of
Great Britain. We dont like the idea in the
least.

KENYON COLLEGE, OHIO.—The annual Com.

mencement of this Institution was held in
Roese Chapel, on Wednesday, the 21st of Au-
gust. The'degree of A. B. was conferred upon
ten young gentlemen, members of the graduat.
ing class, and the degree of A. M. in course
upon Peter S. Ruth, Wm. A. M. Brooke, Rich-
ard L. Brown and Edwin N. Lightner, alumni
of Kenyon College, and upon John M. Steven,
•on, an alumnus of Jefferson College, Pa., and
Principal of the Grammar School of Kenyon
College.

The following honorary degrees were con-
ferred, viz: that of A. B. upon Sabin Hough, a
former member of Kenyon College; that of
LL. D. upon Horace Webster, Prof of Math,
and Nat. Phil, in Geneva College; and that of
D. D. upon Rev. John A. Vaughan, of N. Y.,
and upon Rev. Edward C. McGuire, of Virginia.

Addresses were delivered before the Literary
Societies of the College, by Rev. WM. H. M e
GUFFEY, D. D., President of the Ohio Universi-
ty«»and by JOHN M. STKVENSON, A. M., of Gam.

bier.

O" The American PhrenolgiealJournal, the
first volume of which closed this month, w>ll
commence a new volume on- the 1st of next
mor.th. This is the only periodical of the kind
in the United States , and It is conducted with
an ability that renders it worthy of the sup-
port of every phrenologist in the country. Its
tone is m.3nly and courteous, stooping to noth-
ing low, and always treating honorable oppo-
rents with candor and reBpect. Its ed'hor
and contributors are men of distinguished abil.
ity and profound research. It is published,
(for ihe proprietors) by A- Waldie, at Philadelr
phia, at $ 2 0 0 a year.

''First Lessons in Geometry.."—Mr. l e v i e s
has done at last, just what he should have
done years ago. In his 'First i c s sons in Ge-
ometry,' he haa given the public a work which
has long been wanted'more than any other, and
the want of which every teacher and 6tuden-t
has Jong regretted. It is jus-t such a work
as might be expected from the author. Indeed
we think Mr. D. has succeeded better in this*
than in his elementary works upon ariihmetic-
and algebra.

Published by A. S. BARNES & Co., Hartford ;•
for sale at ALLINO'S, N O . 12, Exchange st.

"Guide for Mothers and Nurses."—TROF. C.
TrcKNOR has favored the public with a work of
rare value, and one that should be in every fam-
ily in the Union. It is an attempt to bring
mothers and nurses to an acquaintance with
those physiological facts which are absolutely
necessary for the proper rearing of the young.
Let this book be read andstudied by the whole
corn-unity, and the vatst amoun-t of domestic
quackery, now practiced by so many to the de-
struction of bodily and mental sanity, will be
done away.

For sale at A&LING'S.

"Child's Book of Devotion."—Tbe most we
can say in its favor » that it is better than any
thing of the kind we have seen. We m-ust pay,
however, that, tike most books for children, it
contains too much baby.tallj. It is rather
strange that mankind cannot learn that children
can understand without saying "oo eetle pooty
ting." (For sale at ALLING-'S.

(EF Perhaps we might like this book better
were it not that the copy sent us is much soiled
and mutilated.

The Ladies Companion, continues to be what
its title indicates. Every number is entirely
filled with original matter- by the first writers
of our country. The September No. ie at least
equal with its predecessors. It is embeftshed
with a beautiful engraving, called "The Ree-
fer ;"—also with the fall fashions.

QZT A girl in Albany, 14 years of age, was
burnt in a shocking manner by her clothes tak-
ing fire on the 6th inst. Much misery might
be prevented in such cases, if the simple di.
rection to lie down and roil over would bo
practised by those whose clothes take fire.

The Metropolitan,— for August, contains
some articles oi unusal interest. Its previous
character for talent and elegance js fully sus-
tained.

Blackwood'8 Magazine,—The August No. is
before us, filled with mailer of a bold and an
original character. Some of its political ideas
are worthy of the consideration of legislators.

"Now, Sam, if you don't stop licking that
molasses, I'll tell the man." "By chalks—you
tell the man, and I'll lick you and !the 'lasses
too."

Writ It n for trie C em

PECULIAR ADVANTAGES OF T H E AN~
C I E N T GREEKS FOR T H E CULTIVA.
TION OF POETRY.

The ancient Greeks, undoubtedly, possessed'
advantages for the cultivation of Poetry, supe-
rior to any other nation-that has existed. Their
lovely country; abounding in the most roman-
tic and delightful scenery—their climate, in
winter mild and agreeable, in summer copfand
salubrious—their habits, dwelling in. light ands
airy habitations* and studying and observing
the phenomena of nature as they occurred—
their occupations, giving most of" their time
and attention to the pursuit of the fine arts—
their splendid mythology, being the most ele-
gant and fanciful personification of natcral ob-
ject—their language,, which was rich, melodi-
ous and flowing j—all combined to make them
the most accurate copiers of nature—to perfect
in them a fruitful and brilliant imagination—to
soften and refine the passions—and to give c r -
piousness of expression—things of the highest
importance in those who would excel in poe-
try. The scenery was hill and dale, placed in.
the moat picturesque.variety, and indented with
seas of glassy smoothness, which seemed to re-
joice to add thevir charms to heighten its beau-
ties. Over every plain—along every valley—
and upon every hiW-side, the olive spread its
shade of lovely green to beautify and-adorn.
The luxuriant vi»e hung its clustering foliage,
in-gay festoons, on the side of every mountain,
and added a richness to the verdure of every
dale. Beautiful rills bubbled and sparkled'in.
the sun, as they leaped from the mountains, or
gently murmured1, as they flowed through the
plains, reflecting in their transparent mirrors,
the wild flowers which grow in spontaneous
abundance upon their banks. The climate was
neither cold and piercing in winter, nor ho4
and scorchrng in summer, but mild, agreeable
and well adapted to give elasticity to the mind,
aud health to the body. The sky was most
lovely. The sun looked forth with a calm and
subdued light from an atmosphere tinged with
the mellowest hues, and shaded by ever varying
clouds of the most magnificent'coloring. The
air was balmy breczeB, borne by sporting Zeph.
yra from a sea ©f exquisite coolness, or 6picy
gales, wafted from serene Ionia over waves of
the most delightful temperature. Their habits
were such as might be expected from such a
climate and scenery. The lovely scenes among
which they dwelt, and the fragrant air which
they in-haled, would tend to. soften and refine
the passions—to enlarge and enliven the imagi-
nation—and to produce a deep and tender vein
of poetic effusion. The beauties of nature
would, of course, lead them to spend much of
their time in the open air, and thus perfect them
in a knowledge of nature, and fit them to attain
the grand and sublime in poetic composition.
Their mythology was poetry itself—their gods

and goddesses personification* of natural phe*.
nomena, passions or sciences. All nature was
endued with life and moved, and felt, an4 spake.
When morning arose, it was

1 Aurora, rosy-fingered daughter of the dawn,
Who flyng the diamond dew drops o'er the fertile lawn.'
When the sun ascended exulting in his splen-
dor, it was Apollo " far-shoatin-g king," who
drove his chariot and scattered light and joy
throughout the universe;. and when he euuk
behind the sea, it was Tethys " great mother,"
vyiho received him to her embrace. When the
moon, in her brightness, took her course among
the constellations, it was Diana, " chaste god-
dess of the silver bow," who shed her glittering
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beams upon the earth. Did the Greeks wander
upon Parnassus T there the Muses lived ; or up-
on Helicon ? there tho " daughters of Jupiter
•nd Memory" sported and played around their
own sacred fountain. Did thoy gaze upon (he
heaving sea glistening in the moon's soft beams ?
the Neriads and Oocanides, with diamonds in
their hair, were dancing upon its surface. Did
they roam among the lovely, groves of their
land ? the Dryads and Oreades were sporting
and gamboling around ; or, did they look to.
wards Olympus? its snowy summits were the
'•brazen floored domes" of the "ever living
gods." Every spot was consecrated to some
muse or guardian divinity, and every breeze
wafted the sweetest inspiration to poetic genius.
Their language was smooth, dignified aud flaw-
ing. Its peculiarities in contraction and com.
position—its different dialects—&It of which

.were rich and melodious, gave it great advan-
tages in producing harmony and softness jn poe.
try. It was full and copious in expression, fit.
ted to convey every shade of meaning from the
most lofty and sublime, to the most pathetic
and tender. Thus almost every thing conspired
to produce, in the ancient Greeks a taste and a
genias for poetry ; and their numerous bards,
like Homer, who remain and must ever remain
unequaled, show how well they improved the
advantages they possessed. R. A.

April, 1838.

J C The following from the Boston Times
reminds us of another incident of which we
have heard. "By their fruit ye shall know
them."

FRUIT.—Oh! dear! oh-o-o.on ! said our wor.
thy friend Jim, as we met him yesterday, hold,
ing with both hands to a place that is vulgarly
called the belly. " Why, Jim, "wh^t'a the mat.
ler ?" " Oh ! I don't know—but such a dread,
ful pain !" "What have you been eating?"
" Nothing of any consequence—only a few
blackberries and milk for breakfast yesterday
morning, a quart of huckleberries for lunch in
the forenoon, a dozeti nice pears, and four or
five fine apples, as I was running about town;
some small currant tarts and a few grapes, and
a watermelon after dinner, and two or three
plates of raspberries, and ice-cream in the eve-
ning. Oh! o-o.oh!" And he gave .such a
scream as showed that gripes and misery were
tearing him, as if a sea-serpent were cutting up
didoes in his inner man. It was impossible to
offer such a glutton consolation, so we laughed
at his agony and walked off.

Smoking cigars in the street.—A man named
William Barnes^ not having the fear of the city
.ordinances before his eyes, was found smoking
a threetentcr in the street, and was fined $ 2
and costs, for indulging in this unlawful grati-
fication. —Boston paper.

[What a luxury would be such a law in New
York ! What scores of loafers would be clear-
ed out of the streets ! What disgusting specla.
clefr of men with quids projecting from their
mouths and ladies at their sides, would be ban.
iehed at once]—Express.

M Straws do show which way the wind blows,"
ss the lady said when the wind carried her Leg-
horn flat across the street.

" Music and drawing1 taught here," aa the
man said ven he was pulling a wheel-barrow,
through the street without any oil upon his axles

"-I had iQall. but I di'l'nt see fit to settle'1 as
the parson said when his creditor came to dun
him.

** I feel as if I should fly," as the dove said
von ho saw a boy pick up a stone in the street.

*' Oh, I'm undone !" as the la Jy said at the
ball when her corset string broiie from over-
straining.

I f you cannot inspire a jvoman with love of>>,
you, fill her above the briirftwitli love of herself,
all that rune over will be yours.—Lacon.

A Husband at Sight.—Lord G..being one day
in Kingston Gardens, went to shelter himself
from a very heavy showe%of rain, in a covered
seat, to which two ladies had also repaired, one
of whom was Miss V. A conversation ensued,
during which his lordship asked them if they
had a carriage in waiting.; they replied in the
negative ; he then entreated them to take a seat
in his, and allow him to convey them home;
the offer was accepted. On their way to town
Miss V said-she thought it was the easiest ear.
riage she had ever been in. His lordship polite-
ly replied, " You may be mistress of it madam
whenever you please." Miss V. blushed her
thanks, and they were man and wife before the
expiration of the month.

Whipping a Wife.—In the Franklin Circuit
Court, (Indiana,) Harvey Pease was fined five
dollars and sentenced to four months imprison-
ment in the county jail. It appeared in evi-
dence that Pease ba>ftbeen in the-constant habit
of whipping his wife, ever since the wedding
night, and in conversation with his neighbors
who reproved him for ill-treating her, contend-
ed thst he had a right, which he could prove
from the Holy Scriptures, to whip and rule his
wife as he pleased.

The Administration party have altered the
name of their favorite scheme, from Sub to In-
dependent Treasury. The last namo is certain-
ly the moft appropriate, for its'advocates are
the most independent beings in the world.—
They cram their pockets with the gold and sil-
ver of the people and make tracts for Texas,
saying "help yourselves if you can.1'—Medina
Sentinel.

"The Spojls of Victory."—The Augusta Age
newspaper has been reviewing the events of the

'illustrious Governor Fairfield's war against the
"myrmidons." From this article we learn that
not a single cubic foot of the lumber that was
taken has been sold, and not a single cubic foot
remains. Poor encouragement, this, for going
to the death for the saw logs.

Great Men—Their birth Places.—It is stated
that the following gentlemen were all born in
the county of Lancaster, Pennsylvannia. John
C. Calhoun, Gen. Hamilton, Robert Fulton,
John Bell, and Mr. Whiteeide, of Tennnsse,
Gov. Brown, of Kentucky, Professor Eberle,
and Rev. Dr. McCalla. of PhLhulelphia, and Mr.
Hall, of North Carolina.— Whig.

The Test of Riches.*-"My father is richer
than yourB," said a-boy to his companion the
other day. "How do you know ?" was the re-
ply. "Because my father says that your father
pays for every thing when he buys it, while my
father never pays any bod v,but keeps this money
to shave notes with-"—Boston Post.

An old bachelor in Windham village, Ver-
mont, advertises that he will receive scaled pro-
posals from old maids for entering into the mar-
riage contract. None under 35 years of age
need apply, as he wants nothing to do with gid-
dy flighty y>ung things.

Tall Windows.—A waggish neighbour ofours
ppeaking of windows which he saw in Boston,
said the squares of glass were so big that it took
four men to look out of them. He saw three
men trying and they couldn't do it.

Rub horses with smart weed, and the fliee will
not trouble them.—Boston Times.

If our frierid of the Times will try the same
experiment upon himself, he will find less troub-
le than he has hrretofore from cock-roaches and
bed bugs.—Philad. Ledger.

A Pertinent Question.—The Methuen Ga.
z.ilte propounds the following question : "If a
man is too poor to pay for a newspaper, how
many dogs can he affjrd to keep ? An answer
is requested.

The dog population of the Uniu-d Slates is
at about two millions, and the expense of keep-
mS them at upwarps of $10,000,000 per an-
num. . .

'•Juliny,' said an accomplished dame 'I wish
you would bring me the Richard.lionary, vul-
garly called the fl/efc-tionary.

Who can subdue his own anger is more than
strong ; who allay another's is more than wise
-whold fast on him who can do both.

A Hot Temper.—Sir Walter Scott gays, in
his Diary, that he was exceedingly diverted with
the following anecdote: "Col. Blair told us
that at the commencement of the battle of Wa-
terloo, there was some trouble to prevent the
men from breaking their ranks. He expostu-
lated with one man. '.Why, mv good fellow,
you cannot propose to bqat the French alone !
You had better keep your ranks.1 The man,
who was of the 71st, returned to his place, say-
ing, ' I believe you are right, sir, but I am a
man of a very hot temper!' There was much
bon hommie in the reply."

A Gentle Hint.—"If I am not at home from
the party co-night at 10 o'clock," said a husband
to his better and bigger half, "don't wait for
me."

"That 1 won't," replied the lady significantly,
"won't wait, but I'll come for you."

The gentleman returned at 10 o'clock pre-
cisely.

Solidified Gas.—Professor Webster of Har-
vard, has repeated the experiment abroad of re-
ducing gasses to a solid state, by a pressure of
two tons to a square inch. The substance, re-
sembled lump: of magnesia, and had a temper,
ature of 80 degrees below zero, immediately
freezing the mercury in contact with it.

Fondness for children denotes not only a
kind heart, but a guileless one. A knave al.
ways detests children—their innocent looks and
open brow, 6peak daggers to him—he sees his
own villainy reflected from their countenances,
as from a mirror. Always mark the man or
woman who avoids children.

Astonishing Memory.—-Mrs. Hemans, on
one occasion, to satisfy the incredulity of
one of her brothers, learned by heart, having
never before heard it, the whole of Heber's po-
em of Europe in one hour and twenty minutes,
and repeated it without one mistake or a mo-
mcnL's hesitation. The length of this poem is
424 lines.

A Rebus.—"What is a rebus?" innocently
asked a lovely miss of a black eyed lad. Im-
printing a kiss on her breathing lips, he replied,
"If you now will return the compliment that
will be a rcbuss." She was satisfied with the
information.

"Dick," you have got a hole in your trow-
sers." " Weell' who cares 7 It will wear long-
er than a patch." " Yes," Bays Sam, " and
wider too." ___^

A man'ti own good breeding is the best Be-
curity against other people's ill manners.

C H R I S T I A N U N I O N .
The " Christian Union Association of the city of Ro-

chester and Vicinity," will hold its first Quarterly
Meeting at Chili, (10 miles southwest of Rochester,)
on Tuesday the 2Hh of September instant, at 10 o'-
clock, A. M.

By order of the Executive Committee.
E. SHEPABD, Sec'f.

O" Tnis Association is composed of different reli-
giouB denominations, who are equally represented in
the appointment ol the Stunding Committee. The 2nd
article of the constitution is as follows :—" The object
of this Association shall be to promote all thaUeordi-
ality nt feeling and fellowship amongst the disciples of
Christ—all that agreement in matters of faith and prac-
iice, and all that consequent concert and harmonious
action in religious effjrt amongst Christiana, which the
Gospel requires."

DIED.
On the 16th inst., Frances Caroline Dewey, aged 23

years, in full hope of the immortality of the gospel.
In this cily, on the 17th inst., George Alexander, son

of Asahel Pratt, n-ed one year.
In this city/on the 11th ingt.,Caroline Louisa Peirce,

aged three years and nine months, eldest daughter of
Joaiah M. and Caroline Peirce.

In Auburn, on the 15th inst.. Mr. John O'Harra, for-
merly of Scipio, u-ed about 65 years.

<m the g&l \ u ' of bilious fever, at Mishawakie, In-
d l i . ZeSSw U .nrrou. a,ed 3» year., formerly of tlte
SriuoV FnrMins & linncioft of Una city.

In Briabton. on ihc9ih insl., Mr. Kbcnezer Snr»eant,
formerly of Alilford, ft. H., in the 06th year of his age.,

In Albion, on Ihe 17th inst., Miss Lucy Ann Doty,

ouly d i W " ' ol Alr- FrankM" D0ty> 8g6d 1? yeafS-
At Vnitle Harbor, on the 14lh inUant, Mrs.Lyman,
if. of Mr. Kdaon Lymnn, aged 26 year*. _

W T t a deal! of Mr*. L. w»» sudden and shocking in fbe
.JXSie She was drawing waterjrom a well .wi th
nlntcMtaliloneil crotch and sweep,»fhen the crotch sud-
?»^w broke nnd the sweep fulling upon Mrs. L. sod e n | y broKe,, nnu i ^ d e H l f c J n ftbout W f t

JZirs Mrs U w " a* amiable and highly,respected
« of society, w f t f "»« Cliratian Cbjtfcb-
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CONVERSATION WITH THE AFRICAN

CAPTIVES.
An interpreter has been found for the captives

at New Haven, in a negro of New York, who
is a native of Goshen, which is about a day's
journey south of Srerra Leone. He was kid-
napped at 12 years old, was liberated in Co-
lumbia by Bolivar, and is now about 30. A let-
ter from Mr. Lewis Tappan who took him to
New Haveu, dated the 8th, gives the interesting
particulars of an. interview the day previous.—
The joy manifested by the Africans on hearing
one of their own color address them in familiar
and friendly terms, is said to have been truly
affecting. His native dialect is* that of Gafli
nao, which some of the captives speak, but he
is able to converse a little in Mandingo, to
which district of the Senegambia country most
of the prisoners belong.

The Senegambia country stretches for 800
miles along the Atlantic coast, and is some 400
miles north of Liberia. It is inhabited by sev-
eral tribes, the Foulahs, Mandingoe, &c , all
speaking different dialects of the same general
language. The Mandingos are the most numer-
ous of the tribes, and their dialect is said to be
the commercial language of nearly the whole
western coast. They are partly Mahomedans
and partly Pagans, and the Government is a sort
of Republicanism. The . physician says the
prisoners have nearly all been circumcised. It
was ascertained on Saturday by Mr. T. and
the Professors at New Haven, through the con
versations of the interpreter and captives that
the more general words, such as sun, moon,
child, father, &.C., were nearly the same as those
given by Mungo Park, by Pilchard, and Moul-
lien. Information is solicited from linguists.

Mr. Tappan gives the following interesting
report of the story of these people, with some
other particulars concerning them :—

11 The four children were apparently from 10
to 12 years of age. The boy and two of the
girls (who appeared to be sisters) are Man.
dingos, and the other girl from Congo. They
are robust, are full of hilarity, especially the
Mandingos. The sheriff of the county took
them to ride in a wagon on Friday. At first
their eyes were filled with tears, and they seem,
ed to be afraid, but soon they enjoyed them,
selves very well, and appeared to be greatly de-
lighted. N

" Two or three of the men. besides one of the
little girls, arc natives of Congo, which is on
the coast just south of the equator. The man
with some of his teeth like tusks, is from
Gahula in Congo. The teeth are said to be thus
sharpened and made thus prominent by artifi-
cial means. The 'whole company, although
thin in flesh, and generally of slight forms,
and limbs, especially, are as good looking and
intelligent a body of men as we usually meet
with. All are young, and several are quite
strippiings. The Mandingos are described in
books as being a very gentle race, cheerful in
their disposi'ions, inquisitive, credulous, simple
hearted, and much given to trading propensities.

" The other African prisoners are not permit-
ted to hold converse with their Chief. Before
they and he were deprived of this privilege,
and when he occasionally came among them,
they gethered around him, all talking at once,
and shaking hands as if they rejoiced to see
him among them. They appeared to look up
to him, I am told, with great respect. We
found Cinquez strolched upon his bedding on
the floor, wholly unc.'othud, with a single blan.
ket partly wrapped around him. Me arose at
the call of tho jailer, rather reluctantly, and
came towards us with a good degree ef grace-
fulness and native dignity. Afterwards we saw
him well clothed ; but he does not seem to like
tho tight dress of this country. At first he
scetntd adverse to answering the questions of
the interpreter, and made the impression that
he cpulrl not epeak the Mandingo dialect. But
after the interpreter had told him that he had
conversed" freely with his comrades, ho con-
versed freely with much energy of expression
and action. R. S. Baldwin, Esq., of counsel
for the prisoners, and Professor Gibbs having
accompanied the interpreter.

"Joseph Cinqucz as the Spaniards have named
him, but who pronounces his name in his own
language, Shinqua, says he is a native of the
Manilingjy country. His father is neither a
king nor a cl|ieftfhtt one of th» principal men.
Shinquau was'kidiiapp d and sent down to the
town frf Gendema or Gedurna, in the Gallina
country. The . interprete%£nows the place,

says it is from .ton to fifteen miles from the
ocean. It is a small town on an inconsidera-
ble river. Here he vy*s put into the hands of
King Shark, and after staying a while was de-
livered by this king " to a great man" named
Falekower, belonging to Manu, near the mouth
of the river Gambia, who disposed of him to
the Spaniards. By them he was sent on board
a ship, where he met, for the first time, the
persons who are now with him in prison.—
From Shinquau and his comrades we gather
the following statements, nearly in their very
words, as translated by the interpreter :—They
demanded of the slaves where they were going
to take them, but got no satisfactory answer.
In one and a half moons, they said, we arrived
at Havana. Here they were put ashore and
confined one moon in a house very elope. Then
they were put on board the schooner which
brought them to this country, and continued
on board of her about one moon or a month.
After being on board the schooner sometime,
they agreed to take the schooner and go bar.k to
their own country. Previous to this the Capt.
•was very cruel and beat them severely. They
would not take it, to use their own expression,
and therefore turned to and fought for it. After
this hey did not know which way to go. But
at length-they told the Spaniards to lake them
to Sierra Leone. "They made fools of us,"
said Shinquau, "and did not go to Sterra
Leone." In the day time, they said they could
tell very well which way to go by the sun, but
at night the Spaniards deceived them, and put
the vessei the other way. After this, said they,
we got here, and did not know where we
were.

"Captain Green, of Sag Harbor, who was
one of the first men ihe prisoners, met ashore,
before their capture by Lieut. Gedney, of the U.
S. brig Washington, and who has given me a
circumstantial account, differing in many re-
pects from what has been published, of all that
took place, says that the Africans asked him by
one of their number who speaks a little broken
English, " What courftry is this? He replied,
this is America. They immediately asked, "Is
it a slave country ?" Captain Green answered,
it is Iree here and safe, and there are no Span-
ish laws here, Shinquau then gave a sort of a
whistle, when they all sprang upon their feit
and shouted. Captain Green and his associates
sprang to their wagon for their gunp, suppos-
ing the Africans were about to attack them.
But Shinquau came up, delivered irp his cuilaes
and gun, and even offered his hat, &.C4 and the
rest did the same, indicating that they would
give all up, that Capt. G. might take charge of
the schooner, and everything on board. They
however begged of him to take them to Sierra
Leone. Shinquan positively assured'Capt. G. at
the time, and he repeats it now, that thpy threw
nothing overboard. The stories about his loos-
ening his girdle, arid letting three or four hund-
red doubloons drop into the sea, and keeping
under water for forty minutes, are considered
fabulous. The Africans assort that there was
a quantity of doubloons in the trunks that were
carried on shore on Long Island,-and Captain
Green says he heard the money rattle as the
trunks were returned to the schooner by order
of Lieut. Gedney. On examining the contents!
of the trunks afterwards, no gold was found
Some persons are supposed to hxve the money,
but whif, is a secret. While on shore, at Long
Island, Shinquau and his companions, although
hungry, and with arms in their hands, would
not kill a single animal, or take an article, even
to satisfy their hunger, without-paying gene,
rously for it. They appeared, it is'true, to know
very little about the value of money, and gave
a doubloon for a dog, acid a small gold piece for
some victuals.

" The African prisoners are orderly and
peaceable among themselves. Some of them
sing well, and appear to be in good spirits and
grateful for the kindness shown them.

" I attempted to instruct the African prison,
ers, especially the children. They pronounced
words in English very distinctly, and have al.
ready nearly the numerals. In"showing them
some books, containing pictures of tropical
animals, birds, & c , they seemed much pleased
to recognize those w\\l\ whose appearance ihtiy
were acquainted, endeavoring to imitate their
voices and actions. With suitable instruction
these • intelligent and docile Africans would
6oon learn to read and speak our language.
Towards evening we made a visit to Shinquau,
and conversed with him a considerable time.

He drew his hand across his throat as his'room
mates said he had done frequently, before, and
asked whether the "people intended to kill him.
He was assured that probably no harm would
happen to him—that we were his friends—and
that he would be sent across the ocean towards
the rising'sun, home to his friends. His counte-
nance immediately lost the anxious and dietres.
sed expression it had before, and beamed with
joy. He says he was born about two days travel-
ing from the oc&yn*; that he purchased some
goods, and being unable to pay for only two
thyds of the amount, he was seized by tho
traders, his own countrymen, and sold to king
Sharka for the remaining third. " I dont teM
a bit of a lie about it," he said. He says he
left in Africa both his parents, a wife and three
children. Two of the children, he remarked,
arc a little larger than the African girls who
arc prisonerd, and the other about as large.
We endeavored to ascertain what his. ideas were
about a Supreme Being, if he had any. He
said " God is good." His countrymen, he says,
know nothing about reading, or writing. To.
morrow we expect lo have him taken out of his.
cell, and examined, throughtlie interpreter, by
Messrs. Slaples^and Baldwin.4' L. T.

It is stated that all the Presidents,except elder
Adams, have decided against the surrender of
fugitives charged with treason or murder where
there exists no treaty stipulation, as there d->e9
not {between the United Stated and Spain—N-
Y. Advertiser.

Newspaper Readers.—How endless is. the va-
riety of newspaper readers, and how hard it is
to satisfy their wants. Mr. A believes he shall
discontinue his paper, because it contains no po-
litical news—and B is decidedly of-opinion that
the same same sheet dabbles to freely in tho po.
litical movements of the day. C doseu't cause
it is all on one side—andD. whose opinion it
generally expresses, does not like it because it
is not severe enough upon the opposition. E
thinks it does not pay due attention to fashiona-
ble literature—and F can no*, hear the flimsy
notions of the idle writers. G will not suffer a
paper to lie upon his table, which ventures an
opinion against slavery—and H never patron,
izes one that,lacks moral courage to expose the
evils of the day. I declares he does not want a
paper filled with the Hodge-polge proceedings
and doings of Congress, and the Legislatnre—
J considers that paper the best which gives the
greatest quantity of such, proceedings. K pat-
rrnizes papers for the light and lively reading
which they contain—and L Wonders that the
press does not publish Dewey's sermons, and
such other Bolid matter. M will not even read a
paper that does not oppose the evils of sectarian-
ism — and N is decidedly of opinion, that the
pulpit and not the press should meddle with re-
ligious dogmas. G likes to readjpolice reports,
and P, whose appetite is less morbid, would not
have the paper, in which these silly reports are
printed, in his house. Q likes anecdotes—and
R won't take a paper that publishes them. R
says that murders and dreadful accidents ought
not to be put into the papers—and S complains
that his miserable paper gave no account of
that highway robbery last Week. T says the
type-is too small—and U thinks it is top large.
V stops his paper because it contains "nothing
but advertisements—and all that W wants of it
is to see what is for sale. X will not lake the
paper unless it is left at his store before sunrise
and'Y declares he will not pay for it if left so
early that it is stolen from his domicile-before
he is up. And, last of all, come ihc complaints
of some of the ladies, who declare the paper is
uninteresting, because it dues not contain every
day a list of marriages—just as if were possible
for the poor printer to marry people, whether
the parties are willing or not.—Bedjord Gaz.

The colored jack-ketch of this city cleans
boots when business is dull. After laying on a
strong coat of Day &. Martin on^a pair for a
dandy yesterday, he brought tliom into his
room, saying, " Hero'9 boots, Massa."

"Aw," drawled thed.indy, " ia that you,
Cesaw ?"

' Yes, Massa, dat ba me. Ya ! ya t y i 1"
'• GUSSLW, any noos this morning ?:'
" O ! no Mat* a a ; dul noti'n i.i dat line fur a

considerable tune: nut since dat dero yaller
man went off."

" O, CCSAW," said:the dandy, " go out and
close tho dowa j yafre exquisitely vulgaw."—
N. O, Picayune.
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From the Southern (Afi«».) San.

INCIDENT ON BOARD A &TEAM BOAT.
A gentleman of oar acquaintance, recently

from the " crescent city," gave us the following
particulars of an incident which occurred on
board the steam boat Gen. Brown, on her last
upward trip from New-Orleans':

Opposite Fort Adams the boat was hailed by
a stranger on shore, who, by various signs and
tokens, manifested an evident desire to become
one of the inhabitants of the floating palace.
The boal.rounded to, and a young gentleman,
of graceful person, and handsotne, manly fea-
tures, clad in blue cloth, but without baggage,
stepped on board ; and again the gallant boat
was stemming the strong current of the Missis-
sippi. The new comer strutted into the clerk's
office with the stride of a high born, aristocratic
spirit, and recorded .upon the register the name
of " William Henry Harrison." It was soon
buzzed about through the boat that Gerfl Har-
rison was aboard, and there was a general rush
amongst passengers, cooks, cabin boys and sai.
lors, to gaze upon the venerable form of the he-
ro of the Thames. The youthful appearance
of the new passenger, however, by no means
corresponded with the idea entertained of the
person of the hero of North Bi?nd,"and it was
generally acknowledged that a fraud had'been
practised by borrowing a name. These disrep-
utable surmises reached our hero's ear, and •
with an air of infinite condescension and kind-
ness, he remarked to the.assemblcd passengers,

"True, gentlemen, / am not GENERAL Har.
rison. Of course, my age would negative such
an opinion. My name, however, is William
Henry Harrison, and I have the honor of being
Gen'l Harrison's son."

The sentence was concluded by placing the
right hand upon the region of the heart and gra-
ciously Baluting the assemblage with a most
profound and obsequious bow.

Things went on swimmingly with Mr. Wil-
liam Henry Harrison. The servants were par.
ticula/ly attentive—every passenger was anx-
ious to engage a portion of his attention—the
ladies gazed with admiration upon the graceful
scion of a noble slock—in short, he was the
lion of the,boat.

But, alas ! how fickle is the blind goddess !—
how transitory are earth's honors !—how uncer-
tain are the plaudits of the crowd !! At Natch-
ez several oiher passengers were added to the
assemblage. They were soon made acquainted
with the supposed fact that no lees a personage
than Mr. William Henry Harrison was on
board.

" William Henry Harrison !" exclaimed one
of the new comers, with evident surprise. "Im.
possible, sir. I knew that young gentleman.
Where is the man who has dared to assume that
name ?'

The interrogater was forthwith conducted to
where our, hero eat, the admiration of a group

'of passengers, an excellen regalia in his mouth,
and a gilt volume of Byron in his hand.

'•Are you the individual who calls himself
WillianT Henry Harrison, the son of General
Harrison of that name?" fiercely demanded the
passenger.

" Aye, sir ."responded our hero, " I nave that
honor."

41 Sir, you are a liar !—an impostor. I was
a ecflbol mate of young Harrison. He is dead.
I saw him die. I bore his pall."

Up rose the indignant son at these reproach;
fill words—fierce anger flashed from his dark
e y e he drov» himself up at full heigh —ex
panded his broad chest—clenched his agitated
hand,'and Bpake thus: *•

"You speak a foul lie, and I will hill the vil-
lain who denies my lineage."

A regular fight was about to " come off," but
the captain interfered, and immediately two
other passengers stepped forth, who certified
fhat they knew the Harrison family—that our
hero was not one of them—that the son of Gen.

id been burled for some years—and
of course, they were dealing with arascul. II
e tide was fairly against our hero. Tliu one n

„ was torn off—he was fairly floored. The Jfc bring
boat"was near Warrenton, and suddenly the cn-
_jne was stopper!—a boat was lowered—four
lolly sailors eeiz< tl the oaj__r-our hero was thrust
aboard sans ceremonie. Wk signs were ominous
indeed. The yawl made for an island ; Mr.
William Henry Harrison was set on terra fir-
ma upon that desolate speck of-land* the sole

denizen of his little world—the monarch of all
he surveyed.

The sailor who deposited his highness upon
hia new residence, was a son of Erin, and gave
a few words of consolation, as the yawl depart,
ed, after this form :

" Now, me honey ! if the muskaters nip ye
here, just tell 'em ye're General Harrison's son,
and divil a baste o* them will suck the precious
blood from ye're veins."

The boat proceeded on her voyage. Her
decks were crowded with living! beings, who
gazed upon the form of the now nameless being,
who, with folded arms, stood "solitary and
alone" upon the island.

Who he is, or whence he came, is now, and
perhaps ever will be, a mystery, Perhaps he is
a Murrel man—perhaps an expelled gambler—
perhaps a regular pickpocket—perhaps a pro-
fessional loafer. All ihat is certainly known
is, that he is not General Harrison's son.

THE WIDOW.
It was a cold and bleak evening in a most

severe winter. The snow was driven by the fu-
rious north wind. Few dared or were willing
to venture abroad. It was a night which the
poor will not soon forget.

In a most miserable and shattered tenement,
somewhat remote from any o|her habitation,
there then resided an aged widow, all alone,
and yet not alone.

During the weary day, in her excessive weak-
ness, she had been unable to step beyond her
door stone, or to communicate her wants to any
friend. Her last morse 1 of bread had been long
since consumed, and none heeded her destina-
tion. She sat at evening by her small fire, half
famished with hunger—from exhaustation una-
ble to sleep—preparing to meet the dreadful
fate from which she knew not how she should
be spared.

She prayed that morning, "Give me this day
my daily bread," but the shadows of evening
decended upon her, and her prayer had not been
answered,

While Buch thoughts were passing throtigh
her weary mind, she heard the door suddenly
open and shut again, and found deposited in
her entry, by an unknown hand a basket crow,
ded with all those articles of comfortable food
which had the swetlncss Manna to her..

What were her feelings on that night God on-
ly knows ! But ihcy were such as rise up to
him—the Great Deliverer and Provider—from
ten thousand hearts every day.

Many days elapsed before the widow learnt
through^what messenger God had sent that
timely aw). It was at the impulse of a little
child, who on that dismal niglit, seated at the
cheerful fireside of her home was led to express
the generous wish that that poor widow, whom
she had sometimes visited, could share seme of
her numerous comforts and cheer. Her parents
followed out the benevolent suggestion, and a
serventwas dispatched to her mean abode with
a plentiful supply.

What a beautiful glimpse of the chain of cou
ses, all fastened at the throne of God ! An an
gel, with noisless wing, came down, stirred the
peaceful breast of a child, and with no pomp
or circumstances of the outward miracle, th<*
widow's prayer was answered.—Walchtower.

Settling Accounts—When a minister was
spending a few weeks in Edinburgh, there came
on business to the house, a man of the world.
He was introduced to the minister in the fol
lowing manner:

'•This is an acquaintance of mine, and I am
sorry to add, though young and healthy he nev.
er attends pubiic worship.'* "I aia almost
tempted to hope that you are bearing false
witness against your neighbor," replied the
minister. "By no means, (said the young
man,( for I always Ppend my Sundays in set
tling accounts!" The minister replied, "An'
Sir! you will find that the day oj Judgment
will be spent in the same way.1*

The order was ii
slantly obeyed. " N o w hold it to my nose
After holding it there a minute or two, the
sprawling gentleman sprung to the floor, a
gave the poor nigger a kick which sent him
headhjng, at the same time remarking, "You
black rascal, you kntw what I wanted—v>ny
didn't gjou blow ?

The late Aurora Borealis was visible at Que-
bec extending from East to West over the
Northern part of the sky. At Houlton, (Me.)
Latitude 46, •• The Southern Quarter of the
Heavens," says a correspondent of the Boston
Courier, " was entirely illuminated with silver
and rose flames, presenting the appearance of
an immense fire, spread out.from the zenith to
the horizon. The gambols of the Aurora re-
sembled, in rapidity and form of motion, the
eddies produced by a wind storm, upon snow or
dust. The light was most brilliant at the zen-
ith, and the colors danced with each other like
the waters of a restless sea. The hues were
pink, blood.red, seagreen, and while.

•' The general movement was lateral, but we
had also the undulating motion. At one time
there was a broad belt 6T light arching from
east to west. This belt was scalloped or festoon-
ed at the zenith, like unto some kinds of sea
shells. In a few moments it was transformed
into a double cape, which the ladies who were
looking upon it called Pelerine. Immediately
afterwards, it settled into the fan shape. The
air was perfectly still, and the light was bright
enough to read by during the continuance of
the phenomenon."

This light was visible in Kentuckey, but not
in Richmond, Va.—Express.

Two brothers named Elm, were once sub-
pcenaed on a trial. The first of them having
been examined, the late Mr. Justice Park, from
his venerable appearance, was induced to ask
his age. 'Eighty,'he replied. And how do you
live? Very regular. And pray what do you
make use of as your beverage ? Tea, and milk
and water. His lordship in reply, addressed
himself to the councillors thus:—'There, gen-
tlemen, there's a specimen for you of regulari-
ty.' The other brother was called, and from his
appearance, the councillors in the cause were
induced to ask him his age, and were told that
he was eighty.three. And pray, Mr. Elm, how
do you live. Very regular, your honor ; I go to
bed drunk every night of my life. There, my
lord, there's a specimen of regularity ; what do
you think of that, my lord ?—eighty.three !—
'Ah! gentlemen, Elm, wet or dry, lasts a long
time,' said his lordship, gravely.—London paper.

NOT SLOW.—As a train of cars was passing
along one of the railroads a few days since,
under full headway, the. engineer observed an
old woman running towards the train from a
house he was about passing, waving her hands
and exhibiting great anxiety least the train
should go by -without stopping. -Supposing
that her errand was important, Jhe checked the
locomotive, and moved slowly along until the
old lady—who had run herself out of breath—
gradually approached within hailing distance.
" Well marm," cried the conductor, " what do
you want ?" " I want" replied the dame,
screeching at the top of her voice, " I want to
know if you want to buy any squashes ?" The
way the steam was put on the locomotive for
the next five miles was a caution to land tur-
ties.—Boston Transcript.

The Very Last.—A friend, who recently
passed through the town of , in New Hamp-
shire relates the following anecdote, as told to
him whilst there. There was a very pious
man—a deacon of his church—residing in the
town bylhe name of Day—by trade a cooper.
One Sabblth morning he heard a number of
boys were playing in frontof his .feouse, and he
went out to put a stop to their Sabbath-break.
ing. Assuming a grave countenance he said to
them, " Boys, do you remember what day this
is?" " Yes, sir," immediately replied one of trie
hoys, " Deacon Day, the cooper."—Boston
Transcrip t.

» » M y dear, what shall we have for dinner to.
S v ? " »O.e of yous smiles," replied the hus-

"1 can dine on that any day ;" "But I
-iin Mrs - "Then lake this." said

Lcr^kiss as he departed for his office,
dinner. "Tins steak is excel-

IV-Tadh°e,'-wEdidyou pay for it ?»-
. What you gave me this morning." said she—

..Voa did !•• said he, "then you shall have mar.
k e t money ihe rest of the time."

A Kabbiteh Head.—The Baltimore Sun, af-
ter examining his development, has come to
"a conclusion that a cabbage head Is different

from ahead of cabbage as the former haa a
pair of long ears,--.PAiJ. Led.
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THE MARRIED MAN AND THE BACHELOR.
Happy and free are the married man's reveries,

Cheerily, merrily passes his life -,
He knows not the Bachelor's revelries, develries.

Caressed by and blessed by his children and wife :
From lassitude free, loo—a sweet home to flee to,

A pet on his knee, too, his kindness to share ;
A fireside so chpcry, the smiles of his deary—
O this, boys, O this is the Married Man's Fare.

Wife, kind as an angel, sees things never range ill,
Busy promoting his comfort nround ;

Dispelling dejection with smiles of affection.
Sympathising, advising, when fortune has frown'd;

Old stories relatinz, droll tales ever stating,
Little ones prattling, all strangers to care :

Some romping, some jumping, some punching, some
munehins.

Economy dealing the Married Man's Fare.
Thus is each jo'ly day, one lively hoUd.ty :—

Not so the Bachelor's, lonely, depressed—
No gentle one near him, no home to endear him ;

In sorrow to cheer him, no friend if no guest;
No children to climb up—'twould fill all my rhyme up,

And rake too much time up—to tell his despuir ;
Cros3 house keeper meeting him—cheating him, beat-

ing him,
Bills pouring, maids scouring, devouring his fare.

He has no one to put on a sleeve or a button—
Shirts mangled to rngs—drawers stringless at knee :

The cook, to his grief, too, spoils pudding and beef, too,
With overdone, underdone, undone is he.

No son. like a treasure, in business or leasure ;
No daughter, with pleasure new joys to prrpare:

But old maids and cousins, kind souls 1 rush in dozens,
Relieving him soon of his Bachelor's Fare.

He caHa children apes, sir, (the fox and the grapes,
sir.)

And fain would he wed when his locks are like snow;
But widows throw scorn out, and tell him he's worn

out;
And maidens deriding, cry, " No, my love, no !"

Old age comes with sorrow.with wrinkle, with furrow,
Xo hope in to-morrow—no one sympathy spares 5

And when unfit to rise up, he looks to the skies up—
None closes his eyes up—he dies—and wnu cares ?

EXTRACT FROM POLLOCK.
They had the Bible—

* * * The author God himself;
The subject—God nnd man, salvation, life
And death—eternal life, eternal death—
Dread words! whose meaning has no end. no bounds.
Most wondrous book! bright candle of the Lord !
Star of eternity—the only star
By which the bark of man could navigate
The sea of life, and pain the coast of bliss
Securely. * * * * »
* * This book—this holy book, on every line
Mark'd with the seal of high divinity—
On every leaf bedewed with drops of love
Divine—and with the eiernal heraldry •
And signature of God Almighty stnmp'd—
From first to last this ray of sacred light,
This lamp from off the everlasting throne.

THE BOWER OF PRAYER.
O sweet lovely bower, how oft in thy shade.
Where no one can hinder, nor aught make afraid,
Has my soul humbly bowed in devotion sincere,
And met a kind Saviour in whispers of prayer.

The soft shades of evening encircled me around,
While I waited for Jesus in stillness profound ;
Whiit music so sweet as the soft breathing air,
While 1 bowed to my Saviour in ardor of prayer.

How oft at the dawn, when all nature in bloom,
Fill'd the cold breaih of morn with the sweetest, perfume,
Have those joys which are sweeter than nature can

wear,
Filled my soul with delight in sweet answer to prayer.
And oft have I strayed from the sun's piercing heat.
Where coolness invites to thy lovely retreat;
But far more refreshing than breezes of air,
Were the sweet consolations in answer to prayer.

But now lovely howê r I bid thro adieu,
And travel to climes that are distant nnd new ;
Nn more shall I breathe thy perfumes in the air,
Nor be fanned by thy branches while kneeling in prayer.

But should I be severed from thy blissful seat,
In spirit I'll often my visits repeat;
And Jesus whose spirit is felt every where.
Will answer in secret my whispers of prayer.

Pouglikeepsie. 6th mo. 7, 1338. H.

THE liAPPY DAY.
Oh ! mem'ry brings us back again

To many a green and lovely spot,
And echoes many a soothing strnin.

Perchance hy others long forgot;
Some gentl« link enchnins the heart.

Some thought reflects the pleasing ray ;
And thus while meaner things depart,

We live again—the happy day.
Oh ! is there one who hath not frit,

That e'en amid a life of pain,
No scenes there were, where he hath dwelt.

He would not wish to know again ?
Though dark adversity hath gloom'd

The flowers that eeem'd in youth BO gay ?
He never can forget they bloom'd •

Once—once upon some happy day.
When first I met. some valued friend.

When first I breathed love's fervid vow—
When first my spy;it learn'd to blend

With one who loves me dearly now ;
iVhen first I saw my infant smile,

Though time speeds on his rapid way
These memories shall my heart beguile,

And call back many a happy day.

From the New York Whig.

THE NICE LITTLE LASSIE THAT LIVES
OE'R THE WAY.

The heart is a tyrant that nond can control,
When the whirlwind of passion sweeps swift o'er the

soul;
And all the stern mandate of Love must obey—
Oh! the nice little lassie that lives o'er the way!

How oft in my slumbers I dream of the fair,
They seem like the angles of light and'of air ;
Hut O, there is one that disturbs me all day—
'Tis the dear little lassie that lives o'er the way.

Whene'er at the window she happens to sit,
My heart in my bosom goes pit-u-pat-pit;
For there's nought in creation can o'er me bear sway.
Like the nice little lassie that lives o'er the way.

She's lovely, she's pretty, bewitching, divine,
And Hope re-assures me she yet shall be mine ;
I'll cherish it ever—it ne'nr shall decay,
Till I wed the dear lassie that hve's o'er the way.

By heavens ! she's winking at some one below !
He's a fop of a fellow—his name I don't know,
And neither do care, for I have no more to say ;
So go to tiie dickens! you girl o'er the way!

OLEN.

SONG.

Farewell the enchantments of beauty,
And friends of my bosom adieu ;

I'm called by the mandates of duty,
And can no more linger with you.

A way oVriJhe tremulous billon,
My little"burk gaily shall l eap-

Tim next lullaby for my pillow
Shall be the rough surge of the deep.

Yet lashed by the merciless ocean,
. And drenched by dark clourls from above—

My heart with its deepest devotion,
Shall prey for the beings I love.

And oh ! may the one that has hound me
With bonds that i-in never decay—

Be blust, tho' the billow* surround me,
And bear me roluctim away.

New York. 24th Dec . 1638. F. S.

Dr. Johnson, to ridicule some fallacious rea.
soning, wrote the following ludicrous lines : —

If a man who turnips cries.
Cry not when his father dies,
'Tis a sign that ho hnd rainer
Have a turnip than his father.

EPIGRAM ON A LADY WHO BEAT HER HUS-
BAND.

Come hither Sir John, »ny picture is here;
What think you, my love, don't it strike you?
Can't say it does, just at. present, ray dear.
But I think it soon will' it's so likeyou.

MARRIED.
On the 12th instant, by the Rev. G. S. Boardman,

Mr. Miles (Jhaddock, to Miss INI aria Fuller, of Scotts-
ville.

On the loth instant, by Rev. E. Tucker, Mr. Joseph
Guild, to Miss Susan Holmes, daughter of Reverend
Benjamin Holmes, of Wethersfield, Vt.

In Lima, on the 10th in-«t., hy Rev. Mr. Perry, Mr.
JEREMIAH B. WIIITBEOK. Merchant, of East
Avon, to Miss AMANDA BENNETT, daughter of
A. B. Bennett, Esq., of the former pla^e.

In Chili, on the 3rd inst., hy Moses Sperry. Esq. Mr.
Richard I. Cluever, of Clarkson, to Miss Susan
Brown, of the former place.

On1 Thursday morning. 5th inst., by the Rev. Mr.
Goodwin, Mr. HIRAM BANKER, to Miss Il'HELlA
VALLEAU, all of this city.

On the 5th instant, by the Rev. G. S. Boardmnn, Mr.
John Williams, to Mrs. Nancy Miller.

At Trenton, on the 15th inst., by Elder V*. Z. Wal-
ters. Mr. Silas Rockwell, of Rochester, to Miss Caroline
R. Jones, of the former place.

AGENTS FOR THE GEM AND AMULET.
ARTEMAS ENOS, Traveling Agent.

Luko Wells, Amber, Onondaga county, New York.
Z. Barney, Adams, Jefferson county, ' do do
S. P, Brcck, Brmichport, Yates county, do do
Cyrus P. I.ee, liutfalo. (P. O.) Erie co., do do
R. B. Brown, Browsvill^, Windsor co.. Vermont.
Alonzo Bennett, Berrien, Berrien co., Michigan.
J. H. Blue. Chariton, Mo.
G. M. Copeland, Clarendon, Orleans co.. New York
Miss R. A. Adams. Canandnigua, Ontario co., do do
E. Maxwell, Elmira. Cliemiing co., do do
A. Fowler, Fowlerville, Livingston co., do do
W. C. French, Gambier, Knox co.. Ohio.
S. Hunt, Hunt's Hollow, Allegany co., New York.
E. B. Warner, Lima,Livingston co., do do
A. H. Eddy, Marion, Wnyno Co , do do
Israel Pennington, Macon, Lenawu co., Michigan.
K. W. Townst-nd, Newark, Wayne co., New York.
P b. Church, Oakfield, (ienes«e co., do do
Henry Henion, Riiahville. Ontario co., do do
S. Reeve, Seneca Fulls, Seneca co., do do
N. G. Shepard. South Avon, Liv. Co., do do
D. Cummings, South LeRoy, Gen. Co., do do
Sewal Brintnull* Wntertown, Jeff. Co., do do
Post Master, Utica, Licking Co., Ohio.

OFFICE OF THE GEM
CORNER OP BUFFALO AND STATE STS, ROCHESTER

CITY LIBRARY AND READING ROOMS.
Adjoining the City Bank,

open every day (emrept Sunday) from 7 a. m. till 10 p. m.

TO TIIE PUBLIC.
Desirous that the means possessed by the "Rochester

Athenteum and Young Men's Association" shall be
efficiently employed in promoting the moral and intel-
lectual welfare of the community, the Board of Direc-
tors hereby give notice that—

Strangers are admitted free of expense ; and will be
entitled to a free ticket for one month on having their
names entered in the Register by any Member or Sub-
scriber, or by the Landlord of any Hotel. Gentlemen
from the neighboring towns and count'es, who may be
attending courts or otherwise temporarily engaged in
business here, are invited to avail themselves of the
above regulation-.

Ladies are respectfully informed that the afternoon
and evening of THURSDAY in each week, (from '2 to 5,
and from 6£ to 9j p. m.) are epecially appropriated for
their convenience in examining the Library and select-
ing books—though such books may be returned and
exchanged also on Saturday evening.

A? Families are entitled to three volumes at a time, it
is hoped that members and subscriber* will encourage
the different members of their households ».o avail them-
selves of the opportunities here presented for mental
improvement.

Jpprentices, and other Young Men who are not al-
ready entitled to the advantages of the Institution, are
invited to participate in the privileges of the City Li-
brary, which they may do. free of expense, on having
their names sent in by some member or subscriber, who
will be responsible for the safe and regular return of
the books and magazines—provided that no member or
subscriber shall at anytime have more than three vol-
umes charged to his account for any purpose.

The Library, though opened fur the circulation of
books only on Thursday and Saturday at certain hours,
can be examined at any time by visitors who may wish
to read or refer to any publications in the rooms, on
applying to the young man in charge of tiie establish-
ment. The Library, of which a Catalogue was lately
printed, has now about twenty-four hundred volumes,
and is steadily increasing -.—and as care has been taken
in selecting the late and comprehensive editions, when-
ever practicable, it is probable that there is as mucb
contained it it as in some older Libraries of double us
size.

The Reading Rooms are furnished with the principal
newspapers from the prominent cities—and with the
principal Reviews and Magazines, about 30 In number,
from Great Britain and the United States. The regular
Lectures before the Institution are given on Thursday
evenings between the months of October and June.

The Regulations of the Reading Rooms and Library,
to which the attention of visitors is invited, will be
found posted in the Rooms and in the Books. O* The
Rules will he rigidly enforced—as PUNCTUALITY IN
EVERY RESPECT is absolutely indispensible in accom-
plishing the objects., of tho Institution.

As the Institution aims at rendering "the greatest
good to the greatest number," to the utmost extent of
its moans, the Board of Directors take this Opportunity
to urge all members and subscribers to use their influ-
ence in promoting that object by extending the useful-
ness of the Library and Reading Rooms in their respec-
tive circles of acquaintance. Persons desirous of be-
coming members or subscribers, are requested to sig-
nify their wishes to either of the undersigned Directors.

George R. Clark, Henry O'Reilly,
Alexandrr Kelsey, N.T.Rochester,
H. L. Stevens, Wm. Chuichill,
E.S.Warner, Lewis Brooks,
C. T. Amsden, Am on Bronson,
E. Peshinc Smith, Wm. S. Thayer,
E. S. Marsh, E. K. Blythe,
Hiram A. Tucker, N. K. Child,
J. Addison Eastman, Directors,
Rochester, Augusts, IS39

LADIES7 SCHOOL.
MISS M. B. ALLEN, has taken the house known

as the late residence ol Dr. Ward, on North St. Paul
street, where she proposes to open a School, tbe first
Monday in October, for the instruction of young ladies
in the various branches of a thorough English, Classi-
cal, and Ornamental Education.

Those ladies from abroad wishing to board with tbe
Teachers ean be accommodated in the Institution.

Tuition will be received in advance, or before the
middle of the term.

Rochester, Sept. '20,1839. sep21 2wdctf

ROCHESTER
ROCHESTER

FLOUR—Superfine
:: Fine

MEAL—Buckwheat
:: t!orn

GRAIN—Wheat
:: Barley
:: Corn
•: Oats :

PROVISIOE*^— Pork, Mess.
:: '"• b " Pr ime
:: " • > " in hog
:: Cheese, old
:: ..-'do new
:: Butter
:: EgB8
:: Turlceya,
:: Chickens,
:: Lard
:: Potatoes
" Beuns

H O P S -
FLAX S E E D -
GRASS S E E D -
HAY—
WOOD—Hnrd-diy.

:: green
:: —Soft dry

MARKET.
SATURDAY, Sep

bbl
do

cwt
bush

do
do
do
do :
bbl :
do

CWt :
lb
do
do

doz
lb
do
do

bush
do
lb

bush
do
ton
cord

do
do

: 85 50
: 5 50

1 13
1 13
1 00

56
1 00

31
20 00
10 00
0 00

12
7

18
10
00
10
10
20

1 00
10

.21.
a 0-00
a 0 00
a 0 00
a 0 00
a 1 08
a 0 00
a 0 00
a 0 38
a-22 00
a 0 00
a 0 00
a 0 14
a 0 09
a 0 20
a 0 13
a 0 00
a 0 19
a 0 Vi
a 0 25
n 1 29
a 0 00

1 00 a 0 0<t
1 00

; 8 00
2 -25
2 00
2 00

a 1 AS
all 00
a 2 7s
a 2 no
a 2 2o
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By Knstus Shep ird & Alvah Strong.

A SEMI-MONTHLY JOURNAL OF LITERATURE, SCIENCE, TALES, AND MISCELLANY

VOL. XL ROCHESTER, N. Y—SATURDAY, OCTOBER, 5, 1839. No. 20.

THEOLOGICAL SEMINARY OF THE
DIOCESE OF OHIO—KENYON COLLEGE
KENYON PREPARATORY SCHOOLS.—
The Institution known in its several depart-
ments by thcBe titles, is situated upon a beau-
tiful eminence in the* centre" of Ohio, about five
mrlesfrom Mt. Vernon. It was founded in
1823, with funds obtained by Bishop CHASE from
benevolent individuals in England and the Uni-
ted Stales, ,and numbers among its benefactors
some of the most eminent names of both coun^
tries. We extract the -following brief sketch
from the annual Catalogue for 1838-9 :

'•This Institution was originally chartered as
a Theological Seminary , Subsequently an arl
dilional charter Was granted, conferring upon
the Institution the name aruh all the privileges
pf a College. For the convenience of those
intending to become members of the College,
or of the TheologicaF Seminary, as well as to

••prepare young men to engage in the active dii.
lies of life, without taking a full College course,
a Grammar SchooThas been establish «d, riivitled
into a Junior and Senior Preparatory_ Depart-
ment. So that the Instil ution now consists of
four distinct departments.

'•The .location of this Institution contributes
much to the attainment of the ends for which
it was eaiablished. It is situated nearly in the
centre of Ohio, at a distance from any city, or
villa ge, in an elevated and healthy position, and
in a neighborhood peculiarly free fromllie temp-
tations and dangers to which young men arc
(/fen exposed. The authorities of the Institu-
tion have the exclusive control of the lands,
belonging'to the Corporation, extending about
a mile and a half in each direction from the Col-
Jeee buildings. No portion of iheBe lands can
be sold ; but are leased onisuch conditions and
to auch perwnf, - hati' :« confide* •» believed

no influence of an injurious tendency will be
exerted."

"Even- student in the Collegiate and Prepar-
atory Departments is required U> sign a promise
that while a member of the Institution, he will
m-ilhcr use profane language, nor gamble, nor
drink ardent spirits.""

The names of the Officers for the present
year, arc as follows :

Rt. Rev. CHARLES P. MCILVAINE, D. D., Pres
ident, ex ojficio.

Rev. WILLIAM SPARROW, D. D. Vice President,

and Milnor Professor of Divinity and of Intel-
lectual and Moral Science.

R.;v. "JOSEPH: MUENSCIIER, A. M., Professor of

Bibliral.Literalure.
Rev. M. T. C. WINO, A. M., Professor of

Ecclesiastical History and Latin.
Rev.,CHAUNCEY C'OLTON, D D., Professor of

Pastoial Divinity and Sacred Rhetoric.
JOHN KENDKICK, A. M., Professor of Greek,

Greek Literature, and Rhetoric.
ROBERT P. SMITH, Professor of MafhemaLics,

Natural Philosophy and Chemistry.
JOHN" UFFORD. A. B., Tutor in Mathematics.

JOHN SANDELS, Tutor in Languages.

JOHN ML STEVKNSON, A. M., Principal of the

Senior Preparatory Department,
STEPHEN G. GASSAWAY, A. B., Assistant:

Rev. HEMAN DYER, A. M., Principal of the

Junior Preparatory Deparlmenb. ^
H. RUBS, Assistant.

r t L. THRALL, M'> D-» Physician to the In-

atilution.

{ The same Catalogue from which we have ex.
traded the above* contains llie'narte* of t*b

hundred and three individuals, members of the
Institution for that year.

LIBRARIES.

Seminary and College Library, 4063 vole

Juvenile Library, fur the u*e of the
students at Milnor Hall. 590 "

Libraries of the Philomathesian &
Nu Pi Kappa SoqietieP, 2950 "

The Whitneian Library, consisting
principally of text books 350 "

Total, 7953 "
The engraving which we have placed at the

head of this article, represents a frnut view of
the building now erecting for the use of the
Theological Students in this Institution. It is
named in honor of a distinguished English no-
bleman, one of its patrons and founders.

We hope to be able to present the readers of
the GEM, with a vL-w of Kenyon College at
some future day. w -

Fiomthe North American.
Mr. Elitur.—I would inform the person who

wished to know how TomatoB are preserved,
that the following is the way I learned from an
old houee-keeper. Take a half peck of small
green Tomatoe, prick them w»th any sharp
pointed thin?, place them in an iron pot, then
boil, them four hours, then place them in an
earthen jar, and the next day they will be fit for
use. °- S>

N. B. Preserve them whole, do not take the
skins 0%^%$;, .

Pve»8©me \irgent business on hand," as the
d lb€ dogs were after him.
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THE YOUNG OUTLAW.
BY THOMAS MILLER.

One of my youthful playmates, whose brains
were half turned by reading romances and old
ballad lore, came to the resolution of leading
the life of an outlaw, and living in the green-
wood, like Robin Hood. From a child he pri-
ded himself on his archery, and spent every
half-penny he could "rap and ring" together,
in purchasing catgut for his bows, and iron
heads for his arrows; and when he could muster
no money lie would take himself to the black-
smith's, and hammer out old nails lo the best
pliape he could, to point his shafts. Not a spar-
row could alight within* reach of his woodland
weapon, but an arrow was launched at him ;
and although he was neyer known in his whole
life to hit one, yet, it must be confessed, he
sometimes came " very near." One oJd game-
cock, which had strutted for years in his father's
•barn.yard, was so accustomed to our hero's
seafts, that he fairly set htm at defiance, and
would peck about within half a score yards of
our archer, and only lift up his legs now and
then, as if cock-sure he should never be hit.
Sometimes, too, this courageous chanticleer
would give a most provoking crow at the youth's
departure ; when, very un-RobiiuHood-like, the
irritated archer would, return and aspail him
with a volley of stones. A proud day was that
for the youth, when, after about twenty shots,
he struck the head of the old sow ; and though
she continued rooting up the earth, as if un-
conscious of the blow, yet it was a grcal feat to
know that the arrow hit her; that very nijrht,
too, he lodged a shaft in the gate post, while
standing at least eight yards off. The nex day,
he dragged the green baize cloth from off his.
mother's dining table, bringing down by the
sudden jerk the huge tea-caddy, and scattering
the six-shilling hyson upon the floor; this lie
replaced as he beat could, with no small addition
of sand, with which the. stone pavement was
plentifully besprinkled. He threw the mantle
over his shoulder, and hastened to show his
companion Bob this new cloak of Lincoln
green. Bob was a shrewd boy ; and believing
his old playmate to be half.cracked, had consen-
ted to play the part of Sancho to our Don, and
join him in his woodland life, as a second Lit-
tle John.

Our young enthusiast now began to make all
necessary preparations; he plundered his fath-
er's plantations of the young aalves for bows,'
and spent hours in the manufacturing of arrows,
and was a constant attendant at the forge,
much to the annoyance of the old bhcksmilh, -
who, however, after listening to his accounts of
the-exploits ho boasted of achieving, only re.
plied—•' Thou art daft, Jacky—mad as a March
hare." But Jacky continued to read the Gar-
land and to brood over the exploits of the bold
outlaw, in spile of the cold hopes held out by
the man of iron, and the dry arguments of
Bob. His dreams were now of the fallow-deer,
bounding through green glades, and the loud
laughter of " merry men," resting under some
oak tree. The sound of bugle horns rung up-
on his slumbers ; he shot sheriff* in his sleep,
and rescued his followers even at the foot of
the gallows tree. In a ward,.there was nothing
of which he read that he did not think himself
able to achieve.

He arose one morning and hastened to meet
Bob; he was determined la linger no longer.—
Ho found his companion weeding in a neigh-
boring fi Id ; and throwing himself down on a
grassy hillock, began " in a strain worthy of a
hero of romance." " Bob," said he, " I take
my departure to.morrow ; my home in future
shall be the wide woods, and my food the beasts
of the chase. If thou wilt follow my fortunes,
speak ; if not, stay behind and remain my fath.
«;r'i< slave.

"You had belter get up," replied Bub-. " or
CIHU you'll happen to catch a preciuus cold, with
lying on the wet grass. You should have
brought'your great coat and gotten used t o i l
by degrees. I'll be bound Robin Hood didn't go
inio this hard wa.y of living all at once • I think
we'd bet'er stay till annthvr summer.

•• It becomes not the hardy forester to shrink
from the cold," rppliad our hero, slighll, cough,
ing. " The brave outlaws bore all weathers,
and were aa warm before their forest fire, as the
old baron in his hall. I shall soon kill dear

to furnish ua with skins lo*build a tont, !

and at least erect you a shelter. As for myself,
I would not crave a better bed thati the fallen
leaves, when I am weary of the chase."

•'That's all very fine talking, my young meae.
ter," answered Bob, still pulling up the weeds;
" but I've never seen many deer, and I believe
that Robin Hood shot most of them in his day ;
and at) la your killing plenty of game, you mu.»t
have got a deal better aim since you shot at one
of the sheep, and missed it nine times hand,
running And about standing, cold, I can take
my share of that', any how; and if I go with
you, we shall see who can stand the most. But
I would advise you to wail till another sarnmer ;
perhaps you'll be able to hit a sheep in less than
nine shots before then."

11 Not another day," added the.archer, spring-
ing up indignantly. "To-morrow night I sleep
beneath some broad oak tree; wartori wood shall
be my resting place; and this good cloak of Lin-
coln green,"added he, displaying the table-cloth,
"my covering."

"Isn't there a barn or hovel ? or wouldn't it
be better to steal a few sheaves of straw, to
take with us?" inquired the ever cautious Bob.
"It there's a barn, you know, we might as well
get used to it by degrees, and lie a bit nearer the
door every night, until we-can stand the open
air better. Besides, we shall want a pot to.boil
the turnips in, that we thieve ; and a tinder box.
You never see these gipsy chaps without a good
big pot, and a frying pan, and a few blankets ;
and some of those are 'nation hard, I cant tell
you—as hard as Rubin Hood, or Little John or
any of those fellows ever were.

"Thou art but an ignorant clodhopper." re-
plied the. hero, indignantly, " to think of com.
paring the Outlaw of Sherwood.Forest to a pal.
try race of thieves and fortune-tellers, when
Robin Hood entertained kings. Were it in those
days when there'wore no laws, I would draw my
long how and shoot thee through the lib's. But
I pity thine ignorance, Bob," added he, with the
scorn of a warrior'; "thou hast never read Rob
in Hood's Garland."

"Well, and if I never did read the book you
tatk of," replied Bob, BUlkiry, " I know those
who are none the wiser for all their reading ;
but fancy they can shoot stags like bold Robin,
and knock down castles, like Oliver Cromwell.
But if I don't know ton much about such matters
as these, I know what it is to stand the cold, for
I've often been out with our shepherd all Ihc
lambing season; and you'll have enough of it
before the first night's over, or I shall bu nation-
ally mistaken. But, however, if you go a
Robin Hooding, why, I'll go with you—honor
bright; but as your father says, you'll be the first
lo find it out."

" Thou art a noble fellow, Bod," replied our
hero, seizing the red cold hand of his hardy
companion ; "and I will ere long make thee a
gallant archer. We will live on pheasant, my
boy, and have hares every day, if we like,
while partridges shall be oin° commonest food.
We shall be free as kings, and have no one to
order us."

"Hares and such things, I dare say, are very
good," replied Bob ; "but I think it wouldn't be
amiss to lake a cut of cold bacon, a lump of
cheese, and a loaf, in case you should happen to
miss when you shoot, because you know they
are not so big &s the old sow. Anc'. you may do
as you like ; but I shall lake the horse cloth out
of the stable. Your father said I might go
with you one day a Robin Hunting, but hop. d
you wouldn't polt the old cock again with peb.
bice."

Our hero's father was a good natured farmer
of the okl BchooJ, and let his son follow the bunt
of his humour without thwarting him ; but con.
tented himself wilh saying, "the first day will
bring him to his senses." There was also a per-
fect understanding between himself and Bob:
so that he was fully apprised of his attention to
start in the morning, and as the wood was only
two fields distant, had no doubt of their finding
the road home at night.fall.

The next day the two youths sallied forth,Bob
carrying a goqd store of provender in his oot.
ton handkerchief, and with ibe horse cloth over
hisshoulder, as he taid "it might rain." Our
hero was armed with a couple of bows and a
huge bundle of arrpws, an,d a heart as light as
ever beat in the breasfof the famous forester,
whose deeds he was so ambitious to emulate.—
They entered Wartoa wood, which extends
nearly three miles in length.

•'To day, " said the young archer,, leading the
way, "I Bhall not perhaps kill much game i but

will look for a glade to build our tent hi, and
to morrow you can fetch the iron pot which
Belwy has promised us ; but I never read that
Robin hood carried such things."

"Happen not," said Bob, "and as to killing
much, I dare say Betty's words will prove true.
I shall be able to carry it borne in my eye. But
fee I there's a Fquirrel in that tree. Make
harfte! about a hundred squirrel skins stitched
together would make a capital coverlid. Aiia
at his eye."

The hero bent his bow, took aim, and hie »F-
row sutck in one of the huge branche of the tree
while the squirrel, which was far beyond bow-
shot, never changed his position. Arrow after
arrow followed ; but the highest which he shot,
en me not within ten feet of where the prey wa»
perched. Bob looked out for a stone to pelt
him down, but there was none at hand.

" We cannot eat squirrels, " said the hero,
picking up his arrows. "If one could but Bee a
stag, that would be worth trying for."

*'If we were near Nottingham," said Bob,
we might climb over Lord Middleman's park
wall. ,1 remember seeing a few etags there,
when I went to my uncle's."

They wandered along further into the wood
and started.a pheasant or two ; bat long before
the archer could bend his bow, the lordly bird
had shot out of sight, with a loud " whir." Bob
showed-his teeth, and remainded silent for some
time, until growing towards noon, he felt hun-
gry ; and seating himself by the stem of a huge
oak, began to spread out his fare.

" I was afraid," said he, " we ahould'nt kill
many pheasants, and Betty told me as hares
were not in season, she would pack me up somo
bacon and bread, and a nice slice of ham for
yourself. She also gave me a bottle of beer,
which I thought would be belter than the gur-
gling brook you used to talk about; because
there's often dead leaves in them, and lots of
newts, .frogs, and toads. Here's a bit of new.
milk-cheese, too. I dare say Robin Hood
would have given his best bow for a mouthful
of it sometimes."

Our hero foil to work with % true woodland
appetite; and the handkerchief was much light-
er when they had finished their repast; and,
while eating the- thought struck him, that had
it not been for the foresight of his companion,
Robin-Hooding would have been hard work on
an empty stomach.

They continued their rambles until night-full.
Bob, however, as their shadows bjgan to length-
en, contriving, by some circuitous manoeuvre,
that sunset Bhould find them on that side of the
wood nearest home."

" Well," said the attendant, " the crows have
all gone to roost. We have had a whole day of
it, and killed nothing ; and the handkerchief's
quite empty. Don't you think it's high time we
went home V

" No, Bub," replied the hero ; "you can go if
you like ; but they shall never say that I gave
up after so short a trial."

" Well," answered Bob, throwing himself
down under a tree by the road side, " you'll
perhaps think better on it after a while. Betty
said she would leave the door on the latch ; no,
you know, nobody will be any the wiser about
us coming back until to-morrow."

Tlie Young Outlaw answered not; but throw-
ing himself down on his green baize, lay gaz-
ing at the stars, as one by one they seemed lo
break through the blue curtaining of heaven.

" Bob," said he, after a long silence, " if I
thought that my father wouldn't, know,we might
go home for a few hours, and then set out
again to morrow before he gels up. It's rather
cold ; and in a day or two We might build a
tent.'*

But Bbb heard him not, for he had covered
himself over the head with the capacious horse,
cloth, and was fast asleep.

" I must wake him," continued the hero, his
teeth now chattering in his head. " He was
right; he can Bland the cold besi; and I begin
to want my supper. But I would sooner dir
than go horrte if we had a tent."

After many a hearty shake, Bob was roused.
He listened to the proposed scheme without as-
tonishment, look op the empty bottle and cover,
and departed. They had only across two fields
to. travel. The grass was wet with the night
dew, and the air very chilly, but these were
trifles to the hardy rustic, and he walked through
the darkness like a brave fellow, while the arulw
er followed behind, very unlike Robin Hood,
with his hands In his pockets,, and his ehouluW
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op. He approcched the farm home with the
•lealthy Binds of a robber,* Rob, however, gave
more than once a loud heth, as if he had not so
much to fear the discovery of his rutnrn. The
Iltch was upljfled silently, and* blaze of ligh
•treamed from the open door-mfo. It was too
late to retreat; there sat. the good.humored far-
mer in his arm-chair, with his pipe and brown
jug before him. He only said, '• IPs lucky the
door was not bolted ; and then pointed to an
adjoining table, on which stood their Buppers,
and having finishing his pipe, retired to rest.

This hasty sketch was founded on fact,; and
only a sudden discovery, at the eleventh hour,
prevented the author from sharing in the adven-
ture. For several of us (all mere boys) had
•greed to leave our homes and betake ourselves
to the wood,—there to live like the outlaws of
old. Nay, we liad gone so far as to divulge our
secret to some gipsies who were encamped near
a neighboring wood; and they, of course, gave
us encouragement; nor had we failed to observe
the methods of cooking, &c. while hovering
around the tents. Only two of our company,
however, made the trial, and they returned on
the first night. There were four beside the au-
thor; threo of them have since become sailors,
and made many long and perilous voyages ; the
Other, who never entered heartily into the af-
fair, settled down and led a steady industrious
l ife; while the last left home before he was
fourteen, and epent some time in rambling over
England, unconsciously picking up those mate-
rials which he has since made use of in bis dif-
ferent works. That " a rolling stone, gathers
no moss" is full exemplified with us all. But
this banging about has rubbed oft' that rough
crust which gathers around all stationary bodies,
and brought out the nature of the people,-which
otherwise might have become overgrown or
concealed, and that, loo, without the world be.
ing either belter or worse for the discovery.

O * Whoever has read the Memoirs of SYLVIO
PBLLJCO, the Italian captive, will doubtless re.
member the eulogistic and affectionate mention
he makes of the companion of his confinement
and sufferings, Signor PIBTRO MARONCELLI.—

Subjoined will be found an article from the Al-
bany Daily Advertiser, which will refresh the
memory of our readers as to some interesting
particulars of MARONCELLI'S confinement. Hav-
ing lost, as it were, the best ten years of his life
in an Austrian dungeon, and having been oblig.
ed to submit to the additional sacrifice of a limb
—all the unjust consequence of liberal views
entertained in an illiberal government—MAR
ONCBLLI, some five or six years since, and soon
aAer bis release, immigrated hither with his
family ; and having settled in New York, has
devoted himself assiduously to music as a means
of livelihood, in the absence of other resources
in a strange land. In his education, conversa-
tion, feelings, and manners, he is a gentleman.
He n not only a gentleman ; he is a man of in.
teJIect, of talent, and of excellent character ;
and, as a musician, a distinguished porfessor,
whether forfeelling or for science. The long
confinement of a dungeon has destroyed a fine
voice; bul it has not deprived him of his instru-
mental skill. MADAME MARONCELLI is well

known in New York for the high cultivation of
her vocal powers, and her science as a singer,
as well as for very respectable character. They
thus present themselves to our-citizens as mer.
itorious of their patronage, and propose to give
a concert on Monday evening at concert Hall.
We trust that lhis brief notice will be of service
in procuring them that liberal support which
their t&K-nIs, skill and deserts should command
from all who renpect intrinsic worth, or appre-
ciate musical qualification?.

MARONCELLI.—It is well known to the intelli.
gent Trader, that in consequence 0/ the preval-
ence of liberal opinions in Italy, the Austrian
Government, a few years since undertook to
Teprce* them by means of death and impris.
enment. Among the most distinguished of the

v u fijlvio Pellico, whose history of

ten years imprisonment has filled Europe with
pity and indignation. His fellow captive, not
less distinguished, was Pietro Marbncclli, of.
Forli. In him, says Silvio, "I lamented a noble
minded man, cutoff in the splendor of his intel-
lect and the vigor of his days, snallied from the
common air, the earlh, the sky."

During their confinement, the friends, by
climbing up to the windows of their dungeons,
were enabled to converse together, " Maroncel-
li," continues Silvio,. " could not restrain his
joy, but sang out my name wjlh a hearty wel-
come." At a subsequent period the two friends
were allowed to see each other, and the follow,
ing is the affecting account preserved of their
meeting : "My friend Maroncelli ivas conduct,
ed to my bed side. What a moment was that.
Are you alive ? each of us exclaimed. O my
friend, my brother! what a happy day for us to
see. God's name be blessed for it. But our joy
was mingled with as deep compassion. Maron.
celli was less surprised on sicing me, fur he
knew that I had been very ill; but though a-
ware how he must have suffered, I could not
have imagined he would be so extremely -chang-
ed. He was hardty to be recognized, his once
noble and handsome features were wholly con-
sumed as it were by grief, by continual hunger,
and the bad air of his dark subterranean dun-
geon. Nevcrtheles to see, lo hear, and to be
near each other was a great comfort. Flow
much we had to commnicate, to recollect, and to
talk over. What delight in our mutual com-
passion, what sympathy in alt our ideas. Then
we were equally agreed upon subjects of reli-
gion, to ha to only ignorance and barbarism;
but riot man, not individuals ; and on the other
hand, to commiserate the ignorant and the bar.
barous, and to pray for their improvement.

" While in his subterranean abode, Maroncel.
li composed a variety of poems of high merit.—
Ho recited them and produced others." When
Silvio learned that a sister of his had taken the
veil, he was deeply affected at the news, and
fell into a state of mind which was almost in-
supportable. Maroncelli wa no less affected..
"The next day," tays our authority, •• he com-
posed a beautiful elegy upon the 4lsisU:r of the
prisoner." How grateful was 1 for this proof
of affection for me. What a field for pathetic
*nd religioes ideas was here, tie filled his lyre
with wild and pathetic tones which drew deli-
cious tears from my heart. It was thus friend-
ship sweetened all my woes."

Il is well known that Maroncelli has lost a
limb. Silvio Pellico relates, with Borne minute-
ness, the circumstances attending his loss. We
quote a portion of his narrative.

" Maroncelli was ill with a bad tumor upon
his knee. At first, the pain was not great, and
he only limped as he walked. It then grew
very irksome to him to bear his irons, and he
rarely went out to walk. One autumnal morn-
insr he was desirous of breathing the fresh air
—there was a fall of enow, and unfortunately
i.i walking, his leg failed him and he came to
the ground.

" He wa9 carried to hiB bed, for he was no
longer able lo remain in an upright position.—
When the physician came, he ordered his irons
to be taken off, but the swelling increased to
an enormous size, and became more painful eve-
ry day. Leeches, baths, caustics and fomenta-
tions of every kind wero found ineffectual, and
seemed only to aggravate his torments. It soon
became evident that his leg would never heal,
he considered his death near at hand, and yet
he lost nothing of his admirable calmness or
courage. The sight of his sufferings at last
was almost more than I could bear. Still in
this deplorable condhion, he continued to com-
pose verses, he Bang, and he covursed, and all
this he did lo encourage mo by disguising from
mo a part of what he suff;rcd. He lost his
powers of digestion ; he could not sleep, was
reduced to a skeleton, and very frequently
swooned away. Yet the moment he was restor-
ed, he rallied his spirits, and smilling, bade me
not be afraid. It is indescribable what he suf
fered for many months."

It was made known to him that he muat lose
his limb, but even this required permission from
Vienna. At length 1 he permit arrived, and he
was carried out from his dungeon lo suffer am-
putation. He requested Silvio to attend him,
that if he died, he might die in his arms. While
awaiting the arrival of the surgeons, Maroncelli
sung a h mn. At length the knifu and the saw
were in full play, and the blood flowed m tor.
rents. "Maroncelli never ultercd a cry.—

When he saw them carrying his leg away, he
cast on it a melancholy look, then turning to
the surgeon, said? you have freed me from an
enemy, and I have no money to give you. Ho
saw a rose in a glass placed in a window. I
brought it to him. He offered it to the surgeon
with an indiscribable air of good nature :
' See, I have nothing else to gjve you in token

°f my gratitude." He took it as it was meant,
and even wiped away a tear."

This was not all. Maroncelli suffered a year
before his wound hegaled, and'was then attack-
ed by amalignant fever which threatened his life,
The captives were finally released after ten years
of confinement, and travelling homeward to.
gelher, parted at Mantua. Silvio describes the
affecting scene of their separation with more
than usual feeling. He then adds, " I had
known several celebrated men, but not one
more affectionately sociable than Maroncelli,
not one better educated in all respects, more
free from sudden passion or ill-humor, more
d. eply sensible that virtue consists in continu-
ed exercises of tolerance, generosity and good
sense. " Heaven bless you, (he concludes,) my
dear companion in so many afflictions, and send
you new friends who may equal me in my affec-
tion for you and surpass me in true goodnesB I1*

This affecting prayer has been answered by
the American people, who have received the
poet prisoner with open arms. Here he has
found and asylum and a home, and by the aid of
hia accomplishments, has maintained himself in
dignified independence.

For the first time he visits Albany, and Mad.
ame Maroncelli, one of the loveliest and eweet-
est daughters of song appeals to our taste and
friendship, at her approaching concert. We
cannot fur a moment believe, that the occasion
will pass by, without a full and overflowing ex-
hibition of our regard, for the Italian Patriot
and Poet, and that charming woman who de-
votes herself to his happiness, and has won the
warm regard and respect of all who know her.

Lecture to Bachelors.—Come, you poor, mis-
erable, lonely, deserted, vulgar-fractional parts
of animated nature, come up here and be talked
to. Arc you not ashamed of yourselves, every
mother's son ? Are you not sensible that the
best of your duly is undone—that the purest bliss
known on earth is untried by you—that you are
wasting life away without knowing what life is
— thai you are voluntary|tanlalizere of yourselves
—thai, in short, you are all that is wretched,
and poor and pitiable ? Oh, you need not speak,;
it is enough that you hang your heads !—Moral
prudence, and a laudable desire to "avoid every
appearance of evil," should admonish every
young man to get married. The term Bachelor
supposes all sorts of enormities and breaches of
the peace. Who smash champagne glasses,
break windows, and convert the fragments of
their crazy freiks into missiles to throw at the
servants ? Rowdy bachelors. Who keep their
sisters in tears, and break their mother's hearts
once a day on week days and twice on every
Sabbath the year through ? Who break tailoiB,
and make their fathers desperate? Who deceive
trusting women ? Who defend suits for breach
of promise? Who compound felony with the
mothers of pretty daughters? Whose allowance
is wasted in smart money, and whose wages is
sin? In short; who are utterly gone astray
and desperately wicked ? Why, bachelors.—
Mind, we do not say all bachelors ; but let him
who wishes not thus to be classed come out from
among them. We were never in favor of too
extensive credit—but some people, as the world
is artificially constituted, find a certain amount
of it neccs. ary. It is the abuse and not the usa
of it that plays the mischief. If, then, you
want credit, you must not be a bachelor. Who
will trust them ? Why, youmighl'as well faBt-
en your dollars for security under the wings of
a bird of passage, trusting to the bird's return,
and your encountering him. for the recovery of
tho property.—N. Y.Sun-

Culonel Pluck is deceased. He died sudden-
ly, say? the Herald, at Blockley Hospital, of a
disease of the heart. The Colonel was for a
long time an object of ridicule, until like Stern.
hold and Hopkins, he finally fell beneath it.—
The appointment of theColonol lo the tbe com.
mand of the bloody 84th Regiment, P. M. help.
ed lo bring the system of general militia parades
into contempt in this quarter, but failed to Us.
sen the absurd and puerile asfiumption on all oc-
casions of military titles by persons ia civil life.
—Fhila. Gaxett*.
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TAc Religious Souvenir for MDCCCXl. Edited
by Mr*. L. H. SIGOURNEY. New York : Sco-

FIELD & VOORHIES, 110 Nassau Street.

This is the title of one of the most elegant
specimens of book printing and book, binding
we have ever seen, either American or import,
ed. The paper is of the purest white and finest
texture ; the type light and easy to the eye ;
white every thing about the work shows the
slate of perfection to which the arts have ar-
rived in this country. There are eight engra-
vinga—the frontispiece, the HON. STEPHEN VAN
RENSSELAER, is very striking. Such a man for
such a work—nothing could be more appropri.
ate. It is easy to imagine what was intended
to be illustrated by the pilgrim in the " VIG-
NETTE TITLE," as he struggles up the rugged

way, with his eye fixed upon the faint repre-
sentation of the heavenly glory which awaits
him, and the angelic spirit b7 which he is
beckoned forward. "ASKING A BLESSING," is no

less expressive of the sweet influence of piety
in rendering the toils of the peasant a blessing
to his *oul. " TUB BIRTHPLACE OP THE LATE

REV. G. T. BEDELL, D. D." is a good represen-
tation of rural life, where, in the midst of ver-
dant beauty, the pious he-art can " look through
nature up to nature's Gad." •• THE RUINED
FAMILY," cannot be contemplated without hav.
ing the eye affect the heart, and the arm will
be nerved with new efforts in the cause of tem-
perance. " TEACHING THE SCRIPTURES," must

have been suggested by the pleasure and de-
light the mind, deeply imbued with love to God,
feels in pointing the listening child to the book
which speaks of '• joys'which are unspeakable
and [Jull of glory." "AUTUMN EVENING" is a

lovely picture, and who that has ever gone
" forth at eventide, in heart to walk with God,'»
can yiew it without being carried back to that
scene and filled with grateful remembrance 7—
11 THE BLIND PASTOR," in the midst of lovely

scenes to him invisible, surrounded by dutiful
children and prattling innocents, is an affecting
exemplification of the adaptation of Christianity
to soothe and animate the soul in every situa-
tion and under the most distressing bereave-
Die lit. Bat these embellishments to the eye, are
only same of the attractions of the " Religious
Souvenir for 1840." Its reading matter is just
what might have been expected from Mrs. SIG-
OURNEY and the galaxy of able writers who have
assisted her in preparing an Annual, worthy of
being a " N e v Year's Offering" to the fair
daughters of our land. We are gratified to sea
among the successful contributors, the names
of Rev. TRYON EDWARDS, and Miss A. C. PRATT,

of this city. On the whole, it is one of those
ornaments for the drawing room, whose real
worth cannot be overra'ed.

(EF The Religious Souvenir ia for sale' by
W M . ALLING, NO. 12, Exchange Street.

In Favor of Early Marriages.—The Rich,
mond Enquirer, in noticing the death of Mrs.
Pollard, consort of Ihp late Robert Pollard, Esq.
of that city, mentions the remarkable facts,
that Mr. P. was but 18 and Mrs. P. 15 at the
time of their marriage, and that they lived hap.
pity together for the long period of 65 years.

O*The brilliant Aurora, on the 3J, at New
Orleans was so brilliant that the bells wero rung
for firo. It was also very brilliant as seen from
St Louis, and Burlington, Iowa Territory. In
short.}'. was seen and admired in every par( of
the country.

F OK E l UN C O R K E S P U N D E N C E .
LONDON,* August 31, 1339.

FRIEND SHEFARD—According to my promise

I send you some account of my steam trip across
the Allan tic, and first impressions of the great
metropolis. If you think any part of it will in. t
terestyour readers, it is at your service.
I engaged a passage to London in the new and.

splendid steamship British Queen, which, to-
gether with the Great Western, was advertised
to leave New York Aug. lsl at noon.

The day was warm and fine andby the time
appointed, crowds of spectators assombled on
the wharfs and shipping, to see the departure.
Several fine Steamboais with music playing
and steamers flying, were Billed with-passengers
waiting to accompany the ships to the Narrows.
The two noble vessels lying sid« by 6ide,
with a cloud of dark smoke rising from their
chimhies, looked like two huge sea monsters
impatiently waiting for the command to start
on a sportive race across the wide Atlantic.

To avoid all appearance of racing, and that
no danger might be apprehended, it was agreed
that the Western should start a litlle time be.
fore the Queen. Accordingly as soon after
noon as the tide would permit, she bid us fare-
well,fired a gun and departed. About half an
h ur after "Her Majesty" took leave of her
"great offspring" by promising to call again
next month and make a longer stay. A parting
salute was fired on deck which was answered by
the cheers of the multitude on shore. The pon-
derous machinery wa9 put in motion and we
were sailing slowly and majesticly onward a.
midst the fireing of guns and the cheering of
surrounding multitudes.

In passing the Battery and Castle Garden,
the scene from the lofty deck of the Qieen was
beautiful and animating beyond description.—
The shores on either side were lined with spec-
tators as far as the eye could see, while numer-
ous steamers, loaded with the gay and fashion-
able, sending forth sweet music, were playing
around us.

We soon lost sight of the bright scene,
however, and one by one our friendly escorts
bid us farewell and returned. We had passed
the Narrows, and one steamer alone kept along-
side, the band on which played " Hail Colum-
bia," then "God save the Qieen," then c<m.
menced the plaintive, and, at suuh a time, most
touching melody of " Home, Sweet Home,"
while playing which she turned, around and left
us.

Having got fairly out to sea, we found some-
thing of a breeze; but, owing to the extreme
length and immense size of the ship, we felt no
unpleasant motion, and all on board began to
feel quite sure that they were not going to be
sea-sick. It was not many days, however,
before we encountered, off the " Banks," a hea.
vy rolling Bea without much wind, which des-
troyed the self-confidence of nearly all on board,
and the seats at the dinner table were many of
them vacant. The voyage, on the whole, how-
evor, was extremely pleasant. None were long
sea 6ick, and the weather, nearly the whole
way, was calm and delightful.

I send you with this a London paper, con-
taining an abstract of Capt. Roberts'Log, by
which you will Bee what was our latitude and
longitude each day at noon, the course of the
wind, and the distance run each 24 hours.—
Thus you will sje that whetbjej the wind was
fair or ahead or none at all, our gallant, ship
kept on her course, at the rate of about 230
mites a day. Her machinery never stopped
from the lima we dismissed the pilot at Sandy

Hpok till we took one again at Portsmouth.
As soon as the ahip had got out to »ea, all the

hands were engaged in putting things in order
and cleaning the decks ; far, owing, to the great
hurry at New Yo k, all was confusion and eoal,
dust.- Every thing was soon put in order, and
the deck newly scoured, BO that a fine promen-
ade, ten or twelve rods in length, was afforded
to the passongers. There was frequently mu-
sic and dancing on deck in the evening.

The fi st night on board, I was alarmed about
midnight by cries of mur,der ! murder! ,pro-
ceeiling from a state-room on the opposite side
of the saloon. Supposing that some dreadful
tragedy was taking place, 1 hastened to the
scene of action. I there found that an old Mu-
latto had, on first coming on board, locked him-
self up in his state room with too large a sup-
ply of ' sea.stores,'and become so fully posses-
sed of evil spirits that he was now raving mad,
and imagined that some demon was about to
murder him. He was properly taken care oT,
and liquor being kept from him, he in a few
dave recovered.

One ppor man, an assistant cook, was lost
overboard in the night, unperceived by any one.
He was missed in the morning, but was no-
where on board. It was said that he had a wid-
owed mother in England, dependent on his
earnings, and a purse of one hundred dollars
was made up foi her, by the passengers.

The two Sabbaths that we were out we had
Episcopal service and preaching on tieck, bv a
clergyman returning from Canada. The weath.
er was fine each day, and the scone, to me,
was deeply interesting.

Our passengers numbered about 130, and ap-
peared to consist of about an equal proportion
of American, Texian, Canadian, English, Irish,
Scotch, French, German, &c. Among the
Americans were C. C. Cambrelling, a son of
Daniel Webster, and a to be son-in-law of Mr.
Webster, viz: a Mr. Apple ton, o f Boston,
who, it is said, intends to marry Mr. Webster's
daughter while in this country'. I believe Mr
W. and family ere now in Scotland.

The days at sea passed off like a dream and
on Wednesday August 14th P. M. we saw land
called the L zards' in the British Channel. The
next morning we sloped at Portsmouth and
landed part of our passengers; then proceeded
to Dover Straits and cast Anchor for the night
and the next morning entered the Thames and
arrived at Gravesend at noon. The tide being
low the Pilot said we should have to wait sever-
al hours before the ship could aBcend the river.
So the passengers engaged a small steam-boat
to take them and their baggage immediately to
the city. Accordingly we unkindly deserted
the noble Queen, and giving her three hearty
clieere, we spread our way to the Great City.

An American is invariably disappointed in
the size of the Thames, as he approaches Lon-
don, especially',!f it happens to be low tide. He
is aware that moro commerce is carried on it
than any other river in the world, and that it is
thu Greatest Stream in England, consequently
he expects to find a Hudson or a Doleware, in.
stead of the narrow muddy stream before him.

The scenery of tli3 Thames forcibly remindB
an American that he is journeying in a strange
land : he is pleased with the highly cultivated
fields and gardens and novel scenery around
him, but he looks in vain for that grand and

*• natural beauty which in his own country is al-
ways associated with rivers and steamboats.

Passing Woolwich, Greenwich and Debtford,
it appears like one eonliunouscity long before
reaching London. The river i* lined with Ship*
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ping aniitthe Itrge dockyards appear ltfw forests
of masts.

The narrowness oF the Channel, «wd the
immense .number of skiffs and larger boats
moving rapidly about in every direction,.render
it very difficult—and apparently dangerous for
a steamboat to ascend as far as the bridge. Af-
ter numerous stoppages however we at length.
Reached the quay of the splendid custom house.
A number of her Majesty* servants immediately
appaared and politely took charge of our bag.
gage, which was taken into a spacious room.
While we were directed to an adjoining one to
await our turns for admittance.

The utmost civility was shown us at the Cus.
torn House; and unless there was manifested
some disposition to smuggle Yankee notions
into Her Majesty's dominions, the examination
of our trunks was by no means rigid, and many
email articles, subject to duty, were allowed to
pass free. From information which 1 had re-
ceived, I expected to have something to pay on
my books and packages, of which I had a con-
siderable number ; but they were all -allowed to
pass, with the single remark, that my sealed
letters were liable to be taken from me and sent
to the Post Office ; still, as some of them were
marked " introductory," I was allowed to keep
them. The only articles on which I saw duty
paid, were segars ; and certain I am, that Her
Majesty is quite correct in supposing that Lon.
don is smoJcey enough without the use of them.

Having passed the ordeal, myself and two
fellow passengers engaged a hack, a heavy clum.
sy vehicle, 10 take us to the London Coffee
House, one of the principal hotels in the busi
ness part of London, and near St. Paul's Cathe-
dral. And now, having fairly arrived in Lon-
don, I suppose you will expect me to give some
account of the wonders of this wonderful place.
But how or where shall I begin ? What can
I write that has not been written a hundred
times before by abler pens than mine. It is
true, the place is filled with wonders ; it is a
wonder of itself. Its vast extent, covering
about thirty-seven square miles, and contain,
ing, according to good authority, full two mil.
lions of inhabitants ; its eight thousand streets
and lanes, some crowded to excess with a never
eeasing busy throng ; others quiet and gloomy
as the regions of death ; its princely palaces
and wretched crowded houses ; its magnificent
churches, cathedrals, spires, domes and monu-
ments, standing in awful grandeur, blackened
by the everlasting smoke of centuries. .These,
and a thousand other strange sights of London,
must be seen in order to obtain any just con-
ceplion of them. Nor is a hasty glance sum-
cient. One must enter such buildings as St.
Paul's Cathedral and Westminster Abbey,
walk and gaze beneath the high arched roofs,
wonder, and meditate, and tire, amidst the in-
Burner able pillars, statutes, monuments and
royal tombs which surround him. He must
view them from above, below, and around, in
order to give the mind time to expand,' and
grasp a full idea of these slupenduous edifices.

Nothing excites more wonder in the strang-
er than the crowded state of the main thorough,
fares of London. Let him enter Clieapside
Fleet, on the Strand, during the business hours
of the day, and the scene is wonderful and ex-
citing beyond description. The streets arc
narrow and irregular ; the carriage way is filled
with omnibueses, coaches, cabs, carts and vehi-
cles of every name and form, all apparently in
tiie greatest hurry ; so that the stranger expects
every minute to see some dreadful accident or
collision. I usually prefer a seat on the top of

•an omnibus, where I can view the ipassing tor-
rent; and often 'have I seen 'the-skilful driver
urge his horses at full speed between coacheB
coming the other -way where there was not
mope than-one or two inches wider space-than
the width of his wheels. At such times I have
involuntary grasped the iron railing by my side,
expecting every moment some collision would
precipitate me from my elevated Beat; yet so
dexterous are the drivers, that I have never
seen the least accident of the kind. The side
walks in these streets are, if possible, more
crowded than the carriage way. On each Bide
is a double stream of pedestrians, all hurrying
on their respective way, apparently utterly un-
mindful of who or what is passing around
them. No loitering, no conversation; indeed,
such is the noise and rattle on the pavement,
that conversation is almost out of the ques.
tion. I was passing along Cheapside, a few
evenings since, while the eight large bells in
Baw Church were ringing a merry wedding
pea], ~ and although within five rods of the
church, such was the deafning rattle in the
street, that I could only occasionally catch for
a moment, the sound of the bells.

I have spent a number of days in viewing the
gardens in the vicinity of the metropolis, the
number and extent of which, is almost incredi-
ble. It is estimated that about 10,000 acres of
ground are occupied by vegetable gardens alone,
the annual produce of which, amounts to about
£645,000, or about $3,220,000. The perfect
manner in which the grounds are tilled, and
the amount of produce obtained from an acre,
is surprising to an American. The ground is
mostly dug with the spade and annually enrich-
ed. Then it is so managed as usually to ob-
tain two or three different crops from the same
spot during the 6eason.

The fruit and flower gardens, and nursery es.
tablishments in the vicinity of London, are al.
so on a most magnificient Jscale, several of
Which I have examined with great pleasure, and
to shall have an opportunity of seeing many more
before I return. I meet with the utmost civili-
ty -from all with whom I have to do, and from
several gentlemen I have received kindness and
favors which I.had no right to expect. As far
as my observation extends, nothing can be
more erroneous than the idea which some peo-
ple cherish, that the English are prejudiced
against the Americans. If there is any pre-
judice in the matter I am certain it is in fovor
of them.

The Londoners are loud in their praises of
the goodness and beauty of their Youthful
Queen, and I must confess my curiosity was
considerably excited to see her. Fortunately it
was not long before an opportunity presented. I
was passing Hyde Park Corner, and observed
something of a crowd about the Gates, and on
inquiry 1 found tfiat her Majesty was expected
to return from Windsor where she had gone the
day before. I had not wailed long before I per-
ceived a company of elegant life guards com-
ing through' the Park followed by two carriages.
•« There She comes,"juttered a number of voices
at once, and I pjaced myself by the side of a
number of others close by the Gateway where
she must pass near and not rapidly, She lode in
an open plain heavy carriage drawn by four
horses with postilions dressed in rich, but not
showcy livery. As she passed close by us we
of course 'doffed our beavers,v and in return she
> graciously* bowed and almost smiled J Her
Mujesly was plainly dressed and ' her appear,
ance was pleasing.but still I must say I was d,ie-
appointed. She look* quite young, if rather

short, and is of very fair complexion, She
•looks -good natured end rather intelli-gent,
btft her features lack expression and dignity. I
should say she might be called pretty, but she
is not beautiful. I coi&d point dut a hundred
handsomer young ladies in Rochester. I have
since seen her riding on horeebaok in the Park.
She rides elegantly, and in her riding drees and
hat looks like a very pretty boy.

I send you with this some papers from which
you will learn what is going on in the political
and commercial world, so that I have nothing
to write on those subjects. The fashionable
season is just over in London, parliament is
prorogued, the Lords and Ladies and Dukes &c.
&c. & c , have all gone into the country to hunt
and sport a while. The Queen and Royal fami-
ly have gone to Windsor, and I have filled my
sheet of paper—so farewell.

Yours, &c. M. B. B.

Smoking.—The nuisance of smoking in the
streets has much increased lately. The atmo
spere of some parts of Broadway, of a fine even-
ing, is almost as narcotic and sickning with to-
bacco smoke as the air of the traveller's room
in a High Dutch tavern. Little boys make a
parade of themselves on the sidewalks, smoking
long nines almost as long as themselves. It ie-
amusing to see the swagger wihth which a man.
nikin of three feet high lakes his segar between
the fore and middle finger, removes it from his*
lips, and blows out a dense cloud of smoke
from his distended cheeks. No doubt many of
of those persons who indulge in their favorite
habit in the public streets, do it thoughtlessly,
without thinking how offensive it is to others,
and would be supprieed at hearing that they are
guilty of a blackguard practice.

The above just remarks of the Evening Post
will apply with equal force to many other pla-
ces besides New York. Even in the streets of
London the "long nines" are smoked by beard,
less boys, and those of a larger growth, who
mount their inch.or inch and-a.half mustachios.
It is bad enough to come in contract with such
a nuisance while passing the streets; but it is
still worse to,be compelled to endure the fumes
of asegar in a stage coach, or to have a neigh,
bor close to you on the out side of one, puffing
away from his miserable "old soldier." we have
often wished that we had Madam Trollope
with us, to lash these offenders against decen-
cy.—Com Adv.

Singular firm.—We were yesterday shown a
letter from Nancy, (France) signed "Huson and
Seven Daughters, who, it appears, are all active
partners in an embroidery establishment in that
place. The father we understand, attends to the
correspondence, and makes sales of the g o o d s -
one of the daughters keeps the books, and the
others are engagod in the various departments
of the establishment, each having a particular
portion of duty assigned her. Some of the
goods have been shipped to this market, and are
said to be of superior quality.—Charlestown
Cour -

We can't understand b<>w some men suffer
themselves to be hen peeked—walloped by their
wives, chased under the bed with tongs ! !—
Vincennea Gaz.

Get married, and you will find out.—While
Pigeon Rep.

Mr. Arago, a distinguished philosopher of
England professes ta have discovered a mode
of preventing the occurrence of hail and thun.
der storms. He proposes to discharge the elee.
trie fluid of clouds by means of a small balloon
armed with metallic communication with the
ground. This balloon is to be properly secured
from injury, and is to be permanently stationed
in the place to be protected from the tornadp.—*
Express. _̂

Dr. Johnson, ta ridicule- some fallacious rea*
toning, wrote the following ludicrous lines ;'—

If a man who turnips cries,
Cry not when his father dies,
'Tlfl a sign that he had rather
Have a turnig than bis f.tiw.
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From Wilton's Tales of the Scottish Border.
SABBATH WRECKS.
OR A LEGEND OF DUNBAR.

It was a beautiful Sabbath morning in the au.
turn of 1577; a few small clouds, tinged with
red, sailed slowly through the blue heavens;
the sun shone brightly, as if conscious of the
glory and goodness of its Maker, diffusing
around a holy stillness and tranquility, charac-
teristic of the day of rest; the majestic Frith
flashed back the sunbeams while on its bosom
slowly glided the winged granaries of com-
merce; there, top, lay the Islands, glorying in
their strength ; the May, shrouded in light, ap.
pearing as a leviathan, sunning in its rays; and
the Giant Bass covered with sea-fowl, rose as
a proud mountain of alabaster, in the midst of
the waters. A thousand boats lay along the
shores of Dunbar. It was the herring season,
and there were many boats from the south, and
from the north, and also from the coast of Hoi-
land. Now tidings were brought to the fisher-
men that nn immense shoal was on the coast,
and regardless of its being Sabbath morning,
they began to prepare tlieir thousand boats, and
go out to set their nets. The Rev. Andrew
Simpson, a man possessed of the piety and bold.
ncBs of an apostle, was then Minister of Dun-
bar, and a3 he went forth to the kirk to preach
to his people, he beheld the unhallowed prepara-
tions of the fishermen on, the beach; and he
turned and went amongst them, and reproved
them sternly for their*great wickedness. But
the men were obdurate ; the prospect of great
gain was before them, and they mocked the
words of the preacher, yea, some of them said
to him in the words of the children to the proph.
et, " Go up, thou bald head." He went from
boat to boat, conselliwg and entreating, expos-
tulating with and praying for them, " Surely,"
said he, 'the Lord of the Sabbath will not hold
you guillness for this profanation of his holy
day."' But at that period vital religion was but
little felt or understood upon the borders, and
they regarded not his words. He wont to one
boat, which was the property of members of
his congregation, and there he found Agnes
Crawford, the daughter of one of his ciders,
hanging on the neck of her husband, and their
three children also clung around him, and they
(intreated him not to be guilty of breaking the
Sabbath for the sake of perishing gain. But
lie regarded not their voice; and he kissed his
wife and children, while he laughed at their idle
fears.

Mr. Simpson beheld the scene with emotion,
and approaching the group. " John Crawford,"
he exclaimed, addressing the husband, "you
iuay profess to mock, to laugh, to scorn the
words of a feeble woman, but see that thev re-
turn not like a consuming fire, into your owti
besom, when hope has departed. Is not the
Lord of the Sabbath^the Creator of the sea as
well aa the dry land 1 Know yc not that ye
are now braving the wrath of Him before whom
the mighty ocean is a drop, and all space but a
span ? Will ye then glory in insulting'his or-
dinances, and delight in profaning the day of
holiness ? Will ye draw down everlasting dark-
ne6B on the Sabbath of your soul ? When ye
were but a youth, ye have listened to the words
of J»»hn Knox, ihe great Apostle of our coun.
try ; yc have trembled beneath their power, and
tho convictions they carried with them ; and
when ye think of theec conviction's, and con.
trast them with your conduct this day, does not
the word apostate burn in your heart 7 John
Crawford, some of your blood have embraced
the slake for the eakc of truth, an ) will ye
profane the Sabbath-which they sanctified. The
Scotsman who openly gloric9 in such a 6in,
forfeits his claim to th« name of one. and pub-
lishes to the world thai he has no part or coin
in union with the land thet gave him birth. John
Crawford, hearken unto my voice, to the voice
of your wife, and that or'your bairn*, whose
bringing up in a credit to their mother, and be
n tgu.l 'yof this g os8 sin. But while the fi<li.
e nil an regarded not the supplications of his wife,
tie became sullen at the words of the preacher,
and springing into the boat, seized an oa?, and
with his comrades, began to pull from the shore.
Tile thousand boats put to sea, and Mr. Svmp.
*on returned sorrowful from the bc^cli to the
kirk, while Agnes Crawford, and his wife fol-
lowed him. That day he took for l>iu text, " Re-
member the Sabbath day, to keep it holy ;" and,

as he fearlessly and fervidly denouftced the
crime of Sabbath-breaking, ana alluded to the
impious proceedings of the day, his hearers
trembled ; but poor Agnes wept aloud, and her
children clung aroung her and wept also be-
cause she wept. But ere the service had con.
eluded, the heavens began, to lower. Darkness
fell over the congregation, and first came the
murmur of the storm, which suddenly buist in-
to the wild howl of the tempest. They p&zed
at each other in silent terror, like gnilty spirits,,
stricken in their first rebellion by the searching
glance of the Omniscient. The loud voice of
the psalm was abruptly hushed, and its echo
mingled with the dreadful music of the ele-
menls, like the bleating of a tender lamb, in
the wind that sweepeth howling on the moun-
tains. For a moment, their features, convulsed
and immoveable, Were still distended with the
song of praise; but every tongue was silent and
every eye fixed. There was no voice save heav-
en's.

The church seemed to rock to its foundations,
but none fled, none moved. Pale,, powerless,
as marble statutes, horror transfixed them in
the house of prayer. The steeple rocked in the
blast, and as it bent, a knell untold by human
hands,.pealed on the ear of the breathless multi-
tude. A crash followed. The spire that glit-
tered in the morning sun, lay scattered in frag-
ments, and the full voice of the whirlwind
waved through the aisles. The trees crouched
and were stripped leafless ; and the sturdy oak
whose roots had embraced the earth for centu-
ries, lorn from the deep darkness of its founda-
tions, was uplifted on the wings of the tempest.
Darkness was spread over the earth. Light-
nings gathered together their terrors, and cloth,
ed in the fury of their fearful majesty, flashed
thro' the air. The fierce hail was pouring down
as clouds of ice. At the voice of the deep thun.
der, the lightning quailed and the rage of the
tempest seemed spent. Nothing was now heard
save the rage of the troubled sea, which, lashed
into foam by the angry storm, still bellowed
forth its white billows to tho clouds, and shout-
ed its defiance, loud as the war cry of embattled
worlds. The congregation still sat mute, hor-
rified, and death-like, as if waiting for the prea-
cher to break the spell of the elements. He
rose to return thanks for ihcir preservation, aud
he had given out the lines—

•• When in thy wrath, rebuke me not,
Nor in thy hot rage chasten me,"

when the screams and howling of women and
children rushed wildly along the streets render,
ed his voice inaudible. The congregation rose,
and hurrying one upon another, they rushed
from the church. Tho exhortations of the
preacher to depart calmly were unheard and
unheeded. Every seat was deserted ; all rush-
ed to the shore, and Agnes Crawford and her
children ran also in terror, with the multitude.
The wrecks of nearly two hundred boats were
drifting among the rocks. The dead were
strewed along the beach, and amongst them
wailing widows sought their husbands, chil-
dren their fathers, mothers their sons, and all
their kindred ; and ever and anon an additional
scream of grief arose as the lifeless bodies of
one or other of such relations were found.

A few of the lifeless bodies of the hardy
crews vere seen tossing to and fro; but the
ery for help was hushed, and the yell of death
was heard no more. It was, in truth, a fearful
day—a day of lamentation, of warning, and of
judgment. In one hour, and within sight of
the beach, a hundred and ninety boats, with
their crews, were overwhehnpd in the mighty
deep; and dwelling on the mighty shore be-
iwcecri Spinal and North Berwick,-two hun-
dred and eighty widows wept their husbands
lost. The spectators were busied in carrying
the dead, rss they were driven on shore, beyond
the reach of tid« ma ks. They had continued
tbtsir melancholy task fur-neaily an hour, when
a voice exclaimed—" Sor, see, one still lives,
aud hlruggl s to m ike the shoie !" All rushed
to the spot J'rom whence the sound proceeded,
and a young man wan perceived, with more than
mortal, strength, yet laboring in the whirling
waves. Hia countenance was blaek with des
pair. Hie heart panted with suffocating pangs.
His limbs buffi;ted the billows in the strong ag.
ony of death, and he strained with desperate
eagerness toward* the projecting point of a
black rook. It was now within hie grasp ; but
in its stead ho clutched the deceitful wave, that
laughed at hie deliverance. He was whirled
around.it, dasbed.on it with violence, and again

swept back by the relentless surge. He threw
out his arms at%andom : his deep groan and
panting breath were heard through the sea's
hoarse voice. He again reached the rock ; he
grasped, he clung to its tangled sides. A mur-
mur moaned tft'rough the multitude. They ga-
zed one upon another. His gjazed eyes frown-
ed darkly upon them. Supplication and scorn
were mingled in his look. His lips moved, but
his tongue uttered no sound. He only gasped
to speak, to implore assistance. His strength
gave way; the waters rushed around the rock
as a whirlpool. He was again uplifted on the
bosom of the foam, and tossed within a few
rods of the wailing but unavailing crowd. It
is John Crawford! exclaimed those who were
able to recognize his features. A loud shriek
followed the mention of his name. A female
rushed through the crowd, and the next moment
the delicate form of Agnes Crawford was seen
floating on the wild seas. In an instant a hund-
red plunged to her rescue; but before the scream
or horror and surprise raised by the spectators,
when they beheld her devoted and desperate
purpose had subsided, she was beyond the reach
of all who feared death. Although no femin-
ine amusement, Agnes had delighted in buffet-
ing the waters from a child, as though she fell
at home in their bo9om ; and now, the strength
of inspiration seemed to thrill through her
frame,. She was hidden ffom the gaze of tha
marvelling: spectators, and a deep groan crept
along the shore. She again appeared, and her
fair hand grasped the shoulder of the wounded
man ! A shout of wild joy ran back on the de-
serted town. Her father, who was among the
mutitude, fell on his knees. He clasped his
hands together. Merciful heaven ! he exclaim-
ed, thou who stillest the tempest, and holdest
the waters in the hollow of thy hand, protect—
protect my child !

The waters rioted with redoubled fury. Her
strength seemed,falling, but a smile of hope
still lighted up her features, and her hand yet
garnished her apparently lifeless burden. Des.
pair again brooded on the countenance of her
friends. For a moment he disappeared amongst
the waves ; but the next, Agnes Crawford lay
senseless on the beach with her arm resting on
the bosom of him she had snatched from a wat-
ery grave—on the bosom of her husband.

They were borne to their own house, where
in a few minutes she recovered ; but her hua.
band manifested no signs of vitality. All tho
means within their power, and that they knew,
were resorted to, in order to effect resuscitation.
Long-and anxiously the wept over him, rubbing
his temples and his bosom, and at length, be-
neath her hand, his breast first began to heave
with the returning pulsation of his heart.

" He lives ! he breathes 1" she exclaimed, and
she sanil back in a st.ite of unconsciousness,
and was carried from the room. The preacher
attended the bedside, where the unconscious fish-
erman lay, directing and assisting in the opera-
tions necessary for restoring animation'.

A6 John Crawford began to recover, the film
of death that had gathered over his eyes began
to melt away, and he gazed around in bewilder-
ment, unconscious of where he was, and he
sank into a troubled sleep ; and as he slept, and
his strength returned, he cast forth his arms, in,
imagination, yet grappling with death. H«
dreamed, and in h;s dream he shouted for help.
Ho prayed, and in the same breath he blasphem-
ed, and reviled the troubled spectators that his
fancy could picture on the beach.
' In a few hours the fisherman awoke from his
troubled sleep, which many expected would have
been the sleep of death. Ho raised himself in.
the bed ; he looked around wistfully. Agues,
who had recovered, and teUirnod to tho room,
fell on hiy li»5o;n " My Agnes'! my poor Ag.
nes !" lie cried a-< he gaz il wistfully in her face,
" but where, whiuo aui I ? My b.urnb, whur«
are they ?"

" H^re, father, here!" cried the children,
stretching out their liillu arms to embrace bun.

Again he looked anxiously around. A recol-
lect ion of the past, and a conaciousnesR of tliu
present full on hi3 mind. Thank God! he. ex-
claimed, and burst into tears. And when his
troubled soul and agitated bo6oin lia't found in
Iheui relief, he inquired eagerly, " but oh, tell
me how WUB 1 saved !—was I cast upon the
beach ? There is a confuted remembrance in
my brain, as though an angel had grasped ins
when sinking and held me. But my head is
confused; it i s fearfully-confused, and I re-
member nothing but att-a dioam, save the bum*
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inpowro o* the dreadful storm, wi1 the perish,
ing o hundreds in an instant, and the awful cry
that run fra' boat to boat—a judgment has come
owre us! and it was a judgment indeed! Oh
Agnes ! had I listened to yer words, and to the
prayers o' my bit o' bairns, or the advice of the
minister I waed hao escaped the sin which
hae this day committed, and the horrors wi'
which it has been visited. But tell me how or
in what manner was I saved John, said the
aged elder, the father of Agnes, yo was saved
bv the merciful and sustaining power o* that
Providence which yc this morning set at
naught But I rrjoice to find that your heart
IB not hardened, that the awful visitation—this
judgment, as ye have wcel described it, which
this day has filled our coasts with widows and
orphans, has not falk-n uuon you in vain ; while
ye acknowledge your guilt, and are grateful for
your deliverance. Yout being saved is naeth.
ing short of a miracle. We had beheld how
long and how desperately ye struggled in the
raging waves' when we knew not who you
were, and it was na in the power o' any being
upon the shore to render ye tliL- slightest assis-
tance. We saw ye snuggled to reach the black
rock, and how ye was swept around it; and
when ye at last reached it, observed how ye
clung to it wi* the graep o» death, until your
strength gave way, and the waves dashed you
from it. Tlieh ye were driven towards "the
beach, and some of the spectators recognized
your countenance, and they cried out your
name. A scream bust upon my ear—a woman
rushed through the «.rowd—and then John ! Oh
then!—but here the feelings of the old man
overpowered him. l ie sobbed aload, and after a
few moments added—"Tell him some o* ye."
Oli! tell me, said the fiMurnian; all that my
father-in-law hath said, I kenned before. But
how was I saved ? or by whom ?

Tlie preacher took up the tale, hearken unto
me Jolin Crawford, said lie, V_ye have reason this
day to sorrow, and to rejoice, and to be grateful
beyond measure. In lhe morning ye mocked
my counsel, and set at nought my reproof.—
True it was not the speaker, but the words spo.
ken that ye ought to have regarded—for they
were not my words, and I was but the humble
instrument to convey them to ye. But ye dis-
posed them ; and as ye sowed so have ye reaped.
But as your father.in law hath told ye, when
your face, waa recognized from the shore, and
your name mentioned, a woman screamed—she
plunged into the boiling sea, and in an instant,
frlie was out of the reach of help I"

"Speak—speak on," cried the fiisherman ea-
gerly, and he placed his hands on hupheaving
bosom, and gazud anxiously, now towards the
preacher, and again to his Agnes, who wept over
bis shoulder.

"The providence which had till then sustain,
ed you, while your fellow creatures perished
around you," added the clergyman, "supported
her. She reached you—she grasped your arm.
Aficr long struggling, she brought you within a
few yards of the shore, a wave overwhelmed you
both, and cast you upon the beach with her arm
—the arm of your wife that saved you—upon
your bosom,"

Gracious heaven ! exclaimed the fisherman
pressing, his wife to his bosom—my ain Agnes
was it you ?—was it you 7—My wife! my savior?
—and he wept aloud, and his children wept al-
so. There >B nae merit in what I hae done, re-
plied she, for wha should have attempted to save
ye had I not, ye are every thing to me, John, and
to our bairns.

But the feelings of the wife and the mother
are too strong for words. I will not dwell upon
the j«y and gratitude of the family, to whom
the husband and father had been restored as
from the dead. He found a sorrowful contrast
in the voice of lamentation and of mourning
which echoed along the coast, like the peal of
an alarm bell.

The dead were laid upon the beach, and on
the following day. widows, orphans, parents and
brothers, came from all the fishing towns along
the coast, to seek their dead amongst the
drowned, that had been gathered together ; or if
they found them not, they wandered along the
shore to seek for thorn, where the sc& might
Uave cast them forth. Such i» the tale of tins

wreck on the last dravc of Dun bar.
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(fj* The N. York Gazette ttalts tlial Parsons,
the aetor, who recently became " converted1"
under the preaching of John Marfit, and di.clar-
sd hie intention to turn preacher, has tehpsed,
and g,oue to lh« stage again.

Steam Navigation to England.—/Lbool eight
years ago, the then editor of the Daily Advert!
•er playfully predicted, in an article anticipat-
ing the triumphs of steam, the arrival of asicarn
snip in six and a half days from England !
I hat prediction has almost come to pass, since
the Atlantic has been erased in less than twice
that time. A Bteam packet recently ran fro<n
Detroit to Buffalo, making all her landings, in
18 or 19 hours, (we forget which) and this rate
of speed is about equal to an Atlantic passage
of six and a half days. We do not expeel,
however, that any such triumph of art will take
place in our time or any other. We have al.
ready gone far beyond all former sober esti-
mates, and with the swiftness of the present
packets, we have every reason to be content.

When we look at the British Queen, we are
filled with astonishment at the daring of the
human mind, and the achievement of human
skill. What is a voyage to Europe now ? Com-
paratively nothing. You arrive at New York,
drive to the East river, jump on board the steam.
er, and off you go, You are perfectly comfort-
able in a large and elegant saloon, fitted with
every comfort and decorated with all good taste.
You observe groups of ladies and gentlemen
about you, perfectly at home, and all as happy
as possible. You shortly find yourself at sea.
You ride smoothly and quietly along. Seasick.
ness is forgotten. The chess table and the
piano make you think yourself at home. You
sit down to table with a keen appetite, and re-
lish thte well-dressed viands and the bountiful
fare. Pleasant society, agreeable acquaintan-
ces, and amusing books, cheat time of its minu-
tes. You retire to rest and sleep soundly, and
when you awake, you find yourself refreshed and
com fortabl.

In a few days more you are in another land.
You d.sembark and find yourselves in England !
now wonderful I The passage if over before
you have become familiarised with the ocean,
and you almost regret that you are leaving your
pleasant domicile.

The British Queen is indeed a noble vessel
and her construction in, in the highest degree,
admirable.

Anecdote of Washington.—When the Aineri.
can troops were quartered at Ncwburgh, at the
close of the Revolutionary war, the soldiers
were stirred up to rebellion against the govern-
ment by the faniois anonymous letters, which it
has since been ascertain^ were written by Gen.
Armstrong, then a major in the army. Gen.
Washington convened the officers, for the pur-
pose of addressing them on this subject, and
calming the tumult which was beginning to
age in their bosoms. He held a paper in his

hand on which the remarks he intended to make
«trere written—and then it was, that finding him-
self unable to read without assistance—as he
was drawing his spectacles from his pocket
hat unpremeditated expression broke from him

one of the most pathetic that ever fell from hu
man lips—"Fellow citizens," said he, "you
perceive 1 hat I have not only grown grey—but
blind in your service." The effect of I his remark
was electrical. No bosom—no eye was proof
against it.—Boat. Mer. Jour.

Knowledge it Power : Curious illustration.—
Al a meeting which took place (he other even-
ing for the purpose of forming a North London
Mechanic Institution, Mr. Basil Montagu, as
an illustration of the maxim that knowledge is
power, related the following anecduti: : He was
walking a few months ago in Portland Place,
when he observed a largo crowd of people as
scmbled, and found that it WHS in consequence
of a large mastiff dog having a lesser one in his
gripe. Several persons tried, by splitting the
mastiff's ears, and by biting and pinching his
tail, to make it let go its hold but in vain, At
last a delicate and dandified young gentleman
came up, and making his way through the
crowd into the circ.lc requested to be allowed to
separate the dogs ; assent was given and amid
jeers and laughter, when tho dandy slowly drew
from his pocket a large snuff.box, and having
taken a pinch himself inserted his finders again
into th* box, and deliberately applied it to the
masiifEsdnose. The snuff operatr.d so power,
fully on the animal's olfactory nerves, that it
not only immediately let go its hold, but ma-Jo
its escape as fast as possible. The dandy was
loudly cheered* up°'> which he ato-pped for a
moment, and! said, "Gentlemen, 1 have merely

you a proof that ' Knowledge is F "

The Twenty Thousand Dollar Necklace.
which a daughter of the celebrated Dr. Swaim,
of Philadelphia, recently " sported" at Sarato-
ga, and which the editors took so many notes of,
is said to have been a present from a crowned
head of Europe to Dr. S. for Curing one of his
family of scrofula. He went to Europe for the
express purpose at the royal request. The euro
which had been eesaved in vain by European
physicians, was effected by Dr. S., and he was
requested to name his reward. Mr. Swaim,
however, declined receiving any other compen-
sation than simply the royal autograph attached
to a brief instrument acknowledging the cure.
As there is a delicacy about such matters with
imperial families, implying as it does an infir-
mity of nature at variance with the omnipo.
tence of kings, this was declined, and Mr. S.
subsequently consented to consider the busi-
ness a confidential one, known only to himself
and a few members of the household who were
privy to it. The result, however, was, that
previous to Mr. S's departure from Europe, a
string of diamonds was presented to him in be-
half of the sovereign, the centre one of which
is valued at $20,000. The whole is said to
comprise about twenty five brilliants, the smal.
lest of which, as they are of the first water, can.
not be worth less than $10,000 each.—N. Y
Sun.

A Tough Story.—The following story of
Joseph Nauhaught, a very pious and worthy In-
dian Deacon of this town, is related in Barber's
Historical Collections. The deacon wa9 a mem-
ber of the church whn:h whilom worshipped in
the Indian meeting house, situated near the
norlhern border of Swan's) pond, in this town.
—Yarmouth Register.

" Deacon Nauhaught was once attacked by a
large number of black snakes. Being at a dia.
tance frem any inhabitants, he wa6, to be sure,
in a very precarious situation ; for unfortunate-
ly, he had not even a knife about him for his
defence. To outrun them, he found utterly im.
possible ; to keep them off, without any weapon
was equally so. Ho therefore came to the de.
termination to stand firm on his feet. They
began winding themselves about him; in a lit-
tle time, one of them had made his way up to
the Indian's neck, and was trying to put his
black head into his mouth, Nauhaught opened
it immediately. The black serpent thrust in it«
head, and Nauhaught, putting his jaws together,
bit it off in a moment ! As soon as the blood,
streaming from the beheaded, was discovered
by the rest of the snakes, they left their in-
tended prey with great precipitation, and Nan.
naught was liberated from the jaws of impend,
ing death."

Lineal Descenda t of William Wallace.—At
Baltimore I met and conversed with an elderly
gentleman of the name of Wallace. In early
life he had attended the classes at Edinburgh,
and studied under Dr. Black and others. He
boasts of being the only remaining lineal des-
cendant of William Wallace, and still use the
arms and motto of that hero. He mentioned to
mo that he was once in an engraver's shop, in
Edinburgh, giving the requisite instructions for
cutting his seal, when the Earl of Buchan, who
was accidentally present, examined the arms
and motto, aod said : "Sir, there ia only one
family remaining entitled to these, and that
family is in Virginia." This confirmation of
his innocent and praisworthy claim from the
lips of a stranger, must have given him great
satisfaction. He is a very cheerful, eommunU
cative old gentleman, and I was realty pleased
to interchange a friendly grasp with a hand,
the veins of which might be enriched even with
a drop, of the Wallace blood.—Murray's Trav-
els.

Singular.—Tne New Orleans Bee tells a cu-
rious story of a woman and a slave, in whom
the process of absorption of the coloring mat-
ter which tinges the skin of the African black,
has been going on for several years. The re-
moval o£ the coloring matter is however imper.
feet, and irregular '> it takes place in patches,
giving to portions of her arms and legs a pure
white appearance, which contrast unnaturally
and disagreeably wilh the jetty hue of the sur.
rounding surface. She will never become en-
tirely white—but the ca?e is curious as being
illustrative of the mode in which nature per.
f«.ii»8 this singular freak—via: by absorption of
the black pigmen from which the skin of tUe
negro derives its color.—E
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From the Religious Souvenir for /840.

THE WISDOM FROM ABOVE.
BY MISS A. 0. PRATT,

"The wisdom that is from above is first pure, then
peaceable, gentle, and easy to be entreated, full of mercy
and good fruitff."

How Weautifnl that 6treamlet, as it winds
Through yonder valley ! No rude breath disturbs
Its mirror- like repoae. Silent and calm
It moves along, laving the mountain's base.
And adding richness to the verdant plain :
Its crystal surface heaven's bright image bears;
That lovely azure, and those sunlit clouds
Which seem the very breath of purity;
While here and th<!re, like diamonds scattered o'er,
Refulgent rays in all their glory shine.

How Boft the breeze that comes at summer eve !
W e see—we hear it not, yet o'er the cheek
Is felt its grateful touch. The languid blond
Starts up afresh, and the whole frame revives.
And dews in silent night! how they distill
Upon the earth ! no murmur—not a sound
Tells of their coming; yet, when morning dawns,
Field, hill, and slope, and lawn are cover'd o'er,
Flowers that had Wither'd in the noonday sun,
Waken anew, all fresh anil beautiful.
As if just issued from the Arlis's hand!
While every leaf and blade seem offering up
Their humble meed, for renovated life.

Thus gentle is all influence divine !
The mighty God appear'd not in that blast'
Which rent the inn mi tain-top, and clave to dust
The adamantine rock ; nor in the fire,
Or earthquake's.hollow roar ; but'twas a voice,
A " still; small voice' that made ihe seer bow down,
And, trembling, hide himself within the cave.
In that calm hour his spirit was subdued
By sweet communion with the Holy One.
And so the heart bv heavenly wisdom sway'd,
Is evfir peaceful -, rimed to harmony
Mid earthly discord; breathing ou! pure love
And holy feeling—yea, its joy is love—
Its blissful song. " Glory to God on high !
Peace and good-wili to all who dwell on earth."
Rivers of life flow from a fount thus pure,
Such as make glad the city of our God ;
And fruits abound, like those in Paradise.
Hail, hallow'd gift! descending from above
To still the tempest, calm the troubled sea,
And scatter all ihe dismal clouds of sio ;
Purchase of Jisus'blood! all hail to thee!
.And hallelujahs to His name be given,
Who paid the wondrous price. Let seraphs join
The rars im'd throng, to swell a note of praise,
Resounding onward through eternity.

Rochester, TV. Y.

Examinations in Grammar, at a fashionable
Seminary for Young Ladies.—Pray, Miss, what
part of speech is the parson of the parish ?

I suppose he is a conjunction, madam.
A conjunction, Miss! what kiud of a con.

j unction ?
A. copulative conjunction, madam.
Why a copulative conjunction ?
Because he " connects like cases and like

moods and tenses."
How does he connect " like cases ?"
Ho unites parties, both of whom are in love,

which I take to be, that both are in the same
case.

Very well. How does he connect " like
moods''"

The parties to be united arc, I suppose, both
in a mood to be married, and thus arc in " like
moods."

But how docs he connect " like tenses ?"
If both are desirous, at the time of the cere-

mony, of being immediately united, as I pre.
fume is always the case, then both are, at that
lime, in the present tense; and thus he " con.
nec's like tenses."

Does such a copulative conjnnction connect
11 like genders?"

No, that is not according to the rules of Cu-
pid's grammar. His rule is, that " cfpulative
conjunctions can only connect unlike genders,"
or rather* contrary genders, that is, masculine
and feminine, never ihe neuter.

Very well, indeed, Miss—your examination
does you much credit—you may pass. You are
entitled io tin.1 degree of Uncheloress of Arts.—

You shall have a husband whttu you are mar-
ried.

Thank you, madam.

Horse Collars'—An English paper slates that
a great improvement has recently been made on
this part of a horses harness the collar being
inflated. The success of this improvement has
been established by experiment, and has proved
a wonderful relief to that valuable animal, the
horse.

•• Mam my, who's going to sleep in that are
b^d with Jim and John, Joe and Kale, and Bet,
and Moll, and Jane, Su and Dick, and that ar
strange man what's here Io.night?" •' Why:,
me and daddy-and-sal, to beeune."

BREAKERS AHEAD.
When we Bee a young man going boldly into

business, engaging twice the number of clerks
necessary for his pursuit, buying a fast trotting
horse, and boarding at a hotel where he dines
at 4 and rises from the table at 7—we are dis-
posed to cry out—'• breakers ahead."

When we see a business man going in the af.
ternoon, no one knows where—for, no one
knows what; dodging into the theatre in the
evening, and dodging out again for ho imagina-
ble reasons that is creditable—we begin to sus
pect that he has expensive vices as pensioners,
and we say to ourselves " he will go to the
breakers."

When we see a man whose days and nights
should be devoted to his business, lounging about
hour after hour—now dropping into an oyster
cellar and anon calling at a tavern—we feel
inclined to hail the poor victim thus hurried on
to destruction, and tell him that the breakers
are foaming and roaring before him, and that
1 is destruction is inevitable, uirle6s he changes
his course at once and forever.

When we see a young man who has a living
to make, engaging in the affair's- of the nation
instead of his own—thinking more of Clay or
Van Burcn, than he does of his wife and chil-
dren, and devoting the cream of his mind to'
politics and giving the skimmed milk to his busi-
ness—we exclaim " Ho ! Ho ! Are you sail-
ing there ? You'll find the breakers close
ahead !"

But there aremany good men and true, whom
adverse winds drive into danger. For these we
heave the heaviest sighs, far thr;ir corning troub-
les are unmerited. L<;t such men, when they
are in trouble, steer for thjj clear sea of troth,
and, of all things avoid the brokers or the break
ers. Let the honest business man, when he.
finds he cannot make both ends meet, remombcr
that from the cradle to the grave oi:r best friend
is truth. Let him collect his creditors and say
" I have been imprudent, but I will not be dis-
honest—I will not pay the per cent a mouth to
the broker, to defer my failure. My property
is yours ; it is better that, 1 should at once sur-
render it than give it to the shavers." Our life
on it, if he pursues this policy his creditors will
credit him again to-morrow.—Am Cit.

Isaac Kidder.—The Boston' Courier mentions
a pretty fair anecdote of the individual whose
name is at the head of this article. He was a
graduate of Harvard. Isaac stuttered quite bad.
ly, but he was a chnp of considerable humor.—
One day while crossing a mead iw he came to a
ditch ; so said he to himself, I I Isaac, I I I'll
bet yo-ou a ha ha half pint, yo oou- can't j
jump over. Done, said he, done. So going
well back, he started, and running smart, he
gave a leap and went over. Now, said he I I I -
saac, you o»o owe me a half pint. Yes, but I I.
I'll bctyo-o ou another ha half pint, you can't
j jump back again. Done, said he, and not u-
sing the same exertion.he struck his tons a-
gainst the opposite bank, and fell sprawling in
to the ditch. When he had got himself out as
well as he could, he shook himself and said,
now, I I Isaac, yo.o ou and I are sq square.

Curious Definition of Ice.—Wlien a boy, a
native of the East I idies, (where, b<s it remem-
bered, there is no ice,) was on a visit at the
hnu?e of a friend in Edinburgh, lie was shown
water in a bason that had been frozen in the
night. On being assked w.iat it was, said, "It
i9 water fallen asleep." v.

We once heard an old lady remark ihat in.
duslrious people always eat fact. Bo that as it
may, we have lately discovered that it is better
to be a lit le lazy iu this particular. No lime
will be lost by it, for you will absurdly live the
lougur for it.—Bcllous falls paper.

We havo lately come to Hie conclusion that
people must do one of three things, viz : use a
great deal of exercise, be very temperate, or be
sick. There's no mistake—choose ye of the
three.—Bellona tails paper.

Why is a newspaper like a tooth-brush?
'D'ye give it up? Because every ou4Fshould
have one of his own, and not borrow his neigli.
bor's—Bost. Mercantile Jour.

A cotemporary wonders how two usurers can
look each other in the face. We wonder how
a usurer can look an honest man in the face.

THE ABLEST MEN WERE MECHANICS.
BY M. M. NOAH.

There never was a doctrine more untrue than
the now, we trust, almost obsolete one, derived
from the false distinctions of monarchies, that
mechanic professions are menial, and beneath the
station pf a true gentleman. The truth is, they
are the only professions that have substance and
realtiy and.practical utility. All else seems, on
reflection, to be mere speculation*— ideality—
dreaming—"leather and prunella." The great-
est men in the annals of the world—the men
that have done most to enlighten it, and advance.
the prosperity and the liberties of the human
race, have been mechanics. It is the directness
of mind—the plain good sense their pur6uiis
inculcate, which ha'l led to those immortal dis-
coveries that, have enriched and ameliorated.the
condition of the whole human race. Name but
an Arkwright.a Fulton, a Watt, a Franklin, a
Whitney, &c, &c, and where among the clos-
et men, the academicians, the doctrinaires, do
you find their eqjal. True, Newton, Laplace,
Gay, Lussac, Davy, &<%, have discovered great
principles, but nothing that compares with the
comprehensive usefulness that has come from
the inventions of mechanic minds. Let the
sickly races of a pampered nobility, turn up
their noses atmechanics as they do at merchants.
It is to ihe'pjorking men only thai the " rod of
empire" has b.en given ; and the revolutions
on the globe.from mechanic invention, of steam
and the press, and which are hourly advancing
with a pace that excites astonishment, prove
incontestibly that the progress of mind, of hu-
man liberty and civilization, and of mechanic
labor are indisaolubly wedded.

New Beginning in the Wrst.—Some years
since it was fashionable for a string of mcvers
from the^ea.st to put "OHIO" conspicuously ou
their wagons. Annold man of 80 years was no-
ticed in lhc rear wagon of one of these trains,
and to the^'inquiry why one so aged was taken
to the west, tile waggish driver replied " to be-
gin a burying ground with .'"

To hefp a, Congregation Awake.—They tell a
new way of paying off a drowsy congregation.
It was thrs : The dlergyman, after having near,
ly finished ins sermon observed a great part of
his congregation £.°leep, and said he thought he
had better go over the whole sennon again,
which he did. The next Sunday the people kept
awake "on the first reading."

MAItRIED.
On the ftvening of the 1st instant, liy the Rev. E.

TUCKER. H. A. TUfcKER, Esq., to Miss JAiNE C.,
daughter of jJoct. U E. Uinus, all of this city.

In tins city, on the '20 II ult , liy Rev. E. Tucker, Mr.
John Sheffer.to Alias Charlotte Brown.

In Frodonia, on the iSilr inst. by the Rev. Mr. Lang-
don, Mr. MONROE G AY, of Janiesiown, lo Miss
COIINELIA CO K, of Fredonia.

In this city, on the -iotli instant, by the Rev T. Ed-
wards, Robert:Graugle, Merchant, Wheeling, Virginia,
to Miss Elizabeth, only daughter of Hubert and Sully
Dalzell.oftliiBci y.

In Mendon, on ihe lOih inst.. by the Rev. Mr. Stone,
Mr. Horace ?>ilsby, of S tne:a Kails, to Miss Phebs
M- Curl, of the former place.

In she.by.-on the 10 li inst .by Rev. G P. Prndden,
Mr. Ermtus Emerson, of Riga, to IWiss Cyrune ihombs
of Shelby. '•• ' '

In Palmyra, on the 8Ui jnst., by F, South, Eeq.,
Mr. Ambrose Gamp to Miss i'hebe Jane Mills, both of
JM a;edon..

In Zinn Church, Palmyra, on the 19th Ser>t. instant,
by the Kev. U. M. Duller, Samuel <' Breck, of Branch
Port., Yates Co., to Miss Mary R. Baldwin, of trw
ub.jve place.

AGENTS FOR THE GKM AND AMULET.
ARTEMAS ENOS, Traveling Agent.

Luke Wells, Auilier, Onondagu county, New York.
Z. Barney, Adam&, Jefferson county, do do
S. P Brock, tJrunchpnrt, Yaies county, do do
Cyrus V i.ee, Buffalo. (l> O ) Erie co., do ito
R. U. Brown, lirowsvillti, Windsor co.. Vermont.
Alonzo Hennoit, Uerrien, Rerrien co.. Michigan.
J. H, Blue. Chariton. Mo.
G. M. Conelanri, Clart-ndon. Orleans p.o.. New York
.Miss E. A. Ail'iiii-3. C.mnmhiiiMin. Ontario eo., du do
E. Maxwell. Klmira. Chemmig co , do do
A. Fowler, Fnwlcrvilie, Livinjsion co , do «io
W. C. French, Gamnier, Knox co.. Ohio.
S. Hunt, Hunt's Hollow, Allegany co., N e w Y o r h .
R. B. Warner, Lima, Livingston co., do do
A. H. Eddy, Marion, Wayne Co . do du
Israel Pennington, Macon, Lenawaco., Michigan.
K. W.Townsiitid, Newark, Wayne co., New Yorhf
P to. Church, Oakfiold, Genesee co., do do
Henry Henion, Rushvllle, Ontnrioco., do do
S. Keeve, Seneca Falls, Seneca co., de do
N. G. Shcpard. South Avon, Liv. Co., do do
D. CuinminuH, South LeRoy, Gen. Co., do do
Sowal Brintnnll, Watertown, Jeff. Co., do do
Post Master, Utica, Licking Co., Ohio.

OFFICE OF THE GEM
CORNER OF BUFFALO AND STATE ST8, R0OIIB87BB.
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T H E NOTICE—A True Story.
BY AMEUA OWE.

" I, in probation of a Sisterhood."— Stmlcsptare.
The events which Iain about to relate, took

-plac-s in Paris, in the reign of Louis XV.; all,
•excepting the first names, are those which actu-
ally belonged to the actors of the drama, being
literally trae.

The Count de Villeroi, a noble pf high de-
scent and preat feud el possessions, had an only
'daughter, Henriette, who, almost in her child,
•hood, evinced so decided a vocation for a con-
ventual life, that before attaining the ageof six-
teen, she entered upon her noviciate in the con.
vent in which she had been educated. Return,
ing home, in consequence of a severe illness, a
few months after, she met, at her father's, Ad-
Tien, Viscount de Mornay, a young" man, her
equal in birth, fortune and endowments; a mu-
tual attachment ensued, and they were on the
point of marriage, when M. de Yilleroi died,
leaving his daughter under the guardianship of
his only sister, the Marquise de Chamillart.

This lady, eWH young enough for coquetry,
had, unfortunately, imbibed an attachment for
<ie Mornay, and, in revenge for his neglect of
her charms, resolved to separate the lovers; an
opportunity for which purpose unluckily offered
itself, in his being appointed to an embassy at
the court of St. Petersburg.

The Marquise immediately placed her neice
at the royal abbey of Panthemont rue de Gren-
ville, in P^ris ; the abbess of which convent
was nearly connected with her family, and join,
ed her heartily in endeavoring to induce -the
fair novice to increase the already large num-
ber of illustrious ladies of the house of Ville- oi,
who had attained the highest honors of the
church.

The Marquise adopted tho further precaution
of sending to the Abbey of Panthemont, partly
as companion, partly as attendant upon her
neice, a tenant's daughter, Eugenie Latour,
whose vocation for a religious life she well
knew, promising that if she succeeded inducing
Henriette to take the veil, she would herself
furnish the money required for her entering the
same convent. In addition to this, anonymous
letters were dropped, by unknown hands, into
the apartment of the'fair maiden, announcing
that Adrien was on the point or marriage to a
Russian princess ; and the Marquise showed
communications addressed to herself to the
game effect; 6o that poor Henriette, hearing
nothing from her false lover, and assailed on
every side by persuasions and arguments in fa
vor of a religious life, was at last driven to
resume the dress and duties of a novice, and to
announce her intention of becoming a nun as
soon as the requisite form could be undergone.

Although, however, the Marquise had, to a
certain point, succeeded in her end, one of the
means which she had employed, failed her.—
Eugenie Latour, an affectionate, honest hearted
girl, had, with the quick sympathy of youth
towards youth, become unfeignedly attached to
her young lady, and seeing at once, and the
more strong'y from her own deep* seated reli-
gious feelings, that poor Henriette's was the
result more'of disappointed love than of devo
tion, and mistrusting, most justly, the good'
faith of the Maiquise.who seemed, to her sense
of simplicity, taking too much pains to estab-
lish that which, if true needed not such reitera-
ted proofs, suddenly demanded her dismission
and wages, and set forth from the rue dc Grcn-

jjJle, determined, if possible, to get to the speech
of* the Viscount de Mornay.

Whether her pilgrimage might not have con-
ducted her to St. Petersburg!],, there is no say-
jng; had she not, luckily bethought, herself of
repairing to the nobleman in whose suit Adrien
had revisited the court of thjB Czar^.where she
immediately aacerlained that the Secretary of

| the embassy had b^en unable to encounter the
severity of the climate, and had been sent, un-
dcr medical advice,- to his chateau, near Lyons.

Hither the faithful girl repaired, husbanding,
as best ehe could, by her own small* means
and performing, partly on foot, and partly by
the aid of good natured travelers, a journey,
whose duration and difficulty can hardly be ad-

, equately estimated in these davs of steamboats
aud railways. She found the Viscnunlde mor-
nay, as she expected sick, rather of grief than
of disease. A similar system of deceit had been
practised with him; and he when Eugenine
made her appearance in his apartment, fully
believed that Mademoiselle without receiving
any answer, (letters which the Marquise topk
good care should never reach the convent,), had
already takeii the evil.

The tidings which his unexpected visitor had
to tell him, gave1 him fresh life. He immediate,
ly dispatched her to the Princess Potpcka, 'he
Russian wife ofi a Polsh nobleman, arid the'
friend in Paris upon whose aid he most confi-
dently relied, ami proposed follow jng Himself as
speedily as his health Would permit.

Eugenie arrived at the Hotel Potocko, on the
very eve of the profession. The fourteenth of
March was the fatal time, and this was late in
the evening—evening, do 1 say? before the ne-

, ceSBsary explanations had: taken place, it was
deep.in the night of the thirteenth; and the
princess, as her only chance, resolved to set
forth at once on her search for the archbishop.

The archbishop was, howev^r.no where to
be found. All that she c mid learn from the

[ drowsy Swiss porters of the place was, that he
was either in retirement at the seminary of St.
Maglorise, or he was gone to pass the late of
St. Bruno with the fathers of the Chartrevx, in
the ue d'Enfer, or he was resting himself at his
country bouse at Conjlaira our Seine !

Baffled and disappointed, the princess drove
back to her hotel. She retired to rest, after giv-
ing Engenie to the care of her attendant. But,
as her love of justice, her hate to perfidy, and
her affectionate piety for its admirable and inno-
cent victims made it impossible for her to sleep,
while any means to prevent the meditated injury
was as yet untried, at seven o'clock Eugenie
was summoned to the carriage, and they drove
to the abb^. •' Let me see the abbess as soon
as possible," was the message sent. The an.
&wcr, as might be expected, was a positive refusal.

The abbess was obliged to be in office at that
hour in the church. She then asked if she
might not be permitted to enter tho convent, to
reveal something to her of the greatest impor-
tance—The reply,was, "By no means, except
by permission of ihe archbishop of Paris." And
now, almost in dispair, the princess re-entered
the cairjage, and established herself at the door
of the churciv there to await the arrival of the
prelate.

The clock had struck eleven, when bnc of
the servants of the princess forced his way to
the carriage. " Madame," 8s»id he, hastily,
" the arcfribshop entered by the cloister door; lie
is already at the altar, and the ceremony is go-
ing to begin.

The princess and Engenie shuddered, when
they heard this intelligence; but, recovering
her presence ot" mind, the princess wrote a few
lines on her tablets, and then ordered her valet
to make way for them through the crowd, and
conduct her to the sacristy, without losing a
moment; giving Eugenie, meanwhile, to the
care of another servant, desiring him to see her
safely sealed in the church.

Never had a more brilliant assembly of royal,
ty, nobility, and persons of varied claims to dis-
tinction, bee" gathered together on such an oc-
casion. The pride of her aunt had led her to
make the ceremony of her niece's profession, as

imposing and dignified aB possible.

Ill did her sparkling dress however, accord
with the deadly whiteness of her cheek, and
the languor of her countenance, as she awaited,
with the' firmness of despair, the opening of
the grates of the quoir.

As she rose from her knees, a sort of loud-
murmuring was heard at the bottom of the
church, amongst the servants in livery. " Turn
those footmen out!" cried a nobleman, in a
very loud voice; but they were already depart,
ing unhidden; for they were bearing out a young
man who had fainted, but was recovering, -and
struggling to remain where he was. This cir-
cuinsiance drew 'Henrietta's attention to the
spot, just as her aunt was leading her to kneel
before,the observant prelate. She saw she re.
cognized her lover in the now passive youth,
whom 'hey were bearing away, and who uttered
an " Oh dieu !" which thrilled to her veTy soul ;
but the angry pressure of her arm by the enrag-
ed and alarmed relation, recalled her to herself.
What an expression of interest, love,- anxiety,
and agony, beamed from her glistening eye, as
she turned to kneel at the feet of the archbishop !
But when there, when the awful moment was
really come, she felt that the ceremony must!go
on, though she would be a wretch for life. Nei-
ther that look of agony, nor that of humble reig*.̂
nation which succeeded, was lost on the benevo-
lent prelate, who was holding in his hands tablets
enamelled in gold. ,.

"Sister, said lie, in the kindest tone, "what
is your age ?"'

"She is nineteen," cried her aunt.
"You will have <o answer Hie, madame, by

and by," replied the archbishop; and put the
same question to Henrietta again.

''I am just turned seventeen," she faltered out.
'In what diocese did you ever receive the veil ?'
••In the diocese of Toul."
"How ! in the, diocese of Toul ?" exclaimed

the archbishop, In a Very loud voice. "The
seat of Toul is void ; the Bishop of Toul has
been dead this fifteen months, and no one there
could be authorized to receive novices." Your
noviciate is null and void, young lady I and
we refuse to receive your profession."

He then rose from his seat, assumed his mi-
tre, took his crosier from the hands of an aco-
lyte, and said', addressing the assembly—"My
very dear bretheren, there is no necessity for
us to examine and interogate this young lady
on the sincerity of her religious vocation.—
There is, at present, a canonical obstacle to
her profession. As to any future impediments,
we reserve to ourselves ihe means to ascertain
whether any such exist. In the meanwhile, I
forbid any other ecclesiastic whatever to assume
the power of accepting her vows; on pain of
iulerdictron, suspension and nullity, and this is
in virtue of our metropolitan rights according
to the bull cum proximus"

When he had pronounced these words, a
sound as of approbation was heard, as from
many parts of the building, but the prelate in-
slanlly sung in a grave and solemn voice, Ad.
jutoriuin nostrum in Nominee Domini \ and
turning to ihe alter, he proceeded to give the
holy benediction of the sacrament, while Hen-
rielte, scarcely able to support ̂ herself, was led
to the nearest seat, where she hid her face in
her hands, to conceal her varied emotions, a-
mong which thankfulness was predominant,

Meanwhile, though iho considerate prelate,
in order to avoid a public exposure of the net'a.
rious proceedings of the Marquise, thai he
might not disgrace a noble family, had taken
advantage of a violation of forms to annul the
ceremony thai lady found herself so despised
and avoided in the circles in which she had
hitherto moved, that she was forced to quit Pa-
ris ; and on pretence of illness, she set out to
travel in a foreign land. And in a happy mar.
riage terminated this romance of real life.

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



166 THE GEM AtffD LADIE S5 AMULET.
From the Augusta Mirror.

MY FIRST AND LAST FIRE HUNT.

Sam Sikea was forever at me to go with him
upon what he called a " Fire Hunt." I could
never meet him but he was sure to have a long
tale to tell me of some of his exploits in that
way; and such were the glowing pictures he
presented that I had often promised to go with
him " some of these times."

Sam was one of the most inveterate hunters
lever knew- He delighted i.i no other pur.
unit or pastime, and though he pretended to cul-
tivate a small spot of ground, yet so large a
portion of his time was spent in the pursuits of
game, that his agricultural interests suffered
much for the want of attention. He lived a
few miles from town, a* you passed his house,
whjoh stood a little distance from the main
road, though a few acres of corn and a small
patch of potatoes might probably attract your
attention as standing greatly in need of the hoe,
y.-t the most prominent objects about Sam's
domiail pertained to his favorite amusement.—
A huge pair of antlers—trophy of one of his
proudest achievements—occupied a conspicuous
place on the gable-end ; some ten or a dozen
lofty, fishing poles, which, though modestly
stowed behind the chimney, projected far above
the roof of the little cabin ; and upon its un,-
chinked walls many a coon and deerskin was
undergoing the process of drying. If all these
did not convince you that the proprietor was a
sportsman, the varied and clamorous music of a
Bcore of hungry looking hounds, as they issued
forth in full cry at every pasBer-by, could ndt
fail to force the conviction.

Sam Sikes had early found a companion to
share his good or ill luck, and though he was
yeif on the green side of thirty, he was obliged
to provide for six or seven little tallow-faced
responsibilities; so he not only followed the
eh$8e from choice, but his Wife, who hated
" fisherman's luck," worse than Sam a naiss or
a nibble, took him to account for spending so
many broken days, Saturday afternoons and
rainy days and odd hours, to say nothing of
whole nights in the woods, Without bringing
home BO much as a cat.6quirrel, or •'homey
head," his ready reply was, that he was " bleeg.
ed" to do the best he could to gel meat for her
and the children.

The "fire hunt" was his favorite hobby, and
though the legislature of Florida had forbidden
that mode of hunting, yet Sam, considering, as
he didj Jthe law to be " no account,1', continued
to indulge as freely as ever in his favorite sport.

I was, sitting one evening, after tea, upon the
steps of the porch, ei joying the cool breeze of
an autumnal evening, when who should make
bia appearance but my friend Sam Sikes.

He had come for me to go with him on a fire
hunt. He was mounted on his mule Blaze,with
his pan upon one shoulder, and his musket on,
the other. Determined to have every thing in
readiness before calling upon mh, he had gone
to the kitchen.and lit a few lightwood splinter.",
which were now blazing in the pan, and which
served the double purpose of lighting him
through the enclosure, and of demotmlrating to
me the manner of hunting by night. As he
approached the house the light, discovered me
where I was sitting.

" (rood evenin', squire—I've come out to see
if you're a mind to take a little hunt tonight."

" I believe not, Mr. Sikes," I replied, feeling
entirety too well satisfied with my pleasant seat
in the cool breeze, to desire to change it for a
ramble through the woods at night. " Not to-
night, it looks like rain."

" Oh shaw. 'iaint gwain to rain, depend upon
it—and I'm all' fixed ; come—come along."

As he upoke, he rude clods to the porch, and
his mule made several efforts to crop the shrub
bery that grew by the door which Sain prompt
ly opposed.

" How tar are you going, Mr. Sikes," I en.
quired, endeavoring to shake off the lazy fit
which inclined me to keep my seat.

" Only jest up the branch a little bit—not be-
yant a mile from your fence at the outside.—
Look at nim !" and he gave the reins a jork.—
"Tbar's deer a plenty up at the forks, and
we'll have r'al sport. Come, you better go, and

why, look at him!"—and he gave the reins
a jerk, at the same time that he sent a kick to
his mule's ribs that might have been heard a
hundred yards; " and I'll show you how to
shine their eyett!"

At lie-eat in hia saddle persuading me to go,

his mule kept frisking and twisting in such *
manner as to an hoy him exceedingly. Upon
his left shoulder he bore his blazing pan, and
upon his right he held his musket, holding the
reins also in his right hand, so that any effort
OR his part to restrain the movements of his ani-
mal was attended with much difficulty. I had
about made up my mind 'to go. when the mule
became more and more troubleseme.

" Woe !—woe, now I— blast your heart!—
look at him !" then might be heard a few good
lusty kicks, " Gome, get, your, gun, and ,14
will you hold up your head ?" .

" A s I only go to satisfy my curiosity, I'll
leave all the shooting to you."

" Well, any way you mind, squire." :
We were about to star,t when suddenly the

mule gave a loud bray, and when I .turned to
look, his heels were high in the air, and Sam'
clinging to his neck, while the fire flew in every,
direction. The mule wheeled.; reared and kick-
ed, and still Sam hung to his neck, shouting
"Look at him! woe! will ynii mind!—woe
now !" but all to no purpose, until at length the
infuriated animal backed to the low paling
fence, which enclosed a small flower gawjen ;
over which he tumbled", Sam, mule and altpgeth.
er. So soon as Sam could disengage himself,
he discovered that his saddie blanket was all on
fire, which had been the cause of all the diffi-
culty.

"Cuss the luck,"said Sam, "that's what
comes o'ierking your drolted head about that a-
way. Blast your heart, you've epill all my fix-
ens—and here's my pan jest as crooked as a
fish hook ; then there was a kick or two and a.
blow with, the frying pan—14 take that you in.
fernal fool, and.nold.your head still next time.
And you've skinned my leg.^odd blast Your in.
fernal picter—take that Under your short ribs
now; I've a great mind to blow your infernal
brains out this very night. And you've broke
the squire's palens down, you unnatural cuss.
Woe! step over now, if you are satisfied."

By this lime Sam had got the male out of the
enclosure, and had gathered up the most of his
plunder. The whole scene after the upsetting
of the pan, had taken place in the dark, and
from the moment I saw the'mule's heels flying,
and Sam clinging to his neck, it was with much
difficulty I restrained my mirth ; ' and during
his solo in the enclosure, I was compelled to
stuff my handkerchief in my mouth to prevent
his hearing my laughter.

11 Did you ever see the likes o'that, squire ?."
" I'm very sorry it happened," I replied, •• as

it will prevent us'frb'm taking our hunt."
" No, I'll be dad bufn'd if it does tho' ; Ian't

to be backed out lhat-a-way, Squire. You
know a bad beginning endin', as the old woman
said. He ib'nt done such a great sight o' harm
no how, only bent the handle of my pan a little,
and scratched a lille skin off rriy shin—but that's
nothing nohow. So if you'll hold Blaze till I
go and get a torch, we'll have a shot at a pair
of eyes yet to night.

I took the bridle while Sam procured a torch,
â nd after he had gathered up the faggots, which
he had brought to burn in his pan,'we sat. off
for the branch; Sam mounted his mule with a
tarch in one hand, while I walked by his side.

II was only necessary for us to go a short
distance before we were at the designated spot.

"Thar," paid Sam, " here's as good a place
as any ; so I'll jest hitch Blaze here, and light
our pan."

Accordingly Blaze was hitched to a stout sap-
ling, and Sam proceeded to light the fir> in his
pan. •*

" Now, squire," said Sam, "you must keep
close loVne, and you mus'nt make a racket in
the bushes. You se the way we do to shine the
deer's eyes is this : we holds the pan BO, on the
left shoulder, and carries the {.un at a trail in
the right hand. Well, when I wants to look, I
iurns round, keeping my eyes on the corner of
my snadow, and if thar's a deer in range of the
light, his eyes look 'zactlylike two balls of fire."

This explanation was perfectly satisfactory,
so we moved on a few paces, and Sam made a
circuit, but saw no eyes.

"Never mind," said he, " we'll find 'em, you
see." .-*

We moved on cautiously and Sam made his
observation as before, but with no belter effect.
Thus we travelled on from place1 to place, until
I-began \o get weary nf the sport.

" Well, Mr. Sikes," I remarked, " I dont see
that your biid beginning is going to insure any
better ending."

"Patience, squire, you'll see."
We moved on again. I had become quite

weary, and fell some, ways behind. Sam stop-
ped, arid when I came up he said in a low voice ;
" You better keep close, squire, 'case if I should
happen tp shine your eyes, you sue I would'nt
know ''em from a deer, and old Betsey here
toata fifteen buckshot and a ball, and slings rem
to kill."

I fell behind no more.
We had wandered about for several hours,

and the sky, which had not been the clearest oa
the. commencement, now began to assume the-
appearance of vain. I had mare-than once sug-
gested the propriety^ of guiiig home. But Sa n
was not to be won from his purpose, he was am-
bitious of showing me how to. shine the eyes of
a buck. We searched on as before, for another
halt' hour, and I was about,to express my deter,
mination to go home, when Sam suddenly
paused. ' '* ' .

" Stop, stop," said he, " there's eyes, and
whoppers they is too : now, hold still. I raised
on tiptoe with eager anticipation—I heard the
clink of the lock. Sam stood for a moment
in portentious silence ; the next moment the
old musket blazed forth with a thundering re-
port, and in the same instant was heard' aloud
sqiieel arid a noise like the snapping of" the
reins of a bridle.

" Thunder and lightnin'!" exclaimed Sam,
as he dropped his gun, pap and all, and ran to
the spot," I've Bhotold Blazo !"

So soon as he had recovered from the shock,
we hastened,to the spot where, the luckless ani*
mal wad still floundering in the agonies of death,
and sure enough there lay the mule :—"past all,
stirgery.' Sam stood by him until he breathed
his last, in breathless agony ; he uttered not a
word until after the signs of "life were extinct,
then with a heavy sigh he muttered :

"Well, I. reckon I've done for you. now ;
that's what fcall a pretty nijjht'a work, any
how."

"A bad beginning does'rvt always make a good
eliding, Mr. Sikes,"

"Luck will run so sometimes," said Sam, in
a sullen tone, as he commenced taking the sad-
dle off. his deceased donkey,. "I'm blamed if I
see.how!I got so turned around."

By this time it had commenced to rain, and
and. we were anxious to get home, aa tile awfui
truth rushed upon him that he had killed the
only mule he possessed in the world, and we
now found it difficult to recover them. After
searching about for near an hour in the xlriz-
lirig rain, Sam chanced to come upon the spot,
and having regained his gun and pan, we en.
deavured to strike a fire : an effort, however to
produce a light proved ineffectual, and we com-
menced to grope our Way through the darkness.

Hello, squire, whar are you ?"
•Here."
•Whar you gwain ?"
•Home."
WeTi, that's not, the way."

'Why, we came this way."
'No, I reckon not.1'
"I'm sure we did'nt come that way."
•tWhar does the branch run ? If I Gould only

see the branch I could soon find the way."
"I swear I'm completely deluded ; if Ihad'nt

been turned round like, I'd never a' killed
Blazj."

Sam came tearing through the briars with
his stirrup irons dangling -about him, and his
gun in one hand , and fryingpan in the other.—
I volunteered tp carry his gun, but he was in
an awful humor ; lie was still harping on his
mule, and grumbling to himself; "What," he
muttered, \wil l Polly say now ? I'll never hea*
the last d' that critter ; that's worse than chop,
pin' the coon tree across the settin* hen's neat,
and I liked never to hear the eend o' that/'

After groping through the brush and briars,
which seemed to grow thicker the farther we
proceded, Sam stopped.

"I swear, squire,' this ain't the way."
"Well, lead the way and I'll follow you," I

replied, beginning myself to think I was
wrung.

Changing our direction,,we plodded on, oe>
casionaNy tumbling over logs and brush, until
Sam concluded thai all our efforts to find the
way were useless.

"O thunder !" he exclaimed, as he tore away
from a thick jungle of briars in Which ho htfd
been rearing and pitching- for several minutest
"it au'i no uue Witf to find the way, n sqafc
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So let's find a big tree, and stop under it till
morning."

I saw no alternative, 10 readily consented to
his proposal.

Acordingly we nestled down under the* shel.
ter of a live oak.

For a time; neither spoke, and all was still,
eave the bus of an endlen swarm of mosquitoes,
•who relieved their drowsy concert by an occa.
eaional nip. At length I broke silence by re-
marking—

"I think this will be my last firehont."
"I wouldn't keer a cent," replied Sam, "if I

hadn't killed Blaae. That's all I minds."
"I should think a few such exploits as this

would cure your fire-hunting propensity.—
Your never had such luck as this before Ipre.
some."

"No, not W t l y , tho' I»ve had some bad luck
in my lime too. I reckon you never hearn a.
bout the time the planters played sick a trick on
me?"

"No<—what trick ?•»
"Why, it. was last fall about this time. Dud.

ley and I went out and camped near lake Jack-
son. Well, he took his pan and went oat one
way, and I went another. I hadn't been gone
from the camp long, afore I seed eyes. I fotch'd
©H Betsey to my face, and cut loose, and I
heerd the deer drap ; but some how I drapt my
pan jist like I did to-night, when 1 heerd old
B i n e squeel.

"While I was trying to kindle up a light,
what should I eee but more eye*, shinin' way
down in the hollar. I draped the fire, and
lodedupold Betsey as quick at I could, to be
ready for the varmint, whatever it was. The»
eyes kept coming closer and closer, and gitlin
brighter and brighter, and bime.by, I seed a
whole grist o' eyes follerin* rite arter the fust,
mil dodging up and down, like they were dan.
eing devils. I began to get skeered, so I raited
old Betsey and pulled at the nearest eyes, but
•he snapped; I primed, and she -flashed, and
when I flashed, sich another squallin* and growl-
in,' you never heard, and up the trees went the
eyee all around me.

"Thinks I, them must be some thin1 unnater-
•I , bein* as my gun wouldn't shoot at'em. So I

- dapped old Betsey and put out (or the camp with
«11 my might.

"Well we went back next morn in,' and what
do you think 1 them infernal critters had eat
the deer up as clean as a whistle, all but his
bones and horns, and a litte ways off layed old
Betsey, with four fingers of buck-shot and bul.
lelsvhut no powder in her. Then I know'd they
was hunters."

-Why, they might have eaten you too ; you
were lucky to escape them."

"That's a fact; Dudley said he wondered they
didn't take hold p* me."

The drizzling shower which had already near.
|y wet us to the skin, now turned to 'a drench,
ing'storm, which continued for more than an
'hour without intermission. When the. storm a.
bated, we discovered the dawn approaching,'
*nd shortly after were enabled to.ascertain our
whereabouts. We were not three hundred
yards from the enclosure, which we had left in
the evening, and, probably, had not been during
the night more than a mile from the house.

As we stepped from, the wood into the open
road, I could not restrain a hearty, laugh at the
ludicrous appearance of my companion. There
he stood, with the saddle and bridle girded a.
bout his neck, bis musket in one band, and pan
in the other; and drenched with rain, his
clothes torn, with a countenance that told, the
painful conflict within, he stood an object of
sympathy more than ridicule.

•Well,' said he, with a heavy sigh, and with,
out looking me in the face, 'good morriiq,'
Mjuire.'

'Good morning,' I replied, touched with sym-
pathy for ray unfortunate comrade, and re-
.proaching myself for the mirth I had enjoyed
at his expense. 'Good morning, Mr. Sikcs, I
•oi very sorry fur your misfortune, and hope
you will have belter luck in future.'

*0h, cqujre, it an't the valley of the mule,
tho' old Blaze was a mighty fine critter. But
thar** my tfife-^whit'll she say when she sees
me cumin' home in this here fix ? Hpvsomev*'
«r, «what can't be cured must be endured,' as
the feller said when the monkey bit him. But
•he had bettor not / said he with a stern look as
t e *poke, *eome a eavortin' about me this morn.
In', for 1 *M*t in no humor no how ? and he
shook hi* head, a^mach aito#»jr he'd make the;
lor fly if § be did,

We parted at the gate, Sam for his home.and
I for my bed ; he sorely convinced that a bad
beginning did not always make a good ending ;
and I quite resolved that it should be my first
and last Fire Hunt.

Anecdote of Napoleon.'— After having gained
the battle of Wagram, the Emperor Napoleon
established his head quarters for a time a
Sohoenbrun, and there occupied himself, pend
ing the negotiations for his Austrian alliance
with reviewing his troops and distributing
among them rewards and honors, One old and
brave regiment of the line was drawn out before
him for this purpose, his custom being to ex.
amine every corps individually, under the giUi.
dance of the officers. After having formed the
regimentinlocolumns, Nipoleon.cntered among
the ranks and bestowed praises and dooorations
on all who appeared worthy of them. Five
hours he spent ifi this occupation; and at length
when he had satisfied himself that no man's
claims had been overlooked, he finished by say.
ing aloud to the Colonel—1 Now present to me
the ̂ bravest soldier in your whole regiment." In
some cases this might have been a difficult mat-
ter; it did not appear so now. The Colonel,
indeed, hesitated for a moment; but the ques-
tion was caught ny the soldiers, and one univer.
sal answer came from the ranks: •• Morio; Cor-
poral Morio!" was the cry. The Colonel ap.
proved of the decision, and Morio was called
forward. He was a man still young, but em-
browned by service; and -already he wore on his
person three-badges of merit, and the cross of
the Legion of Honor. Napoleon looked at him

-attentively. " A h , you have seen service!"
" Fifteen years, my Emperor," replied Morio ;
"sixteen campaigns and ten wounds, not to
speak of contusions." " How manv great bat.
ties V asked the Emperor. "Sire. I was at
your heels at the bridge of Arcolt; I was the
first man who entered Alexandria; it was I who
gave you my knapsack for your pillow at the
bivouac of Ulra, when forty thousand Austrian!
capitulated ; 1 took five prisoners with my own
hands on the day of Auslerlitz. It was I who

served you" "Hold! it is well, very well!
(Morio, I name you Baron of the Empire; and
to that title I add a hereditary, gift of five thous.
and franco a year." Acclamations arose anew
from the soldiery, " Ah, my Emperor," said
'Morio, " that is too great a reward for me—
But I will not playthe usurer with your bounty.
None of my companions, while I have it, shall
want for food or clothing."

Ndrio still lives. He only quitted the service
when his muter fell; and iff spite of that
change, Morio still enjoys the Emperor's (gift.
He has kept his word to his companions. rNo
soldier in the department to which he has retir.
ed wants the wherewithal to drink the health of
Napoleon.—French paper.

There appears to be no >end to emigration
and colonization schemes in Great Britain, from
which we may infer that the number of English,
men now'seeking homes for themselves and
families, far from the land of their birth, must
be continually augmenting. Among the new
schemes of the day, we observe there is a pro.
posal to establish a " British colony in one of
the Western states of the United States of
America," between the 37th and 43d degrees of
Nurth latitude. Each member is to purchase a
section of land at least, and to take possession
of his property within one year after the'pur.
chase has been .concluded with the United States,
otherwise it will be confiscated and- applied to
ihe general purposes of education for the bene-
fit of the colonists. It is intended that this
British colony shall occupy at least one entire
county, consisting of 750 sections of one square
mile each ; but the association Shall be consi.
derc I formed provided 200 members agree to
purchase that quantity. The price of a section
of land, consisting of 649 sores, at a dollar
and a quarter per acre, will amount to £173 6s.
8d. sterling, or about £13,0.000 sterling for the
whole county.—Montreal Herald.

We recently overheard the following short
dialogue between two loafers : " I say, Bill,
aint this weather most extensively warm ? My
eyes! I feel just as an old Wet dish rag looks;
PH go home, I b'heve, and get rung out and
hung up to dry*" '* Giiese you'd bettor, Sam:
you've beea sorting it for more than a month,
a n d ! rather think if you don't do so, you'll get

i l d afore lon|*"

AN IMPORTANT DISCOVERY IN THE

ART OF PRINTING,

A discovery of much importance is alluded

to in our late English papers.

The Messrs. Dupont, of Paris, have inven-
ted a new process, by which copies of old or
new books, engravings, &c. can be multiplied 10
any number. This is effected by spreading a
secret .composition over the page or engraving
of which copies are wonted, which is then laid
face downwards, on the lithographic Stone, and
by a-powerful pressure, the stone retains "with
scrupulous preciesjon,' the printed characters of
the original page or engraving. Mlt is then
covered, " says the account, "with the same
preparation, and it may then print thousands of
copies, by the ordinary processes of every sort
lithography. Five minutes suffice for both oper-
ations. The original engraving may be restor-
ed to the portfolio which^iupplied it, for it has
not been the slightest degree injured ; the book,
thus wholly reprinted, may undergo another
binding, and honorably resume its place in the
library."

The page of a book, newspaper, or an engra.
ving, while the oily ink is still wet, but only
then, can be transferred to stone, and by this
means reproduced to any number. This is
practised in many places by lithographers ; but
hitherto it has been found iinpractibletoitrafls-
fer prints after the ink or oily substance has
evaporated.

The Dunifres Courier, on the other hand, at.
tributes tho discovery to Mr. Ambrose Black,
lock, a surgeon of that place, Who, in a letter
alluding to the matter says :
* "I believe—but my specimens must speak for
themselves—that I have already brought this
novel and important art to perfection i and it is
quite impossible to for«ee its effects upon litera-
ture and the fine arts. Foreign works and <en-
gravings may, in this manner, be reprinted op
their arrival here, without the expense of setting
up types or engraving plates. In the same way
our own books, the copyright of which has ex.
pired, may be re.issued at a rate which the
cheapest of our reprints woald compels vithv-r-
Bibles, &c. in the Indian languages, and in oth.
ers whose characters are so outre as to defy^tfitt
art of the type-cutter, might, wken once printed
by the ordinary process of lithography, be repro.
duced so readily as to make the want of type a
a matter of little moment. Considerable
benefit will, in all probability, acrue tp our pet.
teries. At present the number of designs
which ornament the wares jp very limited, M
the engraved pistes from whist) the recent im-
pressions are' transferred to the biscuit are se
high priced that a great variety of them caunot
be kept by the china manufacturer. But, dosi.
rable as it may be when applied as above-men,
tioned, I think it will be found of still greater
importance in reprinting log-arithmetic tables,
and other sets of calculations, on the aceunraj -
of which, when applied to navigation, thuu..
sands of lives, and the security of much valua-
ble property, constantly depend."

Singular Phenomenon.—Capt. Thomaj, of the
brig Edward, of Alexandria, (T>. C ) states (hat
in passing South of Sicily, he sailed over the
spot which was occupied by the vqloanic island
in 1833. After sailing about 25 miles on a due
east course, lie suddenly perceived the water all
around him to be white, as if the bottom had
been chalk or coral. It was so while that eve.
ry thing appeared bright with the reflected light,
so that one might see to pick up a pin on deck,
although it was then a quarter before 12 o'clock
at night. Its extent was about 250 feet square.
He was Btruck with surprise, and sprung to
seize the lead, but before he could sound, fie had
passed the illuminated surface.—Boatan Here.
Jour.

"U*ne'# lift /"--One of the very best things
we have met with, in the way of a "Toast" ia
(he following, givon at a dinner in honor of
|he completion of the HarJmm Rail Road :—

By PHILIP HONK—Locomotive—The only
good motive for riding a man upon a rail

The Editor of .tho New York GazetU keeps
the ball rolling by the remark that but for hit
••instinctive aversion to, punning" he should
say that the toast wasintBe true spirit of rail.

—Alb. J*ur.
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From the Lady's Book.

CHIVALRY OF HORSES
BV HISS CATHERINE B. BEECHER.

Lady Readert of the Lady's Book,
Did you ever ride on horseback? If BO, then

I fancy you know what a fuss it makes—(his
rummaging for old side-saddles and new—this
begging and borrowing of horses—I his dispu-
ting as to who shall ride the plough horse—
and who shal] have the nony, and who shall
ride 'Squire Jones's cliarger—-th-is fixing of
snaffles, and'curbs, and girths, and saddle-cloths
—this rigging up in old and young, long and
short riding-dresses—this tucking, and pinning
and pulling and fixing of skirts—this groaning
and fretting of those who are pounding up and
down on ibe plough horse—this sympathy of
those who skim aliead on the easy nags—this
breaking of girths, and lengthening of stir,
rups, and changing of saddles and horses by
the gallant and pitying beaux.

All these things you wot of; but I wish to tell
you of some of the benefits which arise from
cultivating a hij/h respect for the chivalry of
horses. '-Chivalry of horses," say you—what
does that mean ? Does not chivalry come from
cheval, the French word for horse? VVhatsmse
is there in the expression! Now, suppose I
could not tell you ? Do you suppose that peo-
pje ever know what they talk about chivalry ?
Look at the young rowdy, breathing through
his whiskers, and flirting nis rattan—he swears
like a pirate, drinks like a sailor,' breaks wine
glasses, kicks over tables, and sticks a dirk in-
to his best friend, if he even intimates that such
conduct is not perfectly that of a gentleman.—
Ask him, and he will tell you that he is the ve-
ry pink and mirror of chivalry.

I have not exactly the name meaning for the
term chivalry, which this interesting youth has.
When I speak of the chivalry of horses, it is 'a
much more respectable affair, and though I can.
not tell precisely what it is, I am about to show
some of the benefits which accompany or flow
j.om cultivating a high relish and a due respect
rtlieieot ,

1 always had a strong feeling of this kind.—
I never was afraid of a horse, and though some
of my early friends can testify to a sort of Gil-
pin like race or' mine, when at the age often,
I first mounted the animal, whereby the, whole
village was thrown into consternation; yet, as
no injury befel me, I never lost my loving and
trusting spirit toward every individual of the
race. But after the aforesaid flourish in my
first adventure on horseback, my friends even
Beeroed.to have a singular aversion to any far.
ther developements of the kind, and ii was not
till many years after some few practising les.
sons, in obedience to the suggestion of my phy.
sician, I began to talk again of morning rides
on horseback. "But," exclaimed my various
friends, "what will you do ? no proper horses
here for ladies—no beau to escort you in an ear.
ly morning ride."

" Find me a horse," said I, "Jet us trust to
the chivalry of the lace, and we shall see."

Sister Nelly was not quile so full in the faith
as myself, but after some urging site consented
to join me in ray morning ridu.

••What is the name of this horse, Ramsey ?"
said I, as he placed me on the saddle. "Music
maatn," was the reply.

"And what is the name of Nelly's ?" "Dan.
ring, ma'ara.—and they are a span for any hack."

'•Music and Dancing—good 1 we shall have
a merry time, 1 fancy."

We sallied forth, groomless and beaulesa.
"Is your horse an easy one," said 1 to Nelly.
"I—dorit—know," said she; and each par-

ticular word came forth as if knocked out in
spite of her—volition having very little to do
with the mailer. For myself, I must say that
I have Beveial times in the course of uiy lite,
aat more easily and quietly than I did ou that
horse.

After about fifteen minutes of speechless at.
tempts to accoinuiudate the pace of our steeds
more to our convenience, we began lo gain a lit.
lie in the mailer of comfortable sitting., when
suddenly I beheld Nelly ou a long trot towards
a stable yard.

" W here are you going 1" called I.
"To Jericho '." eaid sne, half in terror and

half in merriment. In two minutes Music wus
eating ofts in a barn-yard, and shortly Dancing
cumu up lo join the repast.

I was provided with a whip, and trusting to
the chivalry of the race; I made such use of if,
that after a little prancing arrtf curvetting we
careered out of the barn-yard, and proceeded* on
our ride.

We succeeded in gaining'a teteraWy decent
quiet gait, during about half an hour, when mid.
denly Dancing quickened his pace, a»d to my
amazement I saw him mounting an aseent on
the right hand of the road. Wnvn on- the- sunn-
mil he wheeled about- There sat Nelly and
Dancing up, while Music and I were down.

"What are you sitting rip there for,Hke St.
George on horseback?1' quoth I.

"Oh, for mercy'd sake, help me, what s-ball
I do?"

'•Make him come down," said I-
"I can't," said she.
"Whip him," said I.
"I am afraid to do it," paid she.
Just then a young b> au of hers came insight,

one Danial, who resembled his great namesake
more in goodness than in courage—"Oli I Dan-
iel." said I, help that maiden ." '

Then Daniel made essay. First, hemounted
the bank, then he advised ,Nelly to ride down,
then he walked a circuit around the horse,
keeping at a most respectful distance, then he
turned his face to me, and looked must woe-be-
gone. ;

"Daniel." said I, "come and hold my horse."
He obeyed, and in a trice 1 was by the side of
Nelly, holding my trailing riding-dress in one
hand and my whip in the other;

"Put your hand on my shoulder and dis.
mount," said I. She was off in a twinkling.

I then tonk the frisky gentleman by the bri-
dle and we danced a sort of hornpipe down the
side of the hill.

"Mount my horse, Nelly," said I, "and let
me see what sort of a figure this fellow will
dance, next*"

My whip had a stinging snapper, and I had
great failh in the chivalry nt' tin; animal, so
when fairly seated on the saddle, I applied my
whip so cheerily, that the dancing gentleman,
inBlead of using four feet in taking his steps,
restricted himself to two.

Whereupon I heard the mowern in a neigh,
boring field begin to call out, "Take care of
that gal! Young man, hold that horse, or the

(gal will be killed—sari in !"
But Daniel stood aghast, and I had no tho't

of being killed, and shortly Sir Dancing re.
turned to his quadruped habits, and WJ then re-
turned home in peace and safety. •

After this, we tried in succession all the va-
rious Rosinantes which the obsequious Hvery.
stable keeper brought to experiment upon, eacli
one of which he declared was "exactly the
creature for a l^dy."

There was Hover, who would trot like a ful-
ling-mill; and Prince, who snorted and kicked
without rhyme or reason ; and Pirate, who
would run like a streak; mid Charley, who
would turn and make lor home whenever the
notion seized him, in spite of whipur rein ; and
lastly came Peter, who would take to trotting
in such a slyl •, that it was a special interposi-
ton whenever the rider happen tu hit the saddle.

These were "hard times" in the way of riding.
But halcyon days came on when my. gallant
Rollo appeared. Oh, my beautiful Rullo! if
there is a land where the spirits of thy race de-
part, thou art coursing its bright fields;—the
fleetest, the noblest, and the best. His form
was that uf the true Arabian, and his eye had
that bright and gentle, yet spirited luok, so
peculiar to his race. He was while as snow,
and his long tail and mane, when duly washed
and combed, glittered in the sun like threads of
silver. Trained in the circus, he was complete
tn all the graces of an accomplished education,
could kneel for his mistress to m»unt, to skim
over a fence like a bird.

PoorRollo! he had but one/auZf. When Ho
attempted to exceod a ceitain speed, he would
breathe like a steamboat—not those smooth oily

: creatures that plough the eastern waters, but
like those asthmatic creatures that toil up the
Ohio, groaning and gruffing as if thier larynx,
Uachea, bronchia, and all their breathing appa-
ratus were brass, and the atmosphere cast steel.
I bought him of my riding master, who set him
oft in the circus to great advantage. But when
I took him to try him abroad, I perceived that
his owner was very particular that 1 should
not exceed a certain pace. As he placed his
anxiety on the benevolent ground of interest for

i my genteel and proper appearance in public, de.
daring it very ungenteel for a lady to canter in

the streets of a city ; and as my ride was not
prolonged into the country, I never discovered
thin infirmity till the bargain was completed.

In jjpile of his beauty, grace, and goodness,
poor Rojflo becarwe sonr&what of a but in the
community. So great were his- spirits, and so
fond was he of <juiek movement, that with- the
strongest doable curb I, often found difficulty rh
corieea/irjg his infirmities. Indeed, I didsaJore
hrs g'acre-Fol and fleet canter, that when fairry
o»t of the city, I often indulged in his favorite
speed, until alt the children in the vicinity made
merrv at his approach.

" There comes RolloV says one. " Holl©,
Old Wheezer I" says another^ '• Better ' take
some cough drops I" says a third. " What is
the. ma-tleF of your horse ?"'

He was a most loving and faithful servant,
»rid for three years/never failed in duty. True
he did occasionally play a few pranks', but they
w-ere all harmless-. Fo-r example, one morning
he made l>if* mistress, who had dismounted fur
souve flowers, follow behind him for nearly two
n*rte8—-every now and then stopping wilh a
most demure and roguish took, till when within
reach of his bridle, he would skin> off like a
frojichsoine kitten, and then- turn about to see
the. effect produced.

Another lime, while waiting for some bars
to be removed, after the top one was taken off,
without leave o'r license, he sailed over the real
taking good care, however, to keep his mistress
well seated, aud then paced along as if nothing
special had occurred.

Poor little Be&sey ,r she will never forget her
first ride with Rollo. She bad long been plead-
ing to b-e allowed a ride on horseback. But
here I must stop to do justice to the chivalry of
another of his race. 'LitlltS Red Tinker was a
prancing spirited animal, a id would run like
wild fire, if mounted by any of the lords of cre-
ation. But pirt a timid woman or a little child
on his back, and he was as gentle as a lamb,
and as steady as a clock. For three; years be
was the daily companion of'Rollo, carrying
safely and surely all the young noviciates in the
art of horsemanship.

I was a calm summer evening, when sister
Nelly and myself accompanied little Bessy- in
her long promised ride.. We were pacing along
the river banks in one of those broad meadows,
sprinkled wilh trees and cornfields, and undivi-
ded by fences.

"Take my hat, a moment," said I, "while I
fix my hair."

Aashe took it, the hat slipped from her hand,
the veilcaugut in hursaddle< and there it swung
dangling between the horse's legs. Red Tinker
started a few steps, this made the case worse,
and it became a matter too strange even for his
high chivalry. In a twinkling, 1 saw littlo
Bes^ey careering off among the trees and corn-
fields, with my hat arid veil stirring up her
steed to renewed exertions. Without thinking
of Rollo's infirmity, I gave him the reins, and
sister Nelly knew not what else to do but foU
low,; and such a rig as we run ! Bessy flying
over the meadow—now here and now there—
my hat and veil flopping around hur—L cours-
ing after her, my hair flying, and Rolla piping,
in his loudest key, while Nelly was toiling on
behind. But after careering about in this style
for some five or ten minutes, the hat was diseu.
gaged. Tinker slackened his pace, and Bessy?
slid off into the long grass, where we found her
unharmed.

With the most amusing naivete, she began to-
apologise for riding so fust, declaring that she
held the horse with all her might and could not
stop him—congratulated herself that her habit
was not torn at all—indeed, she seemed dispos-
ed to represent the whole matter as a very for.
tunate occurrence in every point of view, lest
her probabilities of future rides might be dimin-
ished. But where was Red Tinker ? Far off,
nibbling the grass. So Nelly and I set off to
recover him, which proved not so easy a matter.
For half an hour, wo trotted, and paced, and
galloped, and cantered, all in vain. Then we
tried a foot passage, but all to no purpose. A t
length, a countryman and his boy came, insight,
and after hearing all the particulars of our ad.
venture, with a good natured laugh they se.
cured our stray animal, and we returned to town«

Tlius for years have I buen a daily observer
of the generous chivalry of horses, and though,
they have s me times played us various pranks*
it was always in a suitable* time and place wliila
life and lnnb was ever preserved with faithful
care. Poor Rollo! he isg me ! but his grateful
mistress will record at least this one memorial
of his generous and faithful services.
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"The Poets of America Illustrated by one of
her Painters.—This is the title of one of the
prettiest Presentation Books we have seen, and
i&f'something new" in the history of American
literature. It is edited by JOHN KEESE, and is
published by S. COLMAN, New York. The se-
lections are, generally, entire new pieces, from
the best authors ;—there are 36 pages of illus-
trations* strictly original, and etched on steel,
by CHAPMAN, in the best style of the art. The
paper is of the finest quality, and the binding
corresponds wilnUhe whole. The pictoral or.
naments are not issolated plates, but are worked
in and around the text, so as to carry along to
the eye, and help to fix on the mind, some
of the peculiar interest of the poetry. The im-
agination of the artist has been fired by the ut.
terance of the poet, and fanciful figures, with
appropriate appliances and descriptions, enrich
the page to an extraordinary degree. These
illustrations are printed in black, blue, red,
gold, &c.

O* The work is for' sale by MR. ALLING, NO.
12, Exchange Street.

"Morton's Hope, or Memoirs of a Provincial.^—
This is the title of a new and very interesting
work, published and for sale by. NICHOLS &
WILRON, No. 6 Exchange street, Rochester.

From the perusal of a few chapters, we find
its character to be one which ennnot fail to
please most readers. Its scepe is laid on both
sides of the Atlantic. It gives a graphic ac-
count of the events which led to pur Declara-
tion of Independence, and the commencement
and close of the Revolutionary war; portrays
admirably the character of the German people
which is gathered from a residence of several
years in Germany. It is, in our opinion, a well
got up work—vivacious and exciting—without
long prosing chapters, which mar the beauty of
the majority of such works. To the lover of
light reading, it is a rich treat.

03° Ladies Companion.—We have the nnmbej
for October. It is neat in execution, and rich
in embellishments, as usual, and filled with the
original contributions of talented writers; bu

i in these piping political days, we have not been
able to command time to read its articles, and
speak of their character.

Thanksgiving.—Gov, SEWARD has recom

mended "Thursday the 28lh day of November

next, to be observed thrououghout the £>tate

as a day of public worship, thanksgiving and

prayer."

OT Mr. ROSSELLIS giving Concerts in N«w

York, having recently arrived there from the

south.

[[j* Whoever knew au Irishman that wap
ungrateful ? This inquiry is suggested by sei
ing it stated that a beautiful silver pitcher ha
been presented, as a tribute of respect from nu
mefous Irishmen and the eons of Irishmen in
Philadelphia, to Gov. SEWARD, of New York.

(T^VVe hav€ been favored with a.copy of Mr,

BARNARD'S Address before the Rochester Young

Men's Association. Some extracts will b

made from it, when our columns are leas crow

ded, in justice to the author, who was mieap

prehendedjby some of hieAheare»»,and made th

subject of several rather severe remarks in our

columns at the time.

From the Literary GemincB>
AN APPRENTICE'S WAY OF ACQUIR-

ING A LIBRARY.
•Why, Frank Wilson! How-r-where on

jarth did you get all these bopke? Here!—
what? the Knickerbocker too! and the North'
American! Now Frank, where did you get
the money to buy all these,? Why\ I have ten
dollars moTe a year than you; yet I have to
send down to father for money* almost every
month. You take the Kniekerbocker indeed !
Why, there are none bul 'Squire Waters and
D>ctor Marvin, in the whole town who think
themselves able to have such a costly work,
which is only meant for a few rich people to
read. Pretty well, eh ? for a poor apprentice
to a Soap boiler ! Where did you get that book-
case, and all those books that you have got
Stuck up there ? Let's see, Plutarch's Lives !
Who's he? what's that about? Rollings Ancient
History .' why did'nt he write it all in one small
book as well as to have a dozen about it? Gib-
bon's Rome ! there's no such place in the Unit.
ed States. Why. my dear fellow, what a long
list of outlandish names you've got here ! Let
me see—Milton, Shakepeare, Young, Pope,
Dryden, Cowper, Bacon, Locke, Goldsmith, and
all the other Smiths in creation, as well as those
in America ! Now, come ; I will light my Ha-
vana, and sit down here, and gjveyou a chance
to explain flow you,' an apprentice, willionly
forty dollars a year, contrive to scrape together
a library half as large as Parson Dayton's.1

Francis Wilson did not interrupt this inter-
rogatory and exclamatory medley of word,- from
his comrade, by any explanation, until he had
exhausted all hit> incoherent inquiries,. -Setting
down in the proffered chair, and lighting his
Ung nine. Eilward Saundcrs placed his feet Up-
on his friend's clean desk, and seemed really to
be waiting for a detailed account of the modus
vperandi, by which ai> apprentice could acquire
honestly such a, collection of books. Nor did
Francis hesitate to gratify his curiosity. Both
of the ydung men'were in the middle of their
apprenticeship; and the most cordial intimacy
had subsisted between them from their youth—
Edward was deficient in nothing so much as in
expending his small annuity; and Francis hit
upon a very successful method of administer-
ing to his young friend, a salutary lesson upon
(.his subject, while he explained how an appren
tice could acquire a taste and the means for the
cultivation of his intellect.

•Edward,' said he, l a k y g u p h i s pencil, 'I
will explain to you in figures, what seems U>
have excited your wonder, if you will permit
me, by the way, to ask you a lew questions in
order to solve ihe problem. I see you are very
fond of smoking, how many cigars do you buy
a week V •.->•

'O none of any account,' replied Edward, an-
ticipating some unpleasant strictures upon hjs
favorite practice ; 'after working all day, it is
really a comfort to smuke one genuine Havana ;
it does not amount to anything; I only smoke
six in the course-of the whole week.'

•Six Havana* a week;' repeated Francis, put.
ting it down upon paper, with as much formal-
ity as if he was registering the data of a pr6b-
lem ; 'six a week, at two cents a piece, amount
to the very trifling Bum of feix iiollars and
twenty four cents pur annum. 1 suppose you
spend a trifle at the fruit shops,1 continued Fran-
cis. 'Nothing worth iiieiili<<ning,' replied Ed.
ward, rather startled at thi> aggregate, of such
Jitlle items ; 'all that 1 buy—apples, nuts, rai-
sins, fig^ oranges, &,c. do not amount to nine
pence a week : why, that is not half as much
as Tom Williams, the goldsmith's apprentice
besides, Fiancis, you know 1 never ladle a drop
of any kind of liquot—not even wine. You
certainly can't think that I lack economy,
Frank V

'Ninepence a week for nuts, raisins, oranges
and figs, repealed Francis, in a low serious
lone, pronouncing the items, one by one, as he
wrote them down, with all the precision and
gravity of a clerk in a country store ,—"Nine-
ponceaweik amount to six dollars and fifty
cents per annum ; which add to six dollars
and twenty four cents spent fur cigars, make
the trifling sum of twelve dollars and seventy
four cents for one year. Now,. Eiiward, see
wliai I have obtained foi JUBI this sum,' 'Here
said he, taking down several neatly bound vol.
utiiea ot the North American Review, and a
handful of those af the Knickerbocker, 'I have
bought all these, fora 1«88sum than you have
paid lor cigars, nuts, fee.,'during i«e laatyear.

And as for these other books which you see
here in my case, I will tell you.how I have ob.
tained them, and how any other apprentice can
do the same, with only thirty six dollacs a year
too. You know our masters are very indue,
trious steady men, and are attentive to their
business, and like to see their workmen so.—
They prefer also to see them with a book in
their hands, when they have done their work,
rather than to he lounging about at the taverns
or in vicious company. So when my master
saw- that I liked, to read every chance I could
get, and spend all (he money I "could spare for
books, he offered to give me ninepence an hour
for all he time I would work from twelve o*.
clock till one p. M, And this is the way, Ed.
wafd, that I have bought all these books, which
you thought I had borrowed, begged or stolen.
I work every noon-time a half an hour, and
earn enough every fortnight to buy one,of these
bonks—Milton's Paradise Lost, for instance.—
To be sure,.they are not bound in calf, nor are
they gilt-edged; bul they contain the same
matter as if they were, ana that is enough lor
me.1

When Edward Saunders had listened to this
very interesting and simple explanation of his
uncle's apprentice, and had passed his eye over
all the fine books in his little library, he arose
suddenly at the very last words of Francis, and
opening his little chamber window, took out of
hip hat the half dozen cigars which were to con.
stitute his week's stock of comlort, and without
saying a word, tossed them into the garden.—
A new fire of animation lit up his eye, as he
darted out of the room, turning only at the door
to say, *ril try it, Frank."

Edward Saui.ders, Esq. and the Hon. Fran-
cis Wilson, never forgot in their intimate inter-
course in after life, their mutual computation
of the cost of nuts and cigars, in the garret of
the latter.

John Randolph1s^Opinion of Florida.—'-Flor.
Ida, Mrv Speaker, is" land covered with water,
abounding in alligatorR, tadpoles, serpentsi and
all manner of noxious things ; aland, eir, of
disease and death ; a land to which a man
would not emigrate from purgatory—no sir not
even from hell itself." ' ' \

The Rev. J. B. Mahan, and others, wore re.
cently convicted at Georgetown, Ohio, upon an
indictment charging them with the forcible res-
cue of a negro from Kentucky, who had been
taken up as a runaway. Mahan was sentenc-
ed to a fine of $300, and thirty days imprison,
tnent. ^__

At Montgomery, Ala. a meeting was held on
the 21st,of Sept. to deyise means for mitigating
the distresses caused by the" sickness at Mobile ;
the fruit of which meeting was a collection of
$550. •

Query.—What"wo1jld the ladies, do if they
were bom with such a camel's hump upon their
backs, as some of them now make with the
fashionable pad, called a bustle alias bishop?
They would consider it a great calamity, and
indeed if one of them was ufflicted with a tumor
of the same size and shape, she would have it
removed by the surgeon's knife.. How some
people will d»;form themselves for fashion's
sake.—Hartford Courier.

••What is the reason of your intolerable thirst,
Brougham ?" asked the candid Basil Montague,
the other day, of the Ex-Chancellor- "Upon
my word," answered his ready lordship, "I
can't tell, except that I must have been brought
up by a dry nurse.

What was the color of the wind and the
waves last storm ? The winds blew and the
waves rose.

"The sweets of Liberty,"| as the fellow said
when he leaped from the jail window into a
hogshead of molasses.

fl^f* Three men were brought to N. Or-
leans, iti irons, by Capt. Stevens of the bar-
que Irad Ferry from Baltimore, for mutiny.

OGP" Mr. RUSSEL gave his last concert in
New York on Thursday evening.

A Mmiasipyi Toast.—tl The Banka of
the Mississippi—like the Mississippi banks
—always caving in"
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MECHANICS AND PEDAGOGUES.

The Hon. John Bowan, of Kentucky, who
is a native of Pennsylvania, and the Hon. S. S.
Prentiss, now of Mississippi, but originally of
New England, were both engaged in behalf of
Judge Wilkinson, bis brother Dr. Wilkinson,
and Mr. Mordangh, all of Mississippi, who, it
will be recollected, were indicted in the Gait
House of Louisville. The Hon. Benjamin
Hardin, who ac|ed in behalf of the Common-
wealth, had alleged that the people of •• MiBsis
sippi were aristocratic, " and looked down upon
mechanics," such as the friends of the mur-
dered Meeks and Rothwell. to which Judge
Bowan thus replied. Nothing conld certainly
be happier than the tone and manner of the re-
tort.—Atlas.

••The gentleman says, they look down, upon
poor mechahicB—it is true they do-so, but, it is
to diBcern their merit, and if they posses* it,
to lift them up—to elevate, support, and sustain
them in their exaltation. But the other day
they looked down upon Mr. Henderson, a shoe,
maker, saw his merit, and elevated him to a seat
in the Senate of the United States. But th>s is
not the only instance ; they lookedI downi upon
Mr. PrentisB, who had travelled from the Jar
East, and was engaged in teaching a school
among them—an obaeure pedagogue—no, I can-
npt say he was obscure He could not be ob-
ecure any where; the eruptive flashes of his
ereat mind, like those of J3ma, threw a blaze
of light around him, which attracted or rather
exacted their gate and admiration. They sent
him as their representative to the Congress of
the United States. Mr. Prentiss must pardon
me -for thus going into his private ™*°&rl

was myself an humble pedagogue. The differ,
enee in bur condition is, that in ray case the
people of Keutucky honored me; in his tne
people of Mississippi honored themselves.

* • -y ' • . r '

Education.—There is something so ezquiajte
IT beautiful in the following extract from M
Illinois paper addressed to the principal m\a.
tr«s» of a female academy in Quincy, that we
eould wish to nee it copied in every paper
throughout the Union:

" Imagine for-a- moment, that the beautiful
diamond is placed in our hands, on which you
•awifquired'toengraveaeentiment, which must
be read at the great day of account, in the pre-

' senee of listening angels and assembled worlds!
What care-would you exercise, what industry

:weuld:you use, to select from the vast common,
wealth of letters, a sentence, pure, chaste, re.
fiacd, and holy ! "No cost—no pains—no efforts
—would be lacking!

"Permit me then to say to you, that this is
your present situation. Precious innocent
hearts, in all the purity of Childhood's delight,
fill bloom, are placed in your keeping; and the
duty of engraving principles there, which will
outlive,the sun, and live—and still live—and
live on forever, devolves on you. Yes, these
diamonds more precious than orient pearls-
more costly than thatsweet little star that smiles
the dying day to sleep, will roon be removed
from your hands and locked up in the archives
of eternity. And when gll nations shall be as.
sombled -to hear their final doom, they will be
unfolded, and some swift winged angel, as he
bends his loftiest flight around the tree of life,
will oaten the echo of your present instructions,
and with his silver trump, pour them into the
ears of unnumbered millions!"

It is stated, in the Irish Gardner's Magazine,
not only that a decotion of the leaves of the
commo i chamomile will destroy insect*—but
that nothing contributes so much to the health'
of a garden as a number of chamomile plants
dispersed through it. No green house or hot.
house should ever be without chamomile in a
green or dried male ; either the stalks or the
flowers will answer. It is a singular fact, that
if a plant is drooping and apparently dying, in
nine cases oat often it will recover, (jfyou place]
a chamomilo plant near it.

Mrs. X. H/Sigourney has recently been aiso
ciaied with Mrs. Hale in the management of the
Lady* Book. The popularity of the work can.
not but be enhanced by the arrangement.—-Star.

They have got the African Cinques awfully
ithogfapbed in the papers away out west.

RECEIPTS, &c.

Those who make candles will find it s great
improvement to steep the wicks in lime-water
and saltpetre, and dry them. The flame is clear,
-e.r, and the tallow will not "run."

Brittania ware should be first rubbed gen'tly
with a woollen doth and sweet oil; then' washed
in warm suds and rubbed with fioft leather and
whiting. Thus treated, it will retain its beauty
to the last.

New iron should be very gradually heated a
first, after it has become inured to the heat, it is
not as likely to crack.

It is a good plan to put new earthen ware in-
to cold water, and let it heat gradually until it
boils—then cool again. Brown earthen ware,
particularly, may be toughened in the way. At
handful ofrye or wheat brand thrown in whileJt
is boiling, will preserve the glazing, so that it
will no.t be destroyed by acid or salt.

The oflener carpets are shaken the longer
they will wear ; the dirt that collects under them
grinds out the threads.

If you wish to preserve fine teeth, always
clean them thoroughly after you have.eaten your
last meal at nigt.

Woollens should bo washed in very hot suds,
and not rinsed. Luke warm water will shrink

'them.

Do not wrap knives and forks in Woollens.—
Wrap them in good strong paper. Steel is in-
jured by lying in woollens.

Suet keeps good all the year round, if chop,
ped and packed down in a stone jar, covered
with molasses.

Barley straw is the beet for beds ; dry corn
husks slit into shreds are better than straw.

Brass andirons should be cleaned, done up
in papers, and put in a dry place during the
summer.

When molasses is used in cooking, it is a pro.
digious improvement to boil and skim it before
you use it. It lakes out the unpleasant raw
taste and makes it almost as good a sugar.—
Where molasses is used milch for cooking, it is
well to prepare one or two gallons in this way
at a time.

Never allow ashen to be taken up in wood,
or pnt into wood. Always have your tinder box
and lamp ready for use in ease of sudden alarm.
Have important papers all together, where you
can lay your hands upon them at once, in ease
of fire.

Use hard soap to wafh your clothes, and sdft
to wash yeur floors. Soft soap is so sli pery that
it wastes a good deal in washing olethes.

War Steamer.—The 'Sea Steamer* now buil-
ding at the Brooklyn Navy Yard, is intirely in
'frame,'and presents a model combining the
qualities requisite for being advantageously
propelled by wind or steam. Her construction
is to be in all respects that of combining opeed,
strength and durability, and no pains are spared
to accomplish the object. She is to have two
powerful engines, on the inclined principle, and
purely American.

Her general dimensions are as follows :
Feet. In.

Length of keel 2 5 9
" between perpendicular 230 0
" extreme, including cutwater 240 0

Breadth ofbeam (moulded,) 39 0
" outside of planking 40 0
" outsida of guards 68 0

Depth of hold 23 6
Draught of water. (!oad line) 18 3
Height above lead line 13 9
Measurement in tons 1988

New mode of Resuseitaion.—A new method
of resuscitation frnm 'drowning has been adop-
ted in France, with success, namely, bv closing
the mouth with tho finger, sucking off the. foul
•air from the lungs through the nostrils, and
promoting respiration by pressing on the ab-
dominal muscles on the sides. The usual meth-
od is, to inflate the lungs; but it is very seldom
that persons are recovered by this method, if
they have been longer than a few minutes under
water.—N. Y. Whig.

A Safe Business.—Many amusing anecdote*
are recorded of Sir S. Garth. On one occasion,
when he met the members of the celebrated
Kitcat Club, he declared that he mast soon be
gone, having many patients to attend ; but on
some excellent, wine being placed on the table,
and the conversation becoming interesting and
animated, the doctor soon forgot his profession,
al engagements. His friend Sir. Richard Steele,
however, thought it his duty to remind the lec-
tor of his poor patients. Garth immediately
pulled out his list, upon which were fifteen
names. " It is no great matter whether I see
them toinight or not," said he, " for nine of
them have such bad constitutions, that all the
physicians in the world can't save them ; and
jhe other six have such good constitutions,, that
all the physicians in the world can't kill them."
—Physic and Physicians.

A Governor caught.—Jut. Gov. Morehead, of
Kentucky, went to Columbus, Ohio, to negoti-
ate an arrangement relative to runaway slaves.
His excellency has himself been enchained in
the silken hymenial tresses of some air-haired
Buckeye girl. It was literally a slave expedU
tion for him, and he no doubt rejoices in bis
thraldom to female loveliness. The Governor
had more-hcad when he went, but has
heart now.—Star.

A. New England Woman.—An old lady 78
years of age, wTio resides in West'Newton, near
Boston, one day last week started from her
place of residence, and walked the whole dis-
tance to this city, nine miles, between 9 and 1
o'clock, being only four hours upon the road,
and walking at the rate of more than two mile*
an hour.

JTTWhat will you bet she isn't a Grahamite

Public Opinion*—How fickle are the opinions*
of the world ! A few years sinee Samuel tfoui-
ton, then occupying a high station in the state,
was literally driven from Tennessee, with gen.
ersl scorn. He has figured as a military chief-
tain in Texas, and is now on a visit to his na-
tive state, and is received with tenders of pub-
lic dinners, and the highest demonstrations «f
fespeet.—N. Y. Whig.

"Why, Mr, B." said a tall jouth to a little
person who was in company with a half dotea
huge men, "I protest you are so small I did not
see you before."

"Very likely," replied the little gentleman,
"I am like a sixpence among six, pennies, not
readijy perceived but worth the whole of them.'*

Best of Women—Is she who makes her hna-
baud and children happy—who reclaims the
one from vice and wins the other to virtue.—
She is a much greater heroins than those de-
scribed in romances, whose occupation is to
murder the other sex with shafts from their
eyes.

A convict in the Sing Sing Prison latelv at-
tempted to commit suicide, by tearing his blank-
et in strips and fastening one end to the grates
and himself at the other. He was discovered
before life was extinol. This is another evi-
dence of the brutal treatment the unfortunate
convicts receivs.—Saratoga Whig.

When molasses is used for cooking, it is a
prodigious improvement to boil and skim it be-
fore using it. It takes away the urtpleasent
raw taste-, and makes it almost as good as BO-
gar. Whwrc molasRcs is much used for cook-
ing, it is well to prepare one or two gallons to
this way al a time.

Large Pumpkin,—Mr. J. B. Randolph, of this
village, informs us that he saw this fall, a pump-
kin which grew on a farm of Judge Burt, of
Warwick, Orange co. N. Y. that measured 7
feet 10 inches in circumference. 2$ feet in di.
araeter, and weighing 2391b*.—£/mtraJ2ep.

One thousand delegates, it is believed, will,at.
tend the National Silk Convention at Washing,
ton, Nov 10th< Great competition is expected
in the produoU offered for premiums.—#. Y,
Star.
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From the Mayaville (Jfy.) Eagl:

A HUNTING STORY.

Mr. Editor—Yesterday morning Mr. JOBHOA
BARTER, of Winconein Territory, who^ for a
few weeks past, has been taking the benefit of
ft residence at the White Sulphur Springs, in
Lewis county, Ky., for the improvement of his
health, made an excursion into the hilly regions
of these Springs, to amuse himself in his fa.
vorite sport cf hunting. During his ramble he
ohanced, while meandering through a deep rich
valley, to arrive at a small, almost impenetrable
oanebrake which grows on a fertile spot, deep
embosomed between two towering ridgeB.—
Mr. B. made hie way f6r some time along the
border of the thicket, not intending to pene-
trate farther than its suburbs, when his ear
caught an unusual sound, which came from its
interior. At first he paid no particular atten-
tion to the Btrange noise, supposing it proceed-
ed from a nest of young birds of some sort or
other, but passed along, cautiously glancing his
eye on every Bide in search of game. As he
proceeded the noise became louder and more
distinct—yet,, from all his acquaintance with
fowls, and beasts of the forest, his keen sagaci-
ty in this instance was not able lo recognize
the present author. Curiosity at length became
interested, and Mr. B. concluded to trace it up,
and learn the unknown object. Accordingly,
he entered the cane slowly, and with difficulty
found his way through the netted cloud, whose
thick clustering foliage overhead excluded eve.
ry ray of the sun, and prevented him from see-
ing more than ten or twelve feet in either di-
rection. After penetrating a few rods, he was
startled by two or three sudden blows, like the
sound of a heavy club upon the ground just be-
fore him. He halted, and through the intrica-
oies of the leaves surveyed everything within
the little space his eye was partially able to com-
mand, but saw no living creature,' and again
proceeded. A minute, and the bea ing was re-
newed. He paused again—gazed everywhere—
but still nothiug appeared in sight. In this
manner he continued to make his way some
distance farther ; when he stopped the beating
eeased when he advanced it began, and,louder
at every step he made. If he walked backward
or sideways, all was quiet, but to go forward,
put the unknown spirit in motion.

Mr. B. not being one of those persons who
believe in wizards* witches or gosts, or of being
frightened by any thing he might chance to
hear or see in the woods, determined now to
push forward aod know what or who it was that
attempted thus to dispute his way. He inspec
led the priming and flint of his rifle, took from
bis pocket a knife, opened it for ready use, and
once more commenced his march. The tkick-
ness^of the cane prevented him from carrying
his gun in any other mode than that of a pre.
sented position close to his body, or of poking
its muzzle forward between the stalks to make
way for himself to pass, which would have ren.
dered it quite a useless weapon had, an enemy
approached him. suddenly from any other direc
tion than in front. A few stepB, however, re-
vealed the whole mystery ; for, on reaching ihe
butt of a large fallen tree, his eye glanced along
the pathway, occasioned through the thicket by
its proetiated trunk, discovered towards its top
a copious pile of leaves and fine brush, in the
middle of which wallowed a couple of young
black animals, whose constant howling it was
that had first drawn his attention.

He was now certain that to proceed further
on hiB journey in a direct course towards its
object could not be accomplished without, some
fifchtine The creature which had been pound,
ing the earth so long before him was _ warning
him not, and threatening him of he did, contin-
ue, had now taken his post a little at his side—
The young animals in the nest were young
bears; and to have gone one step further to-
wards them, seemed sure of bringing down up.
on him wiLh terrible fury the huge monster
whose jaws he could now hear smacking togeth-
e f—anon, like the percussion of rock against
rock; and whose paw, as she angrily raised it
and struck on the earth sounded like the stamp
of a war-horae, eager for battle. As he discov-
ered the cubs, Mr. B., fearful of an immediate
attack BPran-g upon the butt of the fallen tree,

to «we h» m B e l f lbereby a 1Ul!e • £ ' ? • 8*!0U'd ISbe necewary, in wheeling and whirling himself
about Witn his arms to better advantage.

From thiB position ho tried in vain to discov-
„ , £ ebape of bcr body through th« leaw,

which onlygave him a mere glimpBe of her
form, to enable him to direct a sure and deadly
fire. Being well aware of bis imminent dan.
ger should he fire and only inflict a wound, he
did not think proper to run any risk by mere
gueas work ; nor was he willing to retreat with,
out making sure of both old and ypuhg as his
own game. He next tried to get a little near-
er, but as he cautiously advanced, she gave way
keeping at the same distance, hid in the thick-
et, and allowing him to go in any? direction
peaceably, except towards .the cubs. Finding
his endeavors ineffectual, he returned and a.
gain mounted the log at the place' he had first
occupied; and from which he had a fair pros,
pect of the.cubs. Then adding an additional
ball to the charge in Tiis rifle, took off his frock
coat, buttoned it up nicely before, stuffed it full
'of leaves and twigs which he could handily
reach on either side without leaving his place,
fixed on the end of the budget his hat, and
threw it towards the young bears. This strat-
agem had the desired effect. No sooner had it
lauded on the nest, than the old bear plunged
forward with the utmost fury, sweeping every
thing ii> her way, and leaped upon her decep.
tive prey. This manouvre brought her body in
plain View of her enemy, who, while her at-
tention was thus employed,' poured the contents
of his rifle through her heart, and she fell dead.

"By the assistance qf several gentlemen and
a team, all three were brought to the Springs
last evening, to the great wonder nnd curiosity
of the numerous gentlemen' and ladies now re-
siding here. The old bear is one of the larg-
est ever taken in this country ; and it is sup.
posed by good judges that had she been in fine
order, she would have weighed seven hundred
pounds. The'.cubs are,still alive, and will, bo
kept for the amusement of those who may Visit
the Springs during the season.

Very respectfully- yours,
A. H. G. FLETCHER.

April 20th, 1839.

The subjoined is the system of ^Internal Im
provemenl" recommended by the Iowa Sun,
and a very good system it iff:—

" Internal Improvement,"—"The system we
plead for, though attended riy much toil and
expense, will not requi'e a State tax of a single
cent, not much, if any,,* legislation. It is pre-
eminently a "democratic" system; it is to be
begun by the people, and will be for the exclu-
sive benefit of the people.

It is only for every farmer to mend up his
fences, till his ground well, have it well prepar.
ed for planting have his crops, in seasonably,
tend them well,keep down the weeds, see thut
his cattle and horses are fed and treated so as to
make them thrive, keep his implements in or-
der and in their places ; for every father to rule
his family well, goyeraJiis children, from their
minds and manners bjl%ood inntruction, train
them up in the habits of industry, honesty and
sobriety, provide them with comfortable cloth,
ing, send them to school and bay for their tui.
tidn, and.have a care to tire company they keep;
for every hunbaud to treat his wife as a bosom
companion ; for every w.man to love' her lius-
band, and try to prove a help meet for him, to
keep from gossiping, lo spin more stocking
than strqet yarn, td keep the house tidy, and the
family clothing clean and well mended ; for ey-
erv damsel te keep all grease spots from her
clotl.es, darn the heels of her stockings, remove
beau-catchers from her head, and novels from
her library, to do much with needles, and store
her haad with useful ideas ; for every young
man to go decent, but to buy no better clothes
than he can honestly pay for, work hard, to
guard against self-importance, and insolence,
if much in company with the, ladies, to black
his shoes, trim his hair, throw away his cigar
and quidr attend preaching regularly, hold his
tongue'ifhe cannot talk' sensibly, and to get
married when he is twenty.five years of age if
he can find any one.to have him ; foi magis.
trates to execute the laws ; for tavern keepers to
keep better bread than brandy; for towns to
have clean streets and good side walks, to re.
move every nuisance, and every thing injurious
to health ; favor good morals ; for every district
to support good schools. In fine, for it is an.
possible to enumerate all the objects embraced
in one scheme, for every body to cea«.e to de evil,
learn to de well, attend churck on the the Sab-
bath, mind his own business, and take a news,
paper.

From the Journal of Commerce*

Riding with Ladies.— We are glad to see that
the important question of which side gentlemen
should take when riding on horseback with la-
dies, is engaging the attention of the learned,
and of the press. It is of more importance
than many a dispute which has brought the par-
ties-to blows. I t iff' a question which evident,
ly has taken two sides to it, and ought to bo
discussed with zeal by those who never change

Comments by the Commercial'Advertiser.

We have seen no part of the discussion re*
ferred to, but it is a question of some impor-
tance in equestrian accomplishments. We
know not the reason, but it is true that New
York gentlemen are generally in the wrong in
this matter. So we said two or three years ago,
to no purpose—the gentlemen, with scarcely an
exception, still persisting in riding upon the
right side ofthe lady, which is wrong. We be-
lieve the reason assigned is, that should their
horBes crowd, if the gentleman rides upon the
left, there will be danger of crushing the lady's
feet. But this is no good reason. Unless a
gentleman understands managing his horse, he
has no business to ride with a lady. Should
her horse become too festive, or attempt to run,
he must be prepared to seize the bridle. And
this he cannot do when riding upon the lady's
right unless with his bridle arm, which he needs
for his own s(teed. Arid besides, how difficult
and awkward is it for a lady to twist her neck
round so to be able to converse with her knight,
while he is upon her right. Her face is neces-
sarily in the .opposite direction, and there
should ride the knight, that he may bask in the
sunbeams of her beauty, while hig Bword-arm
is ever disengaged and ready for her protection.
As we ride much ourselves, we are compelled
to encounter the daily annoyance of the awk.
ward riding of our masculine gallants, who
compel their ladies to oonverse with turned
heads over their shoulders.

O ° The following pathetic scene occurred
recently at Perth, Upper Canada. The prison,
er was indicted for the murder of his son-in-
law.

Perhaps we should notice that during the in
vestigation, tho widow of the deceased, who
was at the same time the 'daughter of the pri-
soner, was, on the part of the deferice, brought
into Court to be sworn. She appeared in mour-
ing—pale, thin, and greatly discomposed ; and
it was only with exertion on her part, that aha
could keep composed enough to speak ; how-
ever, nothing very material waB elicited from
her.—Her feelings frequently overcome her,
and she would burst out into loud sobs, at one
of which times she cast her eyes upon the pri-
soner, and screeched il father, father !" The
Court, of couise, ordered her removal ; flhe had
to pass her father, to whom she extended her
hand in the midst of her sobs and shrieks of
41 father, father.'" ' The old man, in tears,
reached out his hand to his widowed daughter ;
the hand which, at the instigation of his heart,
had been tho means alike of their misery and
his own—she received it, and was taken away.
The scene was tragical, and though between
these hu nble individuals, brought the tears to

an eye.—Brovkville Ree.

Exploring Expedition.—The departure of the
Exploring Expedition from Callao for the
Sandwich Islands, about the middle of July,
has already been mentioned in our columns.
From the Sandwich Islands it was said they
would proceed lo the North West Coast. The
store ship Relief, after landing stores at the
Sandwich Islands, was to proceed to Sidney.
New Soulh Wales, and thence homeward by
way of St. Helena and the Cape of Good Hope,
expecting to arrive here in the month of March,
or Apil next. "Nothing had been heard of the
schr. Sea Gull, (Passed Midshipmen Riel and
Bacon,) for three months, and it was greatly
feared she was lost The vessels that sail,
ed for the Sandwich Islands, were the ships
Peacock and Vincennes, the brig Consort, Behr.
Flying Fish, and store ship Relief.

Gtog Stopping'—A bill has passed the Brit
ish Parliament, forbidding the sale of spirit
in Ireland, by 1*w s gfocers.—1ft * . Whigf
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fPrittm for the C e m.
THE LAST HOUR OF AN AGED CHRISTIAN.
Why crowd those weeping friends around you couch T
And why this stillness which betokens grief 7
la it not the solemn hour, when youth must leave
All earthly joys, all hopes of. happiness
And fame 1 Is beauty lying there, to wait
The touch of Death, thai leaves it tenanlless 7
Are childhood's hours to be cut short so soon,^
Even sorrow und remorse have dimmed their joy,
Or human passions withered up the heart 1
Is infancy to be recalled, unstained
By earth's polluting dross, back to its home,
While its trai] bark is scarcely on the deep 1
Not so : nor youth, nor beauty lingers there,

*But one who has already passed the bounds
Assigned to ma*; who, like a shock oi corn,
s fully ripened for the reaper—Death.
One who for eighty years has travelled through
The mazes of this world, and found no place
In all his wanderings, to rest upon ;
No spot to call a home j who, from tiis youth,
Was taught to worship and obey his God;
Whose earliest accenjs were employed in prayer;
And who, endowed wiih many gifts, nave alt
To him who made him ; one whose only hope
Wa<«in the cleansing of his Saviour's, blood ,j
Whose actions, feelings, savored all.of heaven.
Why weep,ye, then, to seethe spirit jjo.
Why grieve ihe dying man with tearsi? Ja Earth
So bright and beautiful, that heaven affords
A poor exchange 1 Is man's society
More charming than the fellowship-of Saints 1
The strifes and bickerings which assail us here,
More pleasing than the notes from golden harpa,
Or swelling cadence of an angels song ?
Cease, then, these sinful wailings. Let not-these sighs
Break on the stillness of the d>ihg hour,
But since the aged Christian has passed through
So many scenel of suffering heretofore,.
Let his last moments now be spent in peace ;
And only prayrthat when youT end shall come,
Your death may be as calm, yor sleep as sweet.
Your hopes of heaven as firmly fixed as bis.

ESTOLA.

Written for the Gem.

MONODY ON THE DEATH OP A YOUNG LADY

Breathe forth a strain—a mournful strain !
A cherish'd one hath fltd ;

The beautiful, the bright of earth
Lies silent with the dead.

That eye oft sparkling with delight,
The cheek of fairest hue ;

The smile, the voice, all, all are gone,
Xnd hushed the last adieu.

Those glowing charms may never more
Wake fond, paternal love ;

And friendships gather'd round that heart,
Have ceased the lyre to move.

Oh, come with tears-^deep sorrow's tears,
This fresh, green turf to Jave ;'

Ay, gather flowers—choice, fragrant flowers.
To strew o'er Fanny's grave,

And let the heartfelt sigh be heard,
The plaintive song arise •,.

Mourn for the living, from whose eight
Hath vanish'd such'apriie.

Breathe forth a strain—a joyous strain!
Let notes of praise be given;

Out losa is her eternal gain.
For Funny lives in heaven -.

Beholil in yon celestial sky.
Where gems unnumber'd shine ;

Tnis rh<;rish'd one, a radiant star,
Rrfljctlng light divine.

And there more lustre s'ill to gain
Through everlasting days;

Without a single shade to <lim—
Oh, then for her give praise.

Yea, weep and smile—such is the lot
Of mortals here below ;

Sorrow is found in all our joys,
Balm in each cup of wo.

A. C. P.

Sincerity,—To practice sincerity, is to
gpeak a,s we think ; to do as we profess ; to
perform what we promise ; and really to be
what we would seem and appear to be.

MODERN FRIENDS.
When fortune smiles and looks serene,
'Tia—'-Sir, how do you do ?
Your family is well I hope ;
Cart I serve them or you ?"

But turn the scale—let fortune frown,
And ills and woes fly t|yo ;
'Tis then, "I'm sorry for jour loss,
But times are haxd^rgdod bye t'ye."

BY WILLIAM H. SEWARD,
Governor of ihe State of New-York.

A PROCLAMATION.
. WHEIIEAS the Executive authority of this

State has been accpstomed, with the consent of
the People, to d -.signate a day for the annual
offerings of public Thanksgiving and Prayer :,

AMD WHEREAS Almighty God hath not with-
drawn from us the protection and beneficence
extended to our forefathers, but hath rernem
bered us in mercy during the passing year;
hath sent us abundant harvests to reward the
labors of the husbandmen and,supply the wants
of the, poor; hath averted from us the calami-
ties of war and pestilence ; hath suffered us to
maintain and more firmly establish, republican
institutions securing a larger measure of civil
and religious liberty,,social tranquillity and dq-1

vnestic happiness than has ever before been en-
joyed by any, people; hfcth crowned: with good
Hucceeg the means which have been employed
by the Slate, by associations and by individuals,
for the development of the abounding resources
of our country, the relief of the unfortunate,
the reformation of the vicious, the improvement
of education, the cultivation of science, the per
fection of the arts, and the maintenance of the
Christian reJLgion :

Now, therefore, in pursuance of said custom,
I do hereby appoint Thursday, the 28th day of
November-next, to be observed throughout the
State, as a day of PUBLIC WORSHIP. THANKSGIV
ING AND PRAYER. I recommend to my follow
citizens that they abstain on that day from all
secular employments inconsistent with a right
and acceptable discharge of those solemn servi
ces ; that they assemble in their usual places of
public worship, and there,* in the forms and
manner approved by their consiliences, offer
their humble and grateful acknowledgments to
the God of the Upiversc, celebrate his praise,
invoke his continued protection and favor, and
implore his guidance in the ways of wisdom and
virtue. Well knowing that his Providence is
as impartial as it is beneficent, let us also be-
seech Him to deliver the oppressed throughout
the world, and vouchsafe to all mankind the
privileges of civil and religious liberty, and the
knowledge, influences and blessed hopes of the
Gospel of His Son our Saviour.

In testimony whoreof. I have caused the privy
seal of the State to he hereunto at',
fixed, at the city of Albany, on the.
twenty.second day of October, in the
year of our Lord one thousand eight
hundred and thirty nine, and of Amer
ican Independence the sixty fourth.

WILLIAM H. SEWARD.
By the Governor,

SAMUEL BLATCHFORD, Private Secretary.

Qjr* A copy of the l a d i e s ' Companion,"
in rich dress, has been sent by the publisher
to Queen Victoria. The Queen lias ac-
knowledged the receipt of the periodical.

ID" An Irishmen, named Rbbt. Miller, has
been sentenced to be hung on' first Monday
of December, at. Utica for .the murder of
Barney Leddy..

fĵ F5*-A young European, it is said has car-
ried off the most beautiful women in the ha-
men of the sultan of Esme. She took jew-
els from her mistress, worth a million francs.

A Ducking'—Mr. Paulin, and the ladv who
accompanied him in his balloon excursion LAN.
DED in the middle of ihe Delaware—the queer-
est place to land on that we ever heard of.

The Lafayette (Indiana) Free Press of Oct.
10th, pays : "There are more fat hogs in that
section of Indiana, than have before been fed
in one season.

A celebrated brandy drinker beingfcdmon_
isded for bis weakness, a countryman *pres
ent, who had supped the article also, de-
clared it was the strongest weakness he bad
ever heard of before.

PleaBent is the joy of grief ! it is like a
shower of spring when it softens the branch
of the oak, and the young leaf lifts its green
he,ad.

Startling Facts.—The late three years War
with England, the most powerful Nation in the
World, cost the United States about $90,000,.
000.

The three years War in Florida, withia rem-
nant tribe ofSeininoje Indians and a few run.
away Negroe?, has cost us $40,000,000, or
nearly-half oif the whole expense of our War
with England J!!

In/the War with England, 6jjr Navy and Ar-
my, after covering themselves with glory, a-
chieved an honorable Peace.

The War against the miserable Indians and
Negro.es, was wickedly*commenced, has been
ingloriously. conducted, and threatens to be in-
terminable !

There is hot, in the history of Wars among
civilized Nations^ a parallel for the wantonness,
imbecility and corruption which distinguishes
this humiliating, dishonorable, infamous eru-
s&de.—Alb. Jour.

The Detroit Free Press of Oct. 21, says:—
It is,reported that the schooner Free Trader,
belonging to David Paige & Co.', fishing on lake
Huron, was lost, with all on board, in the late '
storm.

A'Buckeye Jury,—At a Court of Common
Pleas, held last week &l P rrysburgh, O., the
Jury in a ca?e;of slander, after being out till
inidniglu, agreed eleven againstone, to 'disagree'
—sealed their verdict, and brought it into court
next morning. After reading it, the Judge rep.
rimanded lhetn for the contempt, and sentenced
them to two hours' confinement in the county
jail.—Buf. Ado.

MARRIED,
In Detroit, on the 10th instant, by ihe Rt. Rov, .Bish-

op McCroskry, Mr. Htnrv D. String ham, of Green
Bay, Wis., to Sarah J., daughter of John W. Strong,
Esq. . .

Last everiinij, by the Rev. Mr. Whiting, of Bethany,
Mr. Hiram pliiiith, of Wheatland, to Miss Emily Chap-
man, of Bstiavia.

At Pittsford. on the 15th inst., by the Rev. A. P. Pre-
vost, SIMEON TKAVER. Esq. to FRANCIS D. ,
daughter of J. K. Gurnsoy, Esq.

In this city, on the 13th instant, by Rev. Richard He
Forest,, Rev, ROYAL MANN, recently of New York,
to Miss SARAH P.X.EE, of the former place.

On the tOth inst., by the Key. Mr. Jarvis, Mr. AL-
EXANDER BROWN, to Miss HARRIET, daugh-
ter of Jonathan Doty, Enq. all of tin's city.

Tn Whentlarid, on the lot It instant, by the Rev Silas
Pratt, Caleb Allen, Esq. to Miss Esther Shafer, all of
Wheatlamt.

On the 26th ult., by Rev. Mr. Church of this city, Mr.
Cyrus P. Durham, to Miss Eliza B. Wood, both of
JDrrharnville, Onrida county, N. Y.

Also—on the 14th instant, b' Rev. P. Church,Mr.
THOYJAS COWLES, of Albiom, to Miss AMANDA
LYNN, of this city.

In New Vork. on filh instant, by the Rev. J. W.'Mc-
Lune, SIMON P. W. HQVV E,of R o.-hesler, to MARY
JANE, daughter of the late William Gerard, of ibis
city. »

At Madison, N. J., on the Oih inst., by Rev. Mr. Har-
ris, Mr. A. P. JONES, of this city. toELIZABETH
N,, only daughter of John N. Uqnklln, Esq.. oi New,
ark. N.,J.

On Wednesday, the 9th ipst., by the Rev. Mr. Church.
Mr. CALVIN UOOL1TTLE to Mrs?. ELIZABETH^
BEARDSLEE, widow of LESTER BEARDSLEE, late of
this c'ty '

On the 10th instant, at the Episcopal Church, by Dr.
White-house. Mr. Horace F. Morton, to Miss Sarah 1).
Snooke, horn ofthis city.

In thjs city, on the 7t.h inst,., by the Rev. P. Church,
Mr-. M. J- Ellis, to A|isa Elkn M. Smith, daughter of
the lutt! GiUiert --inith, Esq of this city.

On theiitb'insf... by tin; Uev. Mr. Church, Mr. Wm.
Crane, tn Miss Mary Liulsn Vanilyne. l>oth of Greece.

On tfie-lOlh instant, by the Hev. Alonzo WheelocR,
F.LIAS P. PELLET, Editor of the Chcnaiiso Telegraph,
to ELIZABSTH B., daughter of James Packer, all of
Norwich.

At Bushnell's Basin, on the SWuh instant, bv Sqr.
Lee, .Mr.. Juntos S: Hawkins,, to Mias Sarah Morgan,
all ofthis citv.

In Norwich, on the 8th instant, by Rrv. A.. Whe«»-
lock, Mr, Beiu Hthhard, of Pitufnrrf, Mouroe county,
to Miss Lucy R. Brown, of Norwich.

On the v4th instiint, by the Kev. P. Chuach. Mr*
GIPEOV O. BAKER, to Miss ELIZABETH C.
BKRTHRONG, all «f »his city.

In Mendon, on itie 16th i n s t a n t l y Rey. A. N. F II-
more, Mr. Isaac,M. beeman, <u' Livonia, tu jiiiss iuaza
Melinda Shuart, of the former pi jce.
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JONATHAN SLICK IN NEW YORK,

To Mr. Zephaniah Slick, Justice of the Peace,
and Deacon of the Church, over to Weatjters-
field, in the State of Connecticut :
DEAR P A R — I ai rived here safe and sound, ar-

ter a long: and tedious Voyage down the river
arid along shore to this place. The captain left
me to navigate the sloop \purty much alone.—
I'll be whipped if he warnt more than halfcorn-
ed the hull time. Now its my opinion that the
best thing you can do with that chap is to s n d
him eend foremost about his business jest as
quick as he gits back. He don't arn salt to his
porage, nor never did. The first thing that I
did arter the 6loop was hauled up tu the wharf
a' Peck Slip.was to go down to the stores about
Fulton Market, and peddle off the cider brandy

and garden sauce. Captain Dooltttle wanted to
go with me, but you sent me down as a sort of
a supercargo,and I warnt likely to let him stick
hid nose into my bisness. I know the critter
like a book, and I'm eartin that he'd a gone
home and told all about, that I wasn't capable of
doing my own bisness here in York.

By gracious, if it did'nt make me stare to see
the purly gals and the handsome married wo-
men a walking up and down the market among
the heaps of beets and cabbages. They looked
around mighty knowing, and I rather guess I
got my share of attention, but somehow it made
me feel kinder streaked to have them a looking
a t me so steady, for I hadn't nothing on but my
every day clothes ; besides the stock that marm
made me out of her old bombasine petticoat,
propped up my chin so that I couldn't a looked
into a woman's face if I'd wanted to ever so
much. I do believe marm and Judy White
must a put more than a peck of tatur starch in-
to the lining. It 's allfired stiff, that's a fact.

Wai, I sold out the lading to purty good ad-
vantage, considering the times. Then I went
down to the sloop, and slicked up in my Sunday
clothes, and started off full chisel to go and
gee cousin John Bebee. They told me that he
kepi store away down Pearl street, een-a most
to the Battery ; so I went on as fast as I could
get along through the boxes and barrels that lay
in the street, till I came to a great high brick

store that had cousin John's name over the door.
I t seems that John has gone into partnership
with a Mr. Co, for t^iat fellers name is on the
sign arter hiscn as large as life. I knew that
he and John Wheeler went into company to-
gether, but I suppose they wanted more chink
than either on em could raise, and so engaged
this Mr. Co to help em along. ,

I swan if it wavnt enough to make a feller
dry to see the hogsheads of rum and molasses,
and the heaps of tea boxes and sugar barrels,
piled up inside the s.lore ; it looked like living,
I can tell you. 1 went through clear to the
other epd of the store, for they told me that
cousin John was in the counting room away
back there. Wai, I got to the counting room
at last, and a handsome little room it was. all
carpeted and fixed out like some of our best
rooms in Connecticut. I haint seen so purty a
store scarce ever. John wasn't there, but I
could see that he hadn't got over all his old
tricks, for a lot of chesnut shells was trod down
round the stove, and there wasn't a few empty
bottles standing round under the tahlj and back
of the desks., It was enough to turn one's
stomach to look at the spit box, it was more
than half filled'up with pieces of cigars, and
ends of tobacco, that looked as if they had been
chawed over a dozen times or more. 1 don't see
where cousin J'>!in got that trick of smoking
and chewing, I defy any body to say he learned
it in old Connecticut. They needn't talk to us
about the Yankees, for these Yorkers beat us
all hollar in them things; I haint forgot the
time when John would a turned up his nose at
a long nine, as if it had been pison, but now he's
sot himself up for a gentleman there is no know-
ing what he haint taken to.

There was. a chap standing by one of the
desks, with the edge of his dicky turned over
his stock, like an old-fashioned baby's bib, put
on wrong side before,—and with his hair curled
and frizzled up like a gals. I knew in a min-
ute that this couldn't be cousin John, so I went
up to him and ei z L.

" Friend, can yofrtell.whcn Mr. Bebee 'ill be
in ?" The chap took a watch out of his vest
pocket about as big as a niuepencr, and sayshe,

II I dont know positively, b u l l sposc in the
course of half an hour or so. Its about time for
«he banks to close."

"Wai , " scz I, " I spose I may as well wuit for
him. a s l aintir . much of a hurry jest now."—
So I sot down in a chair and arter histing my
sole leather ontor the top of the stove, I begun
to scrape acquaintance with the chap as I went
along. *

" T o u g h times with you marchanls, now
aint they ?" sez I, looking over the top of the
paper.

" Very," aez he, mending his pen. " Its as
much as we «?an do to make both ends meet a-
fore the banks shut up days. Mr. Bcbec's out a
shinning now."

• ' A wha t?" scz I .
" A shinning," says he,—" borrowing money

to take up his notes with, and if he don't git it,
I donl know what we shall do."

Oh, sez I to myself, this i« the new partner,
Mr. Co, he must have a good chance of money
in the concern, or he would't feel so oneasy.

" We was doing a beautiful bisnuss," sez he,
a shaking hia head, "till the Philadelphia banks
stopped specie payments. I wish they'd a been
B u n k . " • ' . . . .

" No," sez I, " that aint fair, but its human
natur, I spose, to give banks as well as people,
a helping kick when they're going down hill —
I 4ont understand much of these things, Mr.
Co*r-n

"My name isn't Co," eea he, astaring, "its
Smith/'

', What"' scz I, "have they got another in the''
company."

" No," scz he. kinder coloring up, " I'm the
assistant book-keeper."

I couldn't but jist keep from giving a long
whistle right out. The stuck up varmint!
11 Wai," sez I, »rt.er a minit, •• Mr. Smith, let
me give you one piece of advise, don't be so
ready to say we, and to talk over your employ,
er's bishess with strangers next time. Sich
things do no good^auy way, but they may do a
good deal of harm. It's the duty of a clark
among us, to attend'to that he's paid for, and if
he attends to much else, we^purty generally find
out that he aiot good for much in the long run,."

You never saw a feller look 60 mean as he
did "when I sed this, he turned all manner of
colors, and acted mad enough to eat me. I
didn't seem to mind him, but took up a newspa-
per and begun to read, jist as if he wasn't in
the room, and by and by I got so deep in the
paper, that I forgot all about "him or cousin Be-
bee either.

Lonk-a here, Par, if you haint seen the New.
York Evening Express, jist stretch your puss,
strings a leelle and subscribe for it. It's a
peeler of a paper I can tell you. Yoa neeah't
lake my word for it though, for I've made this
letter so tarnai longi that it'd cost more than
the price of a paper a hull year to pay the post-
age, so I've a notion to git the editors to print
this for me in their primest evening paper, and
so you'll git my letters and a paper too, all for
five cents. I'll jist give you a little notion how
they make the Express, for I read it cenamost
through, afore cousin John came. The Editors
git all the papers in the country together, jist. as
we pick out our.apples in cider time, and they
go to work and git all that's worth reading out
on 'em and put it all in one great paper, which
they, sell/or three cents; so that a feller can
know what's said by every editor north and south
on one side and tother, without the trouble of
reading but one paper; jist as we can git the
juice of a bushel uf apples all in a pint of cider,
altur it's once bcun through the mill. I raly
think it's one of Ihe best plans I ever heard on,
and I'm so sartin that every body will take it by
and bv, that I've a notion that if you'd jist as
lives let me throw,up the onion trade, I'll try
and git in to write for it; but we'll talk all that
over by and by, arter I've seen the editors.
Major Jack Downing is writing for them al-
ready and perhaps—but I haint made np my
mind about it yi1, though I kept a thinking it
over all the whilo I was a *eauing in the count-
ing room:

Wai, I was jist takiog^a dive inter the adver.
tisemenls, when cousin John come in. I raly
believe you wouldn't know the critter, he's al-
tered so. He's grown as fat and pussy as old
Lawyer Sikes in our parts, but I raly think he
looks better for it. I tell you what, his clothes
must cost him a few. He had on a supe rfine
broadcloth coat, that didn't cost a whit less than
leu dollars a yard, I wouldn't be afraid to bet a
cookey. You could a seen your face in his
boots, and his hair was parted on the top of his
head, and hung down on the sides of his face and
all over his coat collar, till he looked more like
a woman in men's clothes than any thing else.
I thought I should a haw-hawed but a larfin,
all I could do, though it made me kinder wrathy
to see a feller make such an etarnal coot of him-
self. I thought I'd see if he'd know me agin,
so 1 ony jest crossed one fopt over t'other on the
top of the stove, and tipt my chair back on its
hind legs, and kept on reading as independent
as a corkscrew, jest ter Bee how he'd act.

Wai, he cum right up to the stove, and took
his coat tail under his arms, and begun to whis.
tie as if there warnt nobody in the room. Onc3
in a while, as I took a peek over the top of the
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paper, I could see that he was a larfin at me
kinder sidewiyfi, as if he couldn't exactly make
up his mind whether lie knew me or not. I felt
my heart kinder rising uplift my throat, fir it
put me in mind of old times, when we used to
weed onions and slide down hill.together. At
last I couldn't aland it no longer, so I jnmped
up and flung down the paper, and, Bays I,
••CouBin White, how do you do ?"

He stared like a stuck pig at fust, but I raly
believe the feller was glad to see me when he
found out who I was, for he shook my hand like
alt natur. Sez he, " Mr. Slick," SPZ he. " I'm
glad to see you down in the city ; how's the dea-
con, and aunt Eunice, and the Mills gals? you
see I han't forgot old times." With that we sot
into a stream o' talk about Wealhersfield people,
and BO on, that lasted a good (wo hours by the
town Clock. Arler a while, Cousin John took
out his watch, all gold inside and out, and, sez
he, " Come, Mr. Slick, it's about four o'clock—
go up and take a family dinner with us." I
ruther guess I stared a few, to think of being
axed to eat dinner at that time ol day; but as I
hadn't eat any thing but a cold bite aboard the
sloop since morning, the thoughts of a good
warm dinner warnt by no means to be sneezed
at.

" Better late than never," sez I to myself, ar-
tcr I had put on my hat and stuck my hands in
my pantaloons pockets ready for a start. But
jest as we war a going out, there come a feller
in to talk over Hie meet in that the merchants
had jest had at the City Hotel; and so sez Cou-
sin Bebee, sez he—

" Here, Mr. Slick, is the number of our house
<-s»upposing you go along and tell Mrs. Bcbee
ttfat I'll be home as soon as.I can git through a
little bisness—she won't make a stranger of
you."

" I ruther guess she won't," sez I, a taking
the little piece of paper which he'd ben a writiu
on ;!' if she docs, there must a ben an almighty
change in her since we use to go to singing
school and apple-bees together."

John looked kind a ekeery toward the at tan
ger, and begun to fidget about; so I told him I
could find the way, and made myself scarce in
less than no time—for I thought as like as not
the feller cum to git him to put. his name to a
•Qte, or something of that sort; BO I thought
I'd give him a chance to say no, if he wanted
to.

By gracious ! Par I'd give a quart of s iap if
you and niarm could a ben with mo in Broad,
way as I went along.- I couldn't help from stop-
ping een-a-most every other minu'e to look into
the winders.

Some of them was chuck full of watches and
earrings, and silver spoons spread all out like a
fan, and lots on lots of fiiger rings all stuck
over a piece of blank cloth to make em shine.
I'll be darned if it did'nt make my eyes ache as
if I'd ben snow blind a week only jist to look
at 'em, a6l went along! I stopped into one store
jist by the Park, and bought a silver thimble for
inarm, and it was as much as I could do to keep
from going into one of the stores where I *aw
such a heap of calicos, to git her a new gown
too. But I can't begin to write more than a pri
ming of what a feller may sue as he goes up
Broadway. If fairly made me ashamed of our
horses, old Polly in purticlar, when I saw the
handsome critters that the neggers drive about
them coaches with here. I tell you what, they
make a glistening and shining when they go
through the streets chuck full of gale all in their

'Outliers and hurbalows ! That Broadway is a
little lengthy, and no mistake! I believe I fuot-
ed il more than two miles on them tarnal hard
stun walks, and" afore I got to Bleenkcr street,
'where cousin B. bee lives, I thought my tee I
would a blistered.

Wul. arter all. I thought I never should a got
intn the, house when I did git to it. It wax n
alfired high, and a heap of stun steps went up
In ibe door, with a kind of picket fence made

*il of iritis, all curleeued over on the sides. 1
tu»kcd all over the door fur a knocker but cuul.

dent find nothing in the shape of one, only a
square chunk of fiilver, with cousin Bcbee's
name writ on it. I rapped with my first, till the
«kin ceitamosl poeled off wiy knuckles, but no-
body seemed to hear, and 1 begun to think Ihu
folks warnt to home, and that I should lose my
dinner arter all. I was jist beginning to think
it beat to make tracks for Peck Slip agin, when
a feller come by and kinder slacked tackle, and
looked as if he was a going to speak.

" Look a heret you sir," «ez I, " can you tell

me whether the folks that live here are at home
or not ? I can't make nobody hear.

"Why don't you ring the bell ?*' scz he, a look-
ing at me us if he never sec a man afore.

I went down the steps and looked up to the
ruff of the,house, but it was so durncd high that
I couldent a seen anything in the shape of a
belfrv if there'd ben a dozen on em.

•I'll be darned, if I can see any bell." srz 1
to t'e man, and then he kinder puckered- up
hia mouth, and looked as if he was a going to
larf right out.
" " You seern to be a stronger in this.city," sez

he, a trying to be bite in, for I fcpose he see that
my dander was a gifting up.

•'Yes," 8(>z I. "I am, and what of that?"
"Oh, nothing," sez he, a hauling in his

horns quite a co siderable. "Jist pull that sil-
ver knop there* and I ralhar think you can
make them hear." With that I went up the
steps a in, and give the knob as he called it
an almighty jerk, for I felt a little riled about
being 1'arfed' at. It warnt half a jiffy afore, the
door was opened and a great strapping nigger
stood inside a staring at me as if he meant to
swaller me hull without sars.

"Wai," sez I, "you snow ball you. what arc
you staring'at?" Why Sont you git out of the
way and let me come in?"

41 Who do you want," sez he, without so much
as moving an inch—the impudent vermint.

Whats that to you, you darned lump of char-
coal," sez I, "jist you mind your own business
and git out of the door." With that I giv him
a shove and went into the entry way. When
the nigger had picked himself up agin, I told
him to go and tell Miss Bebee that her cousin
Jonathan Slink, from Wc.aihersfileld, Connec-
ticut, wanted to see her.

I wish you could a seen how the feller showed
the whites of his eyes when I said this. I
could'nt keep from larfin to see him a bowing
and a scraping to me. "Jist step into the draw-
ing room," sc-z he, a opening a HOOT, "I will tell
Miss Bebee that you are here."

By the living hokey, I never stepped my foot
in such a room as that in all my born ('ays. I
raly thought my boot was a winking into the
floor, the carpet was so thick and soft. It see-
med Jist "like walking over the onion patches,
when they've jist been raked and planted in, the
spring lime. The winder curtains were all yal-
ler silk, with a great heap < f blue tossels hang-
ing around the edges, and there was no eend to
the little square benches about as big as warm's
milking stool, all covered over with lambs and
rabits a sleeping among lots of flowers as nalral
as life. The backs of the chairs were solid ma-
hogany or cherry tree wood, or something like
it, and they were kinder rounded off and curled
in like a butter scoop turned .handle down
ward. Then there were t<vo chairs, all stuffed
and covered with shiney black cloth, with a
great long rocker a poking out behind, and on
the mantle shelf was Something that I could'nt
make out the use on—it was a heap of stuff that
looked like gold, with a woman alleover'd over
with something that made her shine like a gilt
button lying on the top, I wanted to finger it
awfully, but there was a glass hing put over it,
and I couldn't; hut I had,.'i peaked about long
afore I found out that it was one of these new
fashioned clocks that w,:*ve heard about; but
it's no more like them CIOCKS that our Samuel
poddies, than chalk is like cheese. There were
two oilier things kinder like the clock on both
eends of the mantle stielf, but they warnt nigh
so big, and they hadn't no pointers nor no wo
man on the top, and instead of the glass kivcr,
there was long chunks o' glass hanging down
all round them like icicles round the nose of
our pump in the winter time. I give one on
'em a little lift jist to find out what it was, but
the glasses begun to jingle so that it scared me
out of a year's grovvih, and I sot it down agin
mightv quick I can tell you.

Wai, after a while I begun to grow fidgety,so
I sot down on a setee all covered over with alii-
ney cloth like the chairs, but I guess I hopped
up agin spry enough. I never saw any thing
giv an the seat did. I thought at first that I was
a sinking clear through to the floor, clothes and
all. It makes me fidgety to be shut up in a
room alone, so I begun to fix a jjttle, but all I
could do, them new cassamere pantaloons that
Judy White made for me, would keep a slippin
up eenemost to the lop of my boots. I dont see
how on arid the chaps in New York keep their
trouaers legs down BO sleek one would think
thoy had been dipped into 'em as marm makes

her taller candles, they fit so. Wai, after I'd
worked long enough on the tame! things, 1
went up to a wbapper of a looking glass that
reached eencrmost from the top to the bottom
o' the room, and iist took a peep at a chap
about my size On t*ogthcr side. I tell you what
it is, the feller warnt to be sneezed at on a rai-
ny day, if he did come from the country, tho*
for a sixfooler he looked mighty small in that
big looking glass. I guess you'd a laughed to
a seen him trying to coax his dickey to curl
over she edge of that plaguey stiff bombazine
stock that marm made, and to a seen him a
pulling down them narrcr shirt risbonda so as
to make them stick out under his cuff, and a
slicking down his hair on each side of his face
with both hands; but it wouldn't stay though.
Nothing on arth but a hog is so contrary as a
fellers hair when it once gets to sticking up, I
do think, I'd fixed up pretty smart, consider-
ing, and was jest sticking my breast pin a lit-
tle more in sight, when the door opened and
cousin Mary come in. If I hadn't known it
was" her, I'm sartin I shouldn't a known her
no more than nothing, she was so puckered up.
She had a silk frock ruffled round the bottom,
and her hair hung in great long black curls'
down her neck, eenanfost to her bosom,and she
had a gold chain wound all round her head, be-
sides one a hanging about her neck, and her
waist warnt bigger round than a.pint cup. I
never was so struck up in my life, as I was to
see her. Instead of coming up and giving me
a good shake o' the . hand or a buss—there
wouldn't a bin any harm in't as we were cous-
ins—she put one. font fored a little, and drew
t'other back kind o' catereomering, and then
she sort o' wiggled her shoulders, and bent for-
ed and made a curchy, city fashion. SPZ I to
myself, " If that's what you're up to, I'll jest
show you, that we've had a dancing school in
Weathersfield since you left it, Misa Bebee."—
So I put out my right foot and drew it up inlo
the holler of the Other foot, and let my arms
drop down a sort a perpendicular, and bent for.
ed—jest as a feller shuts a jack knife when he's
afeard of cutting his fingers—and keeping my
eyes fixed on her face, though I had to roll 'em
up a little, I reckon I give her a purty reep >c-
table sample of a Wethergfield bow to match
her York curches.

"Pray be seated Mr. Slick," scz sho, a screw,
ing her mouth up into a sort of smile; but I
want agoing to be behind hand with her, so I
puclwrud up my mouth too, thougti it was aw.
ful hard work, and •• sez I," aftur you is man.
ners for me, Miss Bebee. With that she sot
down in one of the rocking chairs and stuck her
elbow on her arm and lei her head drop into her
hand as if she warnt more than half alive, and
sez she,—

"Take an ottoman Mr. Slick "
I guess I turned red enough for I had'nt no

ide what she ment, but I sot down on one of the
footstools at a venter, and then she said.

"How do Mr. and Mrs. Slick do ? I hope the*
arc well."

I felt my ebenczer a getting up to hear her
call her husband's own uncle and aunt 6uch
stuck up names, and sez I,—

"Your uncle and aunt are perty smart so as
to be jogging about, thank you Miss Bebee."
I had'nl but jist got the words out of my mouth
when there was a bell ringing so to make me
jump up, and in a minute, arter cousin John
came in.

[The dinnef to Mr. Slick.]
"Wai, I see you've found the way cousin

Slick," sez he. " Mary, my dear, is dinner
ready?" She had'nt time to speak before two
great doors slid into the partition, and there was
another room jiat as much like the one we was
in, as two peas in a p6d. A, table was sot in
the middle of the room, all covered with rale
china dishes, and first rate glass tumblers, and
a silver thing to set the pepper box in—you
haint no ide how stilish it was. But as true as
you live, there stood that etarnal nigger close
bv the table as large as life. I did'nt know
what to make on it, but sez I to myself, if cous.
in John's got to be an abolitionist and expects
me to eat with a nigger, he'll find himself mis.
taken, I'll be darned todarnation if he dont ! —
But I need'nt a got so wrathy, the critter did'nt
offer to set down he only stood there to get any-
thing that we wanted.

" Do you take verminsilly, Mr. Slick ?" say
Misa Bebee, biting off her words as if she wa"
afraid they'd burn her. With that sho took th"
kiver off one of tfie tushes, aud begun to lad!0
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THE GEM AND LAD1E
out Pome soup with a great silver dipper
bright as a new fifty cent piece.

U N« thark von,11 says I, " but I'll take some
of that are soup instead, if you've no objection "
The critter was jist beginning to pucker up her
mouth again aeif she'd found out something to
poke fun at, but cousin John looked at her so
etarnal cro68 that she was glad to choke in I
suppose cousin.John see that I felt dreadful un-
uasy, so he said, kjnd a ceaxmg, she meant ver-
minsilly soup, cousin Slick. Let her help you
to some, I'm sure you'll like it.

"Wai," says I, " I don't care if I do." So I
took up a queer looking spoon that lay by my
plate, and tried to eat, but all I could do would
keep a runing through the spoon into the dish
again. I tried and tried to get one good mouth,
ful, but I might jiet as well have determined to
dip up the Connecticut river in a sieve, and the
most I could git was two or three sprangles of
little White that I stired up from the bottom of
the plate, that did'nt taste bad, but to save my
life I couldn't make out what they were made but
of. Arter I'd been a fishing, and diving ever so
long, a trying to git one g"Otl Npoonlul, so that
I could tell What it was, I looked up, and there
was the nigger showing his teeih, and rolling
about hiB eyes like a black cat in the dark. It
made me wrathy, for I surmized that he was
larfing to see me a working so lo git a mouth
ful of something to eat. I couldn't hold in any
longer, so I jumped up and flung down the
epoon upon the floor, as spiteful as could be, and
eez I to ihe nigger, "What doyou stand a grin.
ing at there woolly head, go and gil nte a spoon
that hamt got no slits in it, I'd as lief eat with
a rake as that are thing ?"

" Ha ha haw,1' larfed out the etarnal black
varmint, " I thought you would not make the
foik hold."

With that Miss Bobce giggled right out. and
ceusin John looked as if he would a burst to
keep from larfiog to.

" Stop your noise, sir," says he to the ni; gcr,
"pick up the Cork, and give Mr. Slick a spoon."

I begun to feel awful streaked, lean tell you,
but I sot down agin, and took up the realspoon,
which lay on a kind of towel folded up by my
plate, and I begun to eat, without saying a
word, though I'd a given a silver dollar if they
would a let me got up and licked the nigger.

Wai, arter I'd got a good mouthful of the
soup, I couldn't make oui what it was made of,
for I couldn't remember of ever seeing the name
Misa Btbce called it by, in the dictionary.—
Maybe it'4) Latin, says I lo myself, and then I
tried to think over what it could mean, and if
nobody had told me what the definition was in
the Latin school which you sent me to %h ere in
Weathersfield. Verminsilly ! Verminsilly ! Ver.
niinsilly ! kept a running through my head all
the time. I kDcw what silly meant well enuf,
and then it popped into my head, all at once,
4hat -vermin comes front the Latin cermi'ff,which
means worms. Worm soup ! my gracious, the
very idea of it made rne tee! awful bad at the
stomach. But I mi^hMhave known it by tiic
locks a>'d I should it I'd »ver heard of such a
thing, for the liitle slim critters swimming
round rn the liquor, looked as much like angle
worms boiled down white, as could be. Alter
I found out what it waa made of I rattier guuss
they didn't caich me a catingany more of their
vermineilly soup—so I pushed it away half a-
across the table, and wiped my mouth purty
considerably with my pocket handkerchief.—
The nigger took t ie whole on't away, and I
-declare I was glad enough to git rid of it.

"What on earlh have they put this towelhere
for!" says I lo myself; and then I stole a sly look
over to Cousin Bebee, lo see if he'd got one, or
if they only j»ave towels to company. Cousin
John had{ nne ji*t like mine, but lie'd spread it
out on hie lap no I jisi took up mine and coy.
rrcd over my carsameres with it loo. •

Considering there was no onions on the table,
I made ou ] a party fair dinner. I waa a begin,
ning to think ab»ut moving when the nigger
brought a lot of blue glass bowls about half full
of water, and so*, one down by each of us.
What these could be for, I kept a bright ook
oat to see what cousin John did, and when I
•aw him dip his fingers into his bowl and wipe
cm on a sort of red towel which the nigger
brought along with the bowls, I jist went over
the same manoeuvre an natural a« life,

Wai, while we Wore talking about the banks
and general Jackborrs dying t ff so that coot of
nigger cleared the table right off as slick as a
wkiftijf and afore I hardly knew what the ful.

low was up to he come alon<r and set down a
set of decanters, and two cider bottles with the
necks all covered over with sheet lead and then
he brought two buskels made out of silver, one
on'em was filled chuck full of orangeB and toth.
er was heaped up with great purple grape* I
declare il'enamosl made my mouth water to see
the great'bunches hanging over the'edge of the
baskrt. •• l'djustput a whopper on the little chi-
na plate which the feller set for me and was
considering whether jl would be gen4eel t6 cut
the grapes intwo with the cunning little siver
knife which was put by the plate when all at
once, pop went something 'onamost as loud as
a pistol close by me. I jumped up about the
quickest I can tell you, but it was only a Nig.
ger a opening one of the cider bottles ; he pour-
ed some but for me in a great liing glass with a
spjndlc neck and I drunk it all at a coupple of
swallows without stopping to breathe. Byjin-
go! but it was capital cider ; arter I'd drunk
one glaw I hegun to fepl as spry as a cricket.—
Here, snowball "says I" give U9 another ; these
glasses are awful small now, I like to drink ci-
der out of a pint mug.

"Take care,!' says cousin Bebee, "I'm afeard
you'll find tho cider, as you call it, rather apt to
get into your head."

" Not a bit of it." says I, '* I can stand a
quart any day. Here, cousin Mary, take an-
other glass, you haint forgot old times have
you 1 though I spose they don't have applecuts
and quiltings here in York do they ?"

I don't remember what she said, but I know
this, my eyes begun to grow allfired bright, and
afore 1 go' up to go home, that nigger must
have put more than twenty baskets of grapes on
[he ial>le, and the oranges seemed to grow big-
ger and bigger every mmit. and I know there
wur more than three times as many glasses and
decanters on the table, as there was at first. I
ruirier think it was purty nigh tea time when I
got up to go back to the sloop agin. I insisted
on giving cousin Mary a buss afire I wont; and
I won't be sartin, but I kinder seem to remern.
ber shaking hands with the nigger, consarn
him. jiat afore I went down the steps.

I don't feel very bright this morning, and I
begin to think that maybe I shall come back lo
Weathersfield arter all. The York cider don't
see in to agree with me. I shall send this letter
to the new Express, that I was a telling of, and
if the editors don't tiiink I can make a living
out of writing letters, I shall come home agin
in the sloop. • *

Your loving son,
JONATHAN SLICK.

The Aurora Islands.—The re-discivery of
the Aurora Islands by the New York Exploring

i Expedition ^reales considerable interest here,
and it apbiai'«Jncredible that six islands in the
longitude trf mo Janeiro, and latitude 53 dig.
21 miii., snould have remained lo this period,
when so many navigators have cruised express-
ly for them, without being known.

They were originally discovered in 1679,
sine-3- when, mouths have been spent in seaiuh-
ing for them, in vain, and they have been ex-
cluded from the latest charts.

Cum. Sullivan, the English naval comman-
der on this sialion, applied to S. E. Burrows,
Esq. of New York, the proprietor of the expe-
dilioh, for the particulars of the discovery, which
were furnUhed and forward d to the British
Government, with a high compliment to the A-
mericau spirit of enterprise.

Com. Sullivan has despatched a Government
vessel to the Faulkland Islands, to proceed to
the Auroras as soon as ihe season will permit ;
and hereafter the vuvager will not be exposed
to being wrecked without knowing his danger,
where death U certain, and where many have
doubtless parished.—Glasgow paper.

Hon. Joseph M White.—The death of this
distinguished and gifted individual is an event
of no ordinary import; few men of hiR age fill,
ed so wide a space by his industry, his attain,
ment9 and his usefulness; and his death will
leave a void that will be most sensibly felt, not
only in this country but Europe. We are not
prepared to record a hiotory of his life, or to
pronounce on his death an eulogy. Knowing
him as we did, and knowing how well and ex
tensively he was known by a wide circle,in both
hemispheres, we leave to abler and more com-
petent pens the record of hia many virtues. All
we feelrable to say at present is, that "a shining
star has gone out," that Joseph M. White of
Florida, it deed .'—Star.

ANECDOTE OF EMMET.
Some years age, a journeyman saddler in New

York, by his industry and economy, had aecu-
mulated a few hundred dollars in money, be re-
solved to establish himself in busines, in an ad-
jacent village. After securing a situation for a
shop, he returned to the city with $200 to buy
hia stock. He put up at one of the public hous-
es, kept by N—--W , and confiding in the
integrity of the landlord, put the money into his
hands for safekeeping, till he should call for it.
He then traversed the city in search of a favora-
ble chance to purchase his stock, and after find,
ing that which suited him, he returned to his
quarters, a:id called for his money. "Your mo-
ney !" said the landlord, " you put no money i»
my hands." He had no evidence of the fact,
and finding all his efforts to induce his host to
give up. ihe money were fruitless, the despond-
ing and indigent saddler repaired to Mr. Emmet
for counsel. After hearing a statement of the
facts, and taking such measures as satisfied him
thai ihe saddler was a man of the strictest in-
tegrity, he rebuked him for putting his money
into such hands, without evidence ; " but," said
he, "if you will do as I tell you, I will obtain
your money for you." The saddler very readi-
ly promised a strict obedience to his directions.
"Well." said Emmet, "go back lo the landlord
and tell him, when no one is present, that you
owe him an apoLogV'—that you have found your
money, and was mistaken in supposing that you
put it into his hands ; you will then return to
me." The saddler did so, and the landlord ex.
pressed great satisfaction, that the saddler had
discovered his mistake.

Mr. Emmet then gave the saddler $200 and
told him to go and deposite it in the hands of
the landlord, but before you enter the house,
procure some gentleman of respectability, tn go
in and call for a glass of beer, and request him
then to take his seat and carelessly pass away
the lime in reading the newa till you arrive.—
You will then enter the room, and, in his pres-
ence, tell the landlord you now wish him to
take the $200 for safekeeping till you call for
it. This done, the saddler again returned to
Mr. Emmet, who directed him ts continue his
lodging at the house for two days, and be regu-
lar at his meals ; and then when no one is pres-
ent, tell the landlord you will lake your money.
This the saddler did, and the unsuspecting land,
lord without hesitation refunded the money,
which the saddler restored to Mf. Emmet, who
directed him to take a good witness with him,
and go and demand the $200—which you de-
livered in his hands for safekeeping in the
presence .of the gentleman who called for the
beer.

The saJdler accordingly proceeded to the
house in company with another gentleman, and
demanded his money. "Your money," said the
astonished land! rd, " I have just haYided it to
yon " " No sir," replied the saddler, " I have
not received my money, and if you refuse lo de.
liver it to me, I shall lake measures to obtain
it." The landlord dared him " to do his b st,"
and Mr. Emmet instituted a. suit against him
in favor of ihe saddler. The landlord finding
himself outwitted, paid the two hundred dollars.

Mankind al the beginning of the fifteenth cen-
tury had neither looked into heaven nor earth,
neither into the land or the sr.a, as they have
done since; they had philosophy without expe-
riment, mathematics without instruments, ge-
ometry without scales, astronomy without dem-
onstration ; they made war without powder,
shot, cannon, mortars—nay, the mob made their
bonfires without squibs or cracker* ; 'they went
lo sea without the compass, and sailed without
the needle; they viewed the stars without tele-
scopes, and measured altitudes without barome-
ters ; learning had no printing presses, writing
no paper, no ink; Lhe lover was forced to serai
his mistress a deal board for a letter, and a bil.
letdoux might be the_size of an ordinary trench-
er ; they were clothed without manufacture*,
and their richest rubes were the skins of tho
most formidable monsters; they carried on their
trade without books, and their correspondence
without posts; their merchants kept no ac-
counts, their shop-keepers no cash books; they
had surgery without anatomy, and physicians
without materia medica; they gave emetios
without ipecacuanha, and cured agues wilhatt
bark.

The end of the World.—Tho Philadelphia
'World'has it oP(>«d.
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AMULET.

SATURDAY, OCTOBER 19, 1839.

Thanksgiving.—The 28th inst. is lo be obser-
ved as a day-of pub^c thanksgiving in N< Jer-
sey, New York, Connecticut, Massachusetts,
Maine, and, we believe, Rhode Island. Dec.
5th, in Vermont and New Hampshire. .In Wis-
consin the 24th Oct. was observed.

ItpCapt. Ross has sailed from London in com.
mand of another Antarctic Exploring Expedi-
tion. Preparation has been made for a three
years voyage.

ICP H. B. M. brig Serpent, Capt. Robt. Gore
arrived at Nev York, on Sunday, from Por
Royal 1st ult, and Havana 16ih, with his Ex-
cellency Sir Lionel Smith, late Governor oMa-
maica.

Capital.—Two able bodied fellows attempting
to steal corn, in New Hampshire, were set upon
by the fanner, and, under threat of exposure,
made to do a day's husking gratis!.

O* Tho New Haven Herald states that the
Rev. Win. A. Lamed was elected Professor of
Rhetoric in Yale College a few days since.

(ET Mr. Washburn, at Suffield, Connecticut,
has raised 600 pounds^f squashes from ONE
seed I ^

Scene in a School Room— "Young Gentle,
nien, I will now explain to you the distinction
between the active and passive verbs. An ac-
tive verb expresses action, as, John struck Asa.
A passive verb, the receiving iif an action, as,
Asa was struck. You perceive the distinc-
tion—the nominative being in one case active
and in the other passive; John struck Asa; Asa
was struck. Now will you tell me the passive
verb ?_Joim struck Asa. What did Asa do ?"
"Dunno." "Next." " I dunno, sir." "Why,
can't any of you tell?" " E'es I can tell."
" That's right? you are an honor to your class,
and a source of pride 10 your respectable pa-
rents. Well, what is it? What's the passive
verb?—John struck Asa—what did Asa do?"
" I guess he gin him a tarnal flogging. I
should." '

The Jews in Russia.—Hitherto the §tle of citi
zens of the first class could not be held by the
Jews in Russia. The Emperior has just issued
an order to the Minister of the interior, by
which this title may be held for any eminent
service rendered to the Slate, either in art, sci-
ence manufactures, trade, or otherwise.—Ex
press.

Queer Fixins.—The Shefiffof Attala county,
Mississippi, in order to postpone the adniinis.
tration of justice, when called on by the court
lo open the same by crying " O yes ! O yes !"
6aid " O no ! O no !" and handed a bit of paper
resigning his office. Yet he is a candidate for
re-eleciiun 1—Star.

A Queer Codger.—A remarkable birth took
place recently at Marietta. The wife of James
Codger gave birth to a male infant without a
head ; and wbai is more siran::e, it was born a-
live and survived its birth over two hours.—
Louisville Jour.

Pedestruinism.—A woman in Ohio won abet
of ten dollars, by walking fifty n»iU*s in nine
hours, the other day. Her ga.ldinj; might be
made profitable to her husband, and reverse the
usual couree of such things,

In Limbo— Win. Moore was this morning a-
rcsitd in the 4th Ward for attempting to vote
a t-ccorid lime, and is now in prison. The po.
)irc onVrrs are in chase of several others.—
Com. Adv.

The Governor of New Jersey has appointed
Thursday the 28th day of November, msiant,
as a day of public Thanksgiving and Praisa, in
that State.

A good 'un.—Why is an ext avagaut wife like
the feub.Treasury Bill?

Because she has the

THE LYING SERVANT.
There lived in Swabia a certain lord, pious,

just, and wise, to whose lot it fell to have a ser-
vant-man, a great rogue, and above all, addict-
ed to the vice of lying- The name of the lord
is not in the story, therefore the reader need
not trouble himself about it.

The knave was given to boast of his wond-
rous travels. Ho had visited countries which
were no where to be found on the map, and seen
things which mortal eye never beheld. He
would lie through the twentv-four hours of the
clock—for he dreamed falsehoods in-his sleep,
to the truth of which he swore when lie was a-
wake. His lord was a cunning and virtuous
man, and used to see the lies in the variety
mouth, BO that#he was often caught—hung as \l
were, in his own untruths, as in a trap. Nev-
ertheless he persisted still t!ie more in his lies,
andwhen any one said, " How ran that he?"
he would answer, with fierce oaths aijd protes-
tations, that so it was. He swore, stone and
bone, and might the , and BO forth ! Yet
was the knave useful in the household, quick
and handy ; therefore he was no], disliked of his
lord, though verily a great liar,.

It chanced, one pleasant day in Spring, after
the rains had fallen heavily, and swollen much
the floods, that the lord and'the knave rode out
together, and their way passed through a shady
and silent forest. Suddenly appeared an old
and well grown fox. "Look!" exclaimed the
master of the knave, "look, what a huge beast!
Never before have I seen a reynard so large !"
" Doth this beast surprise thee by its hugeness?"
replieth straight the serving groom, casting his
eye slightly on. the animal, as he fled for fear a-
way into the cover of the brakes;, "by stone
and bone, I have been in a kingdom whrrc the
foxes are as big as the bulls in this!" Where-
upon, hearing so vast a lie, the lord answered
calmly, but with mockery in his heart, " In that
kingdom there must be excellent lining for
cloaks, if furriers can there be found well to
dress skins so large!"

And so they rode on—the lord in silence, but
soon he began to sigh heavily. Sifll he seemed
to wax more and more sad in spirits, and his
sigh grew deeper and more quick. Then in-
quired the knave of the lord, what sudden af-
fliction or cause of sorrow, had happened. "A-
las !" replied the wily master, " I trust in heav-
en's goodness that neither of us two hat.h to-
day, by any.frowardness of fortune, chanced to
say the thing which is not; for, assuredly, he
that hath en done must this day perish." The
knave, on hearing these doleful words, and per-
ceiving real sorrow to be depicted on the pale,
ness of his master's countenance, instantly felt
as if his ears grew more wide, that not a word*
or syllable of so strange a discovery might es-
cape his troubled sense. And so,* with eager
exclamations, he demanded of the lord to ease
his suspense, and to explain why so cruel a
doom was now about to fall upon companiona-
ble liars.

"Hear,» then, dear knave,," answered the lord,
to the earnestness of his servant, "since thou
must needs know, hearken ! and may no trouble
come to thee from what I shall say. To-day
we ride far, and in our way is a vast and heavy
rolling flood, of which the ford is narrow, and
the pool is deep; to it hath heaven given the
power of sweeping down into its dark holes
all dealers in falsehood, who may rashly ven-
ture to put themselves^ within its trulhlloving
current! But to him who hath told no lie,there
is no fear of this river. Spur we our horses,
knave, for to-day our journey must be long."

Then the knave thought, long, indeed, must
the journey be for some who are here; and as
he sourred, he sighed heavier and deeper than
his master had done before him, who now went
gaily on ; nor ceased he to cry, •' Spur We our
horses, knave, for to-day our journey must be
long."

Then came they to a brook. Its waters were
small, and its channel such as a boy might leap
across. Yet nevertheless, the groom began to
tremble, and lalteringly ,asked, " Is this now
the river where harmless liars must perish 7"
••This, oh no!" replied the lord: "this is but
a brook, no liar need tremble here." Yet was
the knave not wholly assured, and stammering,
he said, " My gracious lord, thy servant now
bethinks him that he today hath made a fox
too huge; that of which he spake was verily
not so large as an ox, but, atone and bone, as
big as a good sized roe /"

The lord replied, with wonder in his tone,
"What of this fox concerneth me ? If large
or email, I care not. Spur we our horses, for
to day our journey must be long."

Long, indeed, still thought the serving-groorn,
and in sadness he crossed the brook. Then
they came to. a stream running quickly through
a green meadow, the stones showing themselves
in many places above its frothy water. The
varlet ntarled, and cried aloud, " Another ri-
ver ! surely of rivers there is to.day no end :
was it of this thou talkediBt heretofore ?" " No*"
replied the lord, «' not of this." And more he
said not: yet marked he with inward gladness
his servant's fear. "Because, in good truth,"
rejoined the knave, " It is on my conscience to
give thee note, that the fox of which^I spake
was not bigger than a calf!" "Large or small,
let me not be troubled with thy fox: the beast
concernelh not me at all."

As they quitted the wood, they perceived a
river in the way, which gave signs of having
been swollen by the rains, and on it was a boat.
' 'This, then, js the doom of liars(" said the
knave, and he looked earnestly towards the pas.
sago-craft. " Be informed, my good lord( that
reynard was not larger than a fatweddcr sheep! "
The lord seemed angr̂ fc and answered. *'This
is not vet the grave ,of falsehood : why torment
one with this fox ? Rather spur our horses, for
we have far to go." " Stone and bone" said the
knave to himself, "the end of my journey ap
proacheth1"

Now the day declined, and the shadows of the
travellers lengthened on the ground^ but darker
than the twilight was the face of the knave.-—
And as the wind rustled the trees, he ever and
anon turned pale, and inquired of his master if
the noise-were of a torrent or stream of water.
Still, as the evening fell, his eyes strove to dis.
cover the course of.a winding river. But noth-
ing of the soct could he discern ; so that his
spirits began to revive, and ho was fain to join
in discourse with the lord. But the lord held his
peace, and looked as one who expects an evil
thing.

Suddenly the way became steep, and they de-
scended into a low and woody valley, in which
was a broad and black river, creeping fearfully
along, hke the dark stream of Lethe, without
bridge or boat to be seen near. " Alas ! alas !"
cried the knave, and the anguish oozed from
the pores of his pale face. "Ah! miserable
me ! this then is the river in which liars must
perish !" " Even so," said the lord; " this is the
stream of which I spake ; but the ford is sound
and good for true men. Spur we our horses,
knave, for night approacheth, and we have yet
far to go."

" My life is dear to me," said the troubling
servant man ; "and thou knowe6t that wore it
lost, my wife would be disconsolate. In since,
rity, then, I declare that the fox which I saw in
the distant country was not larger than he who
fled from us in the wood this morning!"

Then laughed the lord aloud, and said, " Ho,
knave! wert thou afraftj of thyJife? and will
nothing cure thy lying? la not falsehood, which
kills the soul, worse than death, which has
mastery only over the body ? This river is r.o
more than any other, nor hath it power such as
I feigned. The ford is safe, and the waters
gentle as those we have already passed ; but
who shall pass thee over the shame of this day,
in it thou must needs sink unless penitence
come to help thee over, and cause thee to look
back on the gulf of thy lies, as on a danger
from which thou hast been delivered by heaven's
grace," And as he railed against his servant,
the lord rode on into the water, and both in safe,
ty reached the opposite shore. Then vowed the

| knave by "stone and bone," that from that time
forward he would duly measure his-words, and
glad was he so to escape. Such is the story of
the tying servant and the merry lord, by which
let the reader profit —London Magazine.

Oil,—Pure sperm oil, whether summer, fall,
or winter strained, invariably burns well if the
temperature is not colder than at the time it
was pressed. There are no poor sperm whales.
All the oil procured from them burns well, and
without foujing the wick. When people, there,
fore, find the wicks of their lamps "gummed
up," as the phrase is, they may be sure they
have been imposed, upon by black fish oil,
which is not worth more th n fifty cents, per'
gallon.-rJV;. Y. Sun.

Earl Durham is to b$ sent ambassador extra-
ordinary to Tnrkey. 4
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THE GEM AND
T H E T H R E E STORY H O U S E .

A very amusing and instructive sketch un-
der this title, by Miss A M. F. BUCHANAN, ap-
pears in a late number of the Lady's Book. It
opens wilh a colloquy between Doctor Harris, a
young physican, established in good practice in
a small country town, and hi9 pretty little wife,
whom he had married and brought from a die.
tant city, a few weeks before. They are pre.
paring to choose between a snug, pretty cottage,
and a huge three story house, to which the bride
has taken a fancy. The husband urges that it
is altogether too large ; that it is badly built,
and of poor materials ; that it has been occupi-
ed an a public house, and was then much abu-
sed ; and that it is terribly out of repair. The
wife answers that they need not use the whole;
that the owner has agreed to put it in repair;
and that she ou^bt to liave her own way. Of
course the husband yields, and now for the se-
quel.

Agreeably to the lady's decision, the three
story house was taken, and the necessary re-
pairs were made. Mrs. Harris1 handsome new
furniture arrived, and was duly moved into it.
The room,s were well planned, and showed eve-
ry thing to the best advantage. The fresh pa.
per and paint were so skilfully put on, that no
one would have suspected the walls to have been
cracked, and'^he wood worm eaten under them.
The yiung couple received a great many visits,
and a number of complimentary remarks were
made as to the fine style in which they had set
up. Things went on so well for a while, that
the doctor began to feel, quite satisfied with his
bargain.

•• My head aches terribly through want of
sleep," said Louisa, one morning, after they had
been at housakeeping a month or two ; "the
winds in this part of the world must be partic
ularly violent; did you ever hear such a noise
as they kept up before the rain came on ?"

" Or rather the windows in this house must
be particularly loose," answered her husband ;
41 no wonder their rattling kept you awake. I
expected every one on this range to fall in. I
must have wedges put into them all. I can't
risk my knife and pocket comb again. Upon
my word, I stuck the wrong comb into this one
by mistake, and here is your brother Frank's
parting present, broken into twenty pieces.—
The ivory could not bear such incessant jarring,
and the gold plate wilh his motto has fallen in-
to the street, I suppose. Poor Frank 1 I would?
not have had it happened for the price of*two
windows 1"

"It is a pity, indeed, but accidents will hap-
pen," returned Mrs. Harris, going out of the
room. A loud exclamation from her, brought
the doctor aft r her to the stairs. " My car.
pet! my beautiful Venetian !—it is utterly ruin-
ed!" cried she. The night's rain had drjven
in under the door, and the handsome hall car.
pet so much admired for the fineness and thick-
ncse of its texture, and the beauty and excellent
contrasts of its colors, was indeed ruined. The
water had been soaking in for hours, and the
colors had run one into another, till there was
not a distinct hue left.

The docior examined the door. "There is
no dasher on it," said he ; there are marks of
one, but it must have been broken off long ago.
It is strange I did not think of it before. When
I looked at the White Cottage, I noticed partic.
ularly that every outside door was furnished
with a good one. I must have one made for
this."

•' Yes ! now when the carpet is spoiled," said
Louisa; " I am so vexed I could^almosl cry."

" Spare'your tea[s, my love," returned her
husband ; " if we get through this year in this
house without further mishaps than these of
the comb and carpet, I shall be perfectly con-
tent."

Louisa's acquaintance condoled with her ve-
ry kindly on the misfortune of her carpet, and
she had begun tp feel reconciled to it, when a
family of her city friends arrived in the village,
to whom it was necessary that she should show
particularattention. They were very fashion -
abie people, and she determined on doing all
that was to be done inlhe bast manner possible.
By way of beginning, she projected a dinner

tarty' . P . .
"There is some satrsfaction in entertaining

here," arid she to the doctor ; " every lliinft ia
00 cbeap that it can be done handsomely, with-
out danger of exceeding a very moderate in-

The dinner was to be a very large one, and#s

it was to be the first of the kind Louisa had ever
undertaken, she considered her credit very much
concerned in its success. Contrary to the usu-
al experience of housekeepers, when they aim
at something extraordinary, her preparations
were got over without a single mistake or disap.
pointment. She executed the dessert entirely
herself,, and was eminently successful. The
custards were every thing they should have
been, the pastry beyond praise, and the jellies a
chefd'eeuvre. At last it was time for her to go
and dress, but before she went, she gave minute
directions for laying the table.

"The dinner-set is desperate dusfy," said
Susan, her right hand woman. " I guess it'll
have to be brought into the kitchen to be
cleaned."

"The dining room closers certainly do draw
in a deal of dust," said Louisa; " but don't take
the things out. Wipe them off, and pile them
on the second and third shelves till you need
them, and when you have done that, set the
dessert in also. If it is left on the sideboard it
will attract the flies into the room."

The guests assembled fast, and Louisa was
watching for an opportunity to go out and give
her last orders to Susan, when a sudden crash
that shook ths house and caused half the com.
pany to start from their seals, sounded from the
direction of the dining room. In an instant,
the doctor's boy appeared at the back parlor
door, ejaculating " Mrs. Harris ! oh ! Mrs. Har-
ris!" wilh his lips as bloodless as his teeth, and
Louisa escaped afier him. When she had
reached the dining room, she saw the former
contents' of the cupboard lying on ,the floor, lit-
erally a heap of ruins. Her beautiful dinner-set
which had caused her so many an anxious search
oVer the city, her rich cut glass, Aunt Jane's
elegant present, and her admirable dessert all
crashed irito one mass !

" The second shelf gave away first, and the
weight of that broke down the other!" cried Su-
san, wringing her hands ; " I never did see such
rotten boards in all my life !" !

Dr: Harris, who had come out and Wa'sf trying
to comfort his wife, went forward to examine:
'• I am amazed they could have held up so long,
said he; " the stays are absolutely eaten into
dust, except merely on the surface. No won-
der they could not support such a quantity of
ware, particularly that of heavy cut glass."

But there was no time now for larrientations
The doctor was Obliged to go to the stores and
send home such dishes as he could find—a med.
ley of dingy reds, gruens, and browns, the ugli
est, vulgarest looking things imaginable ; and
Louisa had to smooth her face and try to relate
the history of the disaster creditably to the com.
pany, and to give zest to her dessert of preserved
raspberries and cream by administering them
•vith an extra degree of grace and amiability.

Shortly after tins, Susan came to Mrs. Har-
ris one morning, with looks of great trouble
and perplexity, and said, "I'll have to move
my bed out of the third story, ma'am; I can't
stand it any longer."

"Just as you please, Susan; you know it
was your own choice to go there ; you preferred
it to sleeping over the kitchen. But whai's the
matter that you are tired of it ?"
' "Why, indeed, Mrs. Harris, as sure as the
world, the house is haunted."

'Nonsense! nonsense! Susan"
" It must be, indeed, madam; I've heard such

queer noises. Fur several nights past there
seemed to be somebody walking up and down
the balcony, and the window.of the room back
of mine would raise, and I could here some
shuffling dver the floor, and every now and then
there would be a moan enough to make any
one's hair stand on end."

Louisa laughed at Susan, and knowing the
superstition common among people of her
class, she thought no more about the matter.

One evening of the same week, the doctor
was called away to visit a patient at such a dis-
tance that hefcould not bo expected to return
home before morning. Louisa folt some tre.
rnors at the idea of spending the night with so
many empty rooms aroimd her, but pride would
not allow her to exhibile ally timidity, and
though Susan offered to sleep near her, she de-
clined, and resolutely locking the door of rhe
chamber, she retired to bed. She was almost
in a doze, when, just at the witching time of
night, she was startled by a succession of nois-
es, which must have been the very same that
had frightened SuBan. First, there were steps
ori the third story balcony, then a window was

raised, and then she plainly heart) some one
move almost over-head, The- sounds were too
distinct-1—she could not be mistaken. Her first
impulse was to alarm the servants, but tfyey
were at Euch a distance off, and to run the risk
of being attacked' in the passage, it was not to
jbe thought of.- She lay still and listened. Every
story she had ever heard nf robbery and murder,
came into her head. -For two or three hours,at
irregular intervals, she. heard movements on
the floor above, and sounds that Susan would
have called groaning, and yet there was no ap-
proach to the tenanted parts of the house. If
the intruder was human, robbery certainly
eould not be his object;but what then Gould it
be ? In spite of established convictions, she *
began to question whether it might not besome-
thing supernatural, Towards dawn, she heard
the window again raise, and the sound of steps
on the balcony,but she was too much weakened
with terror to rise, and when her husband came
home, not long after, she was really ill. He
went at her request to examine the primises,
but finding no indications of the rooms having
had an occupant, he attributed the whole affair
to her imagination, and was vexed that she had
allowed herself to be so overcome by it.

Louisa, however, insisted on its reality, and
the doctor consented to her entreaties that he
would watch the next night. Much to his surr
prise, immediately after he had fixed himself
on guard, she directed his attention to the very
sounds that had caused her alarm. When all
was again hushed, he took a lamp in one hand
and his pistols in the other, to mount to the
third story; and Louisa, like a good wife, ready
to share the dangers of her husband, stole after
him. He softly pushed open the door of the
balcony room, and attempting to enter, he stum,
bled across the body of a man lying close to it.
"Who is here?—who are you?—what do you
want ?" asked the doctor, among1 other signifi-
cant queries, common on such occasions.

"Let me be!" returneda weak, squealing
voice; " Git out wi'you!—it's my room—I'll let
you know it is !"

"Upon my word, it is old Billy Snikes !" ex.
claimed the doctor, at first looking surprised,
and then bursting into a laugh ; "the mystery
about his lodgings is solved at last!"

And Billy Snikes it really was—a poor old lu.
natic who for years had wandered about the vil-
lage during the day, but whose repository at
night had always been a matter of doubt. He
had been in the regular habit of climbing up the
balconies and sleeping where he was found, ev-
er since the last tenant had vacated, until with-
in a few months, when he had'been visiting in
the country—a circumstance which had delayed
the discovery.

" If we had been living in a house of more
propeT size, my dear, you might have been spar,
ed this fright," said the doctor; "I wonder what
disaster wil| come next."

His curiosity was soon gratified. Within a
few weeks a brick fell down the kitchen chim-
ney, and after grazing Susan's head, mashed
her foot so badly that she was laid up for near-
ly a month, and as no servant could be obtained
in her place, Louisa was obliged during all the
time to do the work of the house herself.

Then the time for making fires came on,and
it wss discovered that every chimuey in the
house smoked. Coal was not used in that sec-
tion of the country, and the doctor had a con.
stitutional horror of close stoves. Their rooms
from the smoke, and constantly keeping the
doors open to make the fires draw, were *o un.
com tollable, that their acquaintances ceased
in a great measure, to visit them. Louisa was
of asdeial turn, and for want of company be.
gaii to grow quite melancholly.

" Well, here is March at last," said she to her
husband ; "I suppose it will be warmer weather
now, and that we will have a chance to see
some one occasionally."

•• There is no dependence to b? placed in
March, my dear," returned the docior.

That very night the wind rose almost to a
tornado, and swept the roof entirely off the
house, and a good portion of the wall, and the
tops of the chimneys with it. The smoke of
course, was now beyond endurance, and there
was no resource but to look up their effects1 and
go out to board.

" I have heard," said Mrs. Harris, when this
had been concluded upon, " that Mrs. Joans in.
tends to break up house keeping, now since her
daughter is married. In that case, the White

e ullage will be let again* Suppose we apply for it?
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lUonroe County Common Schools.

The Superintendent of Common Schools has
appointed the following gentlemen a BOARD OF
VISITBRB of Common Schools for the County of
Monroe:

Rochester—Rev. Henry J. Whitehouse, Wm.
S. Bishop, Henry O'Reilly, Isaac R. Elwood,,
Samuel G. Andrews and Walter S. Griffith.

Gates—Henry E. Rochester.
Chili—George Brown.
Wheatiand—Ira Carpenter.
Riga—Jesse S. Church.
Ogden—Austin Spencer.
Gneee—Henry Clement.
Parma—Chauncey Knox.
Clnrkson—Henry R, Selden,
Sweden—Daniel Burroughs 'Jr. and Henry

P. Norton.
Rush— Alfred Jones and John P. Stull.
Mendon—Dr. Allen.
Henrietta—James Sperry.
Piltsfo/d—Alpheus Crocker.
Perinton—Lorenzo D. Ely.
Penfield—Leonard Adams.
Irondequoit—Myron Holley.
Brighton—Samuel D. Gould.
The following are the instructions of the Su.

perintendent to the Visitfrs. a ropy of which is
furnished each member of the Board, accompa-
nying his Commission:

Office of Superintendent of Com. Schools, \
ALBANY, Aug. 24, 1839. \

TO THK VISITERS OF COMMON SCHOOLS
FOR THE COUNTY OF MONROE:

GENTLEMEN—A commission similar to that
annexed lias been issued to each of the gentle-
men selected as VISITERS of Common Schools
for your counly. This appointment is made
under the authority of the 8lh Section of Chap.
330 of the Laws of 1839, relating to Common
Schools, which is as follows :

"§8. The SuperintendentofCommonSchooIs
may appoint such and so many persons as he
shall from time to time, deem necessary, to vis-
it and examine into the condition of the Com.
mon Schools in the counly where such persons
may reside, and report to the Superintendent
on all such matters relating to the condition of
such schools, and the means of improving them,
as he shall prescribe : but no allowance or com-
pensation phall be made to the said visiters for
such service."

The selections have been made from among
those gentlemen in each county, most distin-
guished for their devotion to the subject of Ed-
ucation, after consultation with the Members
of Assembly froirt such County. From your
known character as citizens, and the belief of
your diposuion to promote by all the means in
your power,the success of our Common Schools,
no doubt is entertained of your readiness to un-
dertake this ia»k. The provision that no com-
pensation shall be allowed, will give to y u r
labors that character of disinterested patriotism,
which will render them most effectual, and in-
spire the grsatest confidence in their results.—
The consequences which may he cxpccU-d to
flow from gentlemen of your chaiaeter person-
ally visiting the schools, enquiring into their
condition, combining your views and inlorma-
tmn, and promulgating the results, will be most
salutary, not only in the improvement of the
system, and in stimulating teachers, trustees
and other officers connected with its adminis-
tration, to furtlter and better efforts, but prinei-
pally and clmfly in exciting a general interest
throughout the community, in favor of an ob-
ject of such liansccndunt imporlance. In our
country, no object of common interest can bo
attained without the aid of a strong and deci-
ded public sentiment.

I.t the present condition of our schools, the
points that require particular attention, to in.
suie their complete success, are, first, to secure
the servici a of quiaified tcaclitrs ; second, to in.
sure the attendance of all the children ; and
third, to elevate the btandard of instruction.—
These objects can be attained only by awaken-
ing public attention to their importance, and
inducing parents to devote a small portion of
their time and their raoiey lo promoting them.
Parents must be convinced that cheap teachers,
o.annot be good teachers, until the maxims of
tho world undergo an entire change, and talents
and capacity ceaxe to iuaure large rewards—
When good teachers are obtained, the other re-
calls will naturally follow ; for they will be in.
•linod by every raotive to impart the highest de-
gree of jiasUucttun in their power, and thus the

necessity of having select schools (the antago.
nists of Common Schools.) will be obviated :
and the children of the republic will mingle in
their primary instruction, and learn practically
the great lessons of equality, for the security
of which, our political institutions are estab-
lished. The agency which is to accomplish
these purposes, is, therefore, the hearty co-op
eration of those who have children under their
charge. If those who have assumed the deep
reEponsibilites of parents, who love their chil-
dren, aud desire lo promote their happiness
here and hereafter, will but make the education
of their offspring, the subject of their own per.
sonal care, and will devote to it their attention,
and a very small proportion of their wealth—
infinitely small, when the object is compared
with others for which money is expended—we
shall have schoolB worthy of being the nurse-
ries of the .generation of freemen who are soon
to control the destinies of their country. To
impress upon parents the proper views of the
subject, much may be done by personal < xpla-
nation, and much by the manifestation of a live-
ly and general interest by the intelligent and
the wise, who haves realized and can appreciate
the bleB-ings of education. To tlna point,
therefore, I would invite your particular atten-
tion, as being worthy, of all our efforts. By
making the schools the subject of attention,vis.
itation and public discussion, we shall eK.vale
their importance in the estimate of all, and thus
arouse that individual care and exertion upon
which their success wholly depends.

[f it be practicable, it is very desirable, tha,
all the visitors'of a county shjuld meet togeth-
er before commencing their visitations, and ar-
range the mode of proceeding, and particularly
to. allot themselves among different divisions of
their county, so that a certain number may visit
the schools in two, three, or more towns, ac-
cording to,circumstances. To facilitate such a
meeting, the person who will be designated on
this circular, is requested to call a meeting of
ttie visitors of his county, at such time and
ul&ce ae'he may deem proper. If he should be
absent, or unable lo attend to the duty, the per-
son secondly named in such designation is re-
quested to call such meeting. But these gen-
tlemen will judge for themselves whether such,
a preliminary meeting is expedient, having re-
ference to the extent of their country, and the
difficulty of communication, Should no such
meeting be had, and no arrangement be made
alioting given towns to specified visiters, then
the visiters in each town will consider them.
selves particularly charged with the schools of
their town ; and if they would unite with the
visilers of the adjoining town most convenient
to them, and the whole number visit the schools
of both towns, it would have a most happy ef-
fect on the schools, and materially promote the
o'vject of die whole arrangement.

During \ our visitations, > our attention is par.
ticulailv requested to the subjects specified in
the inclosed sheet, containing " Heads of En-
quiries* by Visitors of Common Schools." They
are .irran^fd io a tabular form, so that the vixi-
ti-rs can cidily note the results under the appro-
priate head, aud at'ierwurds sum up the totals.—
A column may be appropriated lo eacli district,
and the items arranged in the column opposite
the proper head of inquiry. Thus, under the
first head, relating lo the Bchool honne,'ide-
Bcripliou of it, the visilcrs will insert whether
it. is a framed building of wood, a log house, or
built of brick or stone ; whether one or two
stories; and its dimensions, as 18 by 20 feel
&.c. Under this head it is desirable to ascer-
tain whether there in a privy for each sex, and
its condition, The only items under the other
heads which seem to require explanation, are
the fallowing: Under the second head, as to
the arrangement of the sea,t9 and desks, wheth-
er thoy are conveniently placed or not, for the
accommodation of the children, and to promote
their health; whether the room is well venlila-
tod; whether a pail and cups for drinking wa-
ter are supplied ; a id whether from the loca-
tion of the house, or from, any other cause, the
health of the children is exposed to hazard.—
Under the third head, whether the teachers ap-
pears to be competent or not. It is supposed
this can be ascertained from hearing the recita-
tion of the pupils, and the corrections of the
teacher. Ii is a delicate subject, and enquiries
should be made with proper regard to the feel-
ings of llie teacher. Y d it in a point of great
importance, and on which information is par.
ticulariy, desired. If the compensation in in

any other form than the monthly stipendf
t(the

vis Hers are desired to estimate it as such as near-
ly a« practicable. Under the fourth head, the
proficiency, of the pupils can only be stated gen-
erally, whether they appear to be proficient or
not. Urtder the fifth head, the number of fam-
ilies having any children not sent to school do-
ring the current year, and the number of such
children under 16 years of age, is deemed a ve-
ry important subject of inquiry. In country
districts there' will be little difficulty in obtain,
ing the necessary iofbrmatioirjfrorn the teachers
and trustees.' In cities and populous places it
will be more difficult, and yet it is believed that
with proper exertion, it may be accomplished.
All public officers,euch as assessors,, constables,
&c. would undoubtedly render any aid in their
power. Even an aproximation to the true num-
ber, would be desirable. Under this head, the
number of select schools in a district, that is,
such as are not subject to the administration of
the Common School system, and are not incor-
porated as Academies, Seminaries or Hi eh
Schools, is to be inserte i, with the probable
number of pnpils attending each. These are
more detrimental to Common Schools than any
other known cause : and it becomes exceeding-
ly important to know their number, and the ex-
tent of the support they withdraw from those
schools. While up6n this subject, you are re-
quested to investigate the cause's' which led to
the establishment of these select schools, and to
report fully upon them. ' Under the sixth head,
the general character of the books is presumed
to be good, unless you discover some that are
objectionable. In such case you will please
note the fact, in the general statement, and
make a separate memorandum of the name of
the books, aud the district, to be communicated
to this department.

Whenever in the course of your visitation,
you discover any defects or omissions in the ar-
rangements of the school,- in the manner of
conducting it, or in any thing connected with
it, you are requested to communicate your ob-
servations privately, to the teacher and to the
trustees : and if there be any thing requiring
immediate attention, which, the teacher and
trustees refuse to perform, you are requested lo
communicate itdirecily to this department.

Any other subjects of enquiry besides these
enumerated, that suggest themselves to the vis.
iters, they will please to pursue in such manner,
and to such an extent as they think proper.

Itifr hoped that the visiters assigned to a
town, or to a district composed of two or more
towns, will visit all the schools allotted lo them,
lat ea tsjwice before the first day of January
next. *\

It is respectfully requested that all the viutiP
ters appointed in a county, will assemble at the
Court House of their county on the first day of
January next, at 12 o'clock at noon, and then
organize by the choice of a chairman aud sec-
retary. At thin meeting the respective visiters
will make their individual reports, and if it be
not too much labor, the chairman and secretary
with a convniUee of the board will greatly fa-
cilitate my labors, by condensing into one state-
ment, in a tabular form, all the reports thus
made, and forward tho same to this Office. But
if this should be deemed too onerous, they
can forward to mn the original reports of the
visiters which will be condensed here,. At this,
and at any subsequent meeting, the board arc
ri quested to consider a id communicate to this
department the means of improving common
school education in our stale, tha defects they
have discovered in tho system iiaclf, or in its
administration, and Ihe remedies proper to be
applied. The board will cAsidor itself a per-
manent body, at least so far as tlie action of this
department ran render it so, and will make ar.
range rncnts for meeting in the ensuing jear,
and conducting, their subnequent violations.—
Indeed il is desirable that the visitors should or-
ganize themselves into a County Society fur
the promotion of Common School Education,
and recommend the establishment of local soci-
eties in each town. It id probable that a Stats
Society will be formed,or that one already form",
ed will bo made use of, to convene in the capi.
tol in the course of I ho winter, consisting of

.delegates from all the county societies.
I am confident that it is not necessary to say

a word, to impress you, gentlemen, wil l tha
happy results that may be, expected to flow from
such au organization ; by which tho xeal, talent
and information existing on this gnat subject
may be tombined and concentiaied, and brw't
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to bear directly upon the intelligence of the
committee, and upon the legislation of the
•tate< Very respectfully,

Your ob't serv't,
JOHN C. SPENCER,

Superintendent of Common Schools.

STATB OP NEW YORK, )
Q#Sce « / Superintendent « / Common Schools. \

By virtue of the authority conferred on the
Superintendent of Common, Schools, by the
Eicrnth Section oPCbapter 330 of the LawB of
1839, entitled " An Act to amend Title Second
of Chapter Fifteen of the First Part of the Re-
vised Statutes, relating i 0 Common Schools "
passed May 3. 1839. I do herebv appoint the
Rev. HENRY J. WHITEHOU>E, of the county of
Monroe, a VISITER of the Common Schools
of the said county, with full power and aulhori.
ty to visit and examine into the condition of
the said schools, and to report to the Superin
tendent on the matters particularly specified in
the annexed instructions : and pursuant to the
general authority vested in me by law, all
teachers of such schools, and trustees ofechool
districts/are required to submit their schools,
school houses, and the appurtenances, to the in-
spection and examination of the said vi9iter,and
of other vUiters appointed by me, and to render
to them all the information and a s k a n c e which
they may require in the execution of tfceir du.
ties.

IN TESTIMONY WHEREOF, I have
hereunto subscribed my name and
affixed the seal of the office of Sec.

[L. S.] retary of State, at the city of Albai
ny, this twenty fourth day of Au-
gust, in the year one thousand eight
hundred and thirty nine.

JOHN C. SPENCER,
Superintendent of Common Schools.

The Board of Visiters of Common Schools of
the County of Monroe, met at Rochester, Wed.
nesday, Oct. 23, 1839.

Present—Messrs. WhitehouBe, Burroughs,
Brown, Jonas, Adams', Norton, Spencer, Clem-
ent. Church, Gould, Allen. Andrews, Roches-
ter. O'Reilly, Elwood, Bishop, Griffith.

The Board organized by appointing the Rev.
HENRY J. WHITEHOUSE Chairman, and
WALTER S. GRIFFITH Seer tary.

On motion of Mr. Andrews, a committee of
three was appointed to district the county, and
designate visiters for the districts. Committee
—Messrs. Andrews, Burroughs and Bishop.

Mr. Andrews reported an arrangement of
districts, and the names of visiters, which was
amended and adopted, as follows :

Rochester—Messrs.Whitehouse. O'Reilly, El-
woid, Andrews, Bishop and Griffith.

Gates—Messrs. Rochester and Bishop.
Greece—Messrs. Clement and Andrews.
Clarkg'in and Parma—Messrs. Burroughs,

Selden and Knox.
Sweden, Ogden and. Riga—Messrs. Norton,

Church, Spencer and Burroughs.
Wheatland and CAi/i—Messrs. Brown, Car-

penter and Griffith.
Brighton and Irondequoit—Messrs. Gould,

Holley and El wood.
Penfield and Perinton—Messrs. Adams, Ely

and O'Reilly.
Mendon and Pittsford—Messrs. Allen and

Crocker.
Henrietta and Rush—Messrs. Jones, Sperry

and Stull.
On motion of Mr. Bishop,
Resolved, That a committee of eight be a p.

pointed to recommend to this Board, at our next
meeting, such school books as ihey may consid
er most appropriate for grneral use, in the
schools in this county. Committe—Messrs.
Whiteliouse, Burroughs, O'Reilly, Elwood.Nor.
ton. Brown, Allen and Adams.

On motion of Mr. Rochester,
Reached, That a committee of three be ap.

porated to procure the delivery of addresses du.
ring the ensuing winter, on the subject of com.
nion school education, at such places in the
county as they shall deem expedient. Commit.
Uc—Messrs. O'Reilly, Andrews and Bishop.

On motion of Mr. Brown,
Ueeolved, That a committee of three be ap-

pointed to recommend to this Board, suitable
books f»r school district libraries. Committee
—Messrs. Ckment, Holley end Griffith." "'

On motion of Mr. Burroughs,
Resolved, That this Board concur with the

views expressed in the following resolution,

which wag submitted to the citizens of Roches
ter, in 1838, at a public meeting, held with ref-
erence to the interests of the common schools of
that city, via: "Resolved, That this meeting
cordially recommend the series of books select,
ed for the school districts, bv the American So.
ciety for the diffusion of Useful Knowledge."

On motion of Mr. Norton,
Resolved, That the proceedings of this meet,

ing, together with the instructions of the Su.
perintpr.dent of Common Schools, and the Com.
mission under which we act, be published in all
the newspapers in this county, in which they
can be published without charge.

On motion of Mr. Andrews,
Resolved, That the first annual meeting of this

Board be held on the first Wednesday of Janu-
ary next, at 10 o'clock A. M. at the Court
House in this city; and that the Secretary be
instructed to give suitable notice of such meet,
ing.

Adjourned.
WALTER S. GRIFFITH, Sec'y.

THE NEW WORLD.
A Weekly Newspaper, devoted to Home and

Foreign Intelligence, Literature and the Arts.
Edited by PARK BENJAMIN, RIJFUS W. GRIS-
WOLD, late Editors of the Brother Jonathan.
On Saturday, the 19th of October, 1839, was

issued a specimen number of a new weekly
sheet entitled *'THE NEW WORLD," and on the
26th of lha same m<>rilh, commenced the rcgu-
lar publication, under that title, of the largest,
cheapest, and most elegant periodical in Amer.
lea. Its Editors were the originators, and, un-
til the commencement of the present publica-
tion, the conductors of the "Brother Jonathan,"
and they bring to their aid the experience ac-
quired in that popular journal, and greatly in-
creased fanililies, of every kind, derived from
new opened foreign and home correspondence,
agencies, Sec. In addition to all the popular
periodicals of this continent, they will receive
regularly from London. Elingburgh, Dublin,
and other European capitals, the most celebra-
ted literary journals, such as the Monthly
Chronicle, the Mon<hly, the New Monthly, the
Gentleman's, the FrazeiV Biackwood'a, the
United Service, the Asiatic, Tail's, and the U-
niversity Magazines, Bcntley'e Misaellany, The
Court Journal, The Court Gazette, La Belle
Assemblee. The Era, Tne Satirist, The Age,
Tilt- Examiner, the Writings of Dickens, the
Quarterly, the Foroigu Qiaiterly, the London,
the Edinburgh, and the Dublin; Reviews, &c.
&c. &c.

From all these, and from every olher new
work of merit, the best selections will be given
immediately afier 'heir reception, and thus the
spirit of contemperary literature, in the Old
World and the New, placed in the reach of the
poorest and most humble.

While the Editors will make the most early
and copious selections from literary productions,
they will not be forgetful of the necessity of
presenting all the news of the time, in a perfect
and faithful digest. They will especially aim
to make The New Wurld worthy of its name
from its perfect compilation of Domestic News
as well as intelligence from all parts of the
Western Hemisphere. Our newspapers, in gen-
eral, contain full accounts of all that happens
in the Old World, even to the most trivial o c
eurrences, which can be of little or no interest
to our people ; while they omit or neglect much
that is •( consequence from the various coun-
tries of the New.

The editorial articles of The New World,
while they will be rigidly free from all political
or sectional bias, will generally be upon topics
of inimediite interest, and have direct refer,
ence to passiug events—to the times and the
country.

The Editors will carefully avoid the profit,
gate tone'which character iz< s most of the jour,
nals in speaking of the returns of crime and
wretchedness, which fall under the eye of the
municipal <police. They can see nothing hu-
morous or witty in such pictures of sinfulness
and depredation. No ludicrous accompaniment
or incident of language can make them smile
at the frantic vagaries of intemperance, the
dreadful examples of Lmale prostitution, suffer.
ing and despair, or the penal violations of so.
cial order by the ignorant and the imbecile.—
They can only sec in *uch "counterfeit present
fngntu" the defaced and defiled ruins ot what
was madtf in the imago of the Most High—the
perverted aud bruted soul of Mian—its divine

. jertjes lost, its energies degraded and its ce*
lestial essence polluted with bestial-slime.

With the most ample assistance in every de-
partment; with resources more than sufficient,
and friends numerous and true ; with a thou-
sand incentives to exertion, and every evidence
and assurance of the most triumphant success
before it, The New World starts into life, and
will long gladden and enliven the firesides of
every portion of our great country.

Price of " t h e New World" $ 3 per annum,
payable in advance. Two copies will ba sent
for $ 5 to any part of the city or country.

All letters relating to the editorial department
of the New World, to be addressed to BENJ\ .
MIN & GRJSWOLD; those intended fur the pub-
lisher, to J. WINCHESTER,

No. 23 Ann Street, New York.

Mister Hogden with an O.—Some years since
chere lived in New York a lawyer of consider.
able distinction, named Ogden,' who, having
one morning hired an Irish servant, sent him
to the Post Office to enquire if there were any
letters. Says Pat to the clerk, "is there any
letters for Misther Hogden ?" The clerk look-
ed over the H's, and finding none, sent the ser.
vant away ; and this was repeated two or three
mornings in succession, till the master, sur.
prised, as he was in the daily custom of recei-
ving a considerable number of letters, went
to the post office himself, where he found on
hand a large bundle of letters whieh had been
waiting two or three days for him. On return
ing home, he called his servant, and gave him a
severe ratling for thus neglecting his business.
' An Bure," Eavs pat, "dinn't I hask for letters
for Misther Hogden, and didn't he tell me to
go about my business, for there warn't any ?
Sure enough, your honor's name is Misther
Hogden." "Pooh, pooh,"exclaimed the mas.
ter, "not Hogden but Ogden—not Hogden
with an H. but Ogden with an O. Now see if
you can do better next time." The servant
went next morning, saying, -*is there any let.
ters for Misther Hogden ?" The clerk looking
over ihe H's again, answered, 'No." "Sure
now," says Pat, "it's not Misther Hogden with
a Haitch, but Mr. Hogden with a Ho." t h i s
explained the matter, and Pat got his letters,
and highly delighted, took them to his home.

Pretty good, whether true or not The fol.
owwing vouched for by the Baltimore Clipper

A Dutchman from the West were to pay his
Excellency the President of the United States,
a visit. He happened to call just as the Presi-
dent and four others were silting down to dine.
The President asked him to be seated, at the
same tune inquiring if there was any thing new
or strange in his country.

"No, I thinks not, except dat one of my cows
hash five calves."

'-Ah ! indeed—and do they all suck at one
lime."

" N o sar," replied the Dntchman ; "four
on'em sucks while de tudder looksh on, shusht
as I tush."

The hint was so significant that a clean plate
was immediately ordered, and the Dutchman
seated at the table where he partook of a com-
fortable dinner with his Excellency the Presi-
dent.

A Marriage at first sight.—The Milledgeville
Journal states that a marriage took place re.
cently in that city under the following circum.
stances:

' A lady from an adjoining county made her
appearance in the morning in our city, for the
purpose of selling chickens, butter and eggs,
when nhe was accosted by a 'jolly swain,' • brim
full of love," with the pleasing interrogatory—
' Di-ar madam, willyou marry me?1 Astonish-
ed, but not displeased, the fair lady blushingly
answered in the affirmative. A license was
immediately procured, a parson or justice was
employed, and jhe happy couple were buckled to
each other for life/' >

Throw in the Boss.—Among the Hoosieru
they call cotton thread Boss, a term which few
Yankees un lersland. A fair, fat brunette one
day stepped in the store of a young merchant,
and bought a dress of the clerk. After it was
out off, she addressed herself to him—"Well I
reck m you'll throw in the boss." "Certainly,"
replied the elerk with his mouth stretched in
laughter ; "we'll throw in the boss—there be is
—you're very welcome to him !"
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180 THE GEM AND LADIES1 AMULET.
"What, Louisa! give up your three story

house, with all its manifold advantages 7" re.
turned the doctor, affectjng abatement,

"Come, now»don't jest about it dear Charles !
You know I have been tiredof itlong ago. I shall
always call it my Folly, after this. Pray, re.
mind me of it whenever you see mo giving up
comfort for ostentation."

From the Fredonia Censor.

AUTUMN.—BY MISS a. J. c.

Thou com'st to me with aspee t drear,
The yellow fulling leaf

Ard fading turf tell thou art h :vre -,
And oh, sad thoughts of u'ritf

And lonely musings, thy chit wind*
Awaken'st, Autumn, in the mind.

I mourn sweet Summer haste ned by;
To far-off climes hath flown,

Her beauty and her melody.
The wild bird's morning,,tone,

And murmur of the waving grass,
Waked by the zephyrs as they pass.

The gushing of the mountain stream
Through hidden rocky caves.

The glancing of the bright sunbeam
Upon jthe silvery waves,

The winds that softly kissed my brow—
Whence are they flown 1 where are they now ?

The flowers, the fragile flowers,
Have shrunk away%nd died;

They've vanished from the garden bowers,
And every hillock's side;

And Flora, mournful, droops her head,
And sad and lone weeps o'er her dead.

Unlike, oh Autumn! is thy breath
To summer's gentle breeze ;

It coriieth like the blast of death,
And maketh giant trees

In suppliance bend, as it in wrath
Sweeps onward in its stormy path.

It seeketh out each woodland dell.
And every verdant nook,

Where nvmphs and fairies loved to dwell
And sport beside the brnok ;

And shady walk where lover, paid
His changeless vows to liat'ning maid.

Yet to the husbandman thy reign
Most welcome aye shalt be,

For bending bough and nodding grain
Are heralded by thee;

And garnered.stores thy'bounty tell—
And now brown Autumn, tare thee well!

Fredonia, Oct. 16,1839.

THE DYING HUSBAND.
BY ANN STEPHENS.

" Dearest, I'm dying—bend thee down
One little moment by'my i>ed.

And let the shadow of thv hair
Fall gently o'er my aching head.

O, raise me up, and let roe feel';
Once more the beating of thy heart,

And press tliy lips again to mine,
Before in midnight death we part.

Nay, tremble not ; but fold me close.
Pillowed upon thine own dear breast,

I fain would let my sirugglingsouf
Pass forth to Its eternal rest."

Hie stoops, and on her bursting heart,
His drooping head is resting now.

When white and trembling.finger* pnrt
The damp hair from hie pallid brow.

And there, upon its cold white front.
With quivering lips the kiss was given ;

And preas'd as if 'twould draw him bank—
Back from the very gates of heaven.

There, like a dying bird, his soul
Lay panting nut its quiv'rinc life;

And still liis almost lifeless arms
Clung fondly to his pale young wife.

One look lie save h^r, and it seemed
An angel hail from heaven above

Shaded with wings of tenderness
The troubled fountain of his love.

A holy smile camn o'er his face,
As moonlight glnuining over snow.

On* atrueglingfirnath—one faint embrace,
And lifeless he is laying now.

Tli*1. sntiine sun<.with goUlfin light "
W.is flooding all tin; room and hed,

Enfolding with hii pinion'bright
The fainting wife, the marble dead.

B U F F A L O . — B Y THE REV. J. C. LORD.

Queen of the Lakes, whose tributary,seas
mretch from the frozen regions ol the North
To Southern pliiiic-i, where the wanton breeze
O'er field and forest goes rejoicing forth.

As Venice to the Adriatic son
Was wedded in he rvhfief. but glorious day;
Ko broader, purer waters are to thfte,
To whom a thousand streams a dowry pay.

What tho' the wild winds o'er thy wafers sweep
WnHe lingering Winter howls along thy shore,
And solemnly ' deep ealleth unto deep,'
Wfcile storm and cataract responsive roar 1*

'Tis music fitting for the brave and free,
Where Enterprise and Commerce vex the waves ;
The soft, voluptuous airs of Jtaljr
Breathe among ruins, and are woo'd by slaves.

Thou art the Sovereign city of the Lakes,
Crowned and acknowledged: may thy fortunes be
Vast as the, domain which thine empire takes,
And onward,, as thy waters to the sea.

Buffalo, Oct. 10,1839. ,

* The roar of the great cataract of Niagara is fre-
quently heard at Buffalo.

Another of the Africans of the' Amistad.died
yesterday at Hew Haven; making five who
have died since their arrival amongst us.—Jour
Com.

THE LITTLE HAND.
BY FRANCES 3 . OSGOOD.

We wandered sadly round the room.—
We mi-ss'd the voice's play,

That warbled through our hours' of gloom,
And charmed the cloud away,—

We missed the footstep, loved and light,—
The tiny twining hand.—

The quick arch smile so wildly bright,—
The brow with beauty bland !

We wandered sadly round the room,—
No relic could we find,

No toy, of hers, to sooth our gloom,
She left not one behind!

But look! there is a misty trace,
Faint undefined and broken,

Of fingers, on the mirror's face.
A dear, though simple token !

A cherub hand!—the child we loved
Had left its impress there,

When first, by young Ambition moved,
She climbed the easy chair;—

She saw her own sweet self, and tried
To touch what seemed to be

So near, BO beautiful! and cried,—
Why! there's aiother me!'

Dear hand! though from the mirror's face
Thy form did soon depart,

I wore its welcome, tender trace,
Long after in my heart!

[For the New York American.]
THOUGHTS.

How often I am called to weep,
The tear to friendship due,

When low in death's unending sleep,
Are laid the tried and true ; /

And oft their narrow beds I steep,|
With sorrow's holy dew.

Kind friends with whom both loved and blest,
I niarch'd from childhood up,

Have suivfc to their eternal reBt,—-
Their lips have pr. ss'd the cup,—

And I am left the last lune guest,
To drink my portion up.

A hear) thro' which life once flow'd sweet,
And eyvi that glistened clear,

1'hut heart has long since ceasud to beat,
Those eyes shed not a tear,

And when in dreams that form I meet,
I sigh that 1 am here.

•I care not when shall burst the storm,
That lays to rest my head:

Nor who ehajl lay my lifeless form,
Upon its dusty bed,—

Companion to the poor earth-worm,
That banquets on the dead.*

And why should I regret to bow,
, To storms that set me free?

The band of Age is on my brow,
Through his shrunk eyes I see;—

I'd rallier die, lhati live an now,
A weed upon life's sea!

New York Oct. 31, '39. c .

11 SEVENTY.FIVE!»

It broke on the hush of morn,
It startled the dull midnight,

Like the stirring peal of a hattle.horn,
It summoned them forth to fight;

It rose o'er the swelling hill,
;.. , By the meadows green it was heard,
'Calling out for the strength of the freeman's

will,
And the might of a freeman's sword !

The rivers heard the noise, \.
The valley* rung it out f

And every heart leaped high at the voice
Of that thrilling battle-shout!

They sprang from the bridal bed,
From the pallet of labor's rest;

And they hurried away to the field of the
dead,

Like a tardy-marriage guest.

Thejheft |he plough in the corn,
They left the steer in the yoke ;

And away from mother and child, that morn,
And the maiden's first kiss they broke!

In the showers of the deadly shot,
In the lurid van of tho war,

Sternly they stood but they answeredftnot
To the hireling's wild hurra.

But still as the brooding storrrr,
Ere it lashes the ocean to foam, •

The-strength of the free was in every arm.
And every heart on its home.

Of ihcir pleasant homes they thought,-^
They prayed to.thejr father's God,—;

And forward they went till their dear blood
bougjit, , ' «'. '

The broad free land they trod •

7 M A R R I E D . '••>
In Penn Yan, on Wednesday evegjn* last, by-the

Rev. F. G. Hibb'ard, HENRY M. S l | 5 W A R T , Esq.,
Attorney at Law. to Miss MARY JANE POWELL,,
alt of Mie above place.

In this city, on the 7th instant, by the Rev. Mr.
Beecher, Mr. JAMES H. WILD, of Col(imbijiville, to
Miss ELLEN ANN MKDBEKY, of this city.
#!in this city, on the 7th instant, by the Rev. Mjr* Chase,
Mr. C._W. W A R R E N , to Miss ALMIRA ADAMS,
both of this city.

In Gates, on the 16th nit., by S. A. Yerfces, Esq. Mr.
Thomas Reed, .of PhelpR. Ontario county, to Miss Ma-
ria ParVish, of Rochester.

In this city, on th«30ih instant, by Rev. N. F. Bruce.
Mr.ABEL M. SHERWOOD; of Sparsbijrgh.Tompkins
county, N. Y.. to Mis* CATHARINE A.T4OBEKTS,
danshtet of tke Rev. H>nry Roberto, oftliin city.

On the -27111 *inst., by thu Rev ri. Tucker, Mr. ED-
WAHOS. COFFRAIN to Miss EiNIELINE TALL-
MADOE, all of t.liis city.

DIED.
In this city, on the 26th inst., of pulmonary consump-

tion, ISAAC LYO,S. laieof Alabama, and formerly a mer-
chant in this city.

On the 21st instant, at Pjttsford, SARAH, re lec tof j .
H. Steer, of Heatlirieul, Sussex, Eng., aged 5-<S >eurs

At East Bloomfield, on the iCih instant, Caroline A.
wife of Rev. W . W. Hicox, in the 30th year of her
age. • , • •
, In this city, on the 1st instant, William Henry, Son
of Norman Jewell, aged 10 years and 3months.

In this city, on iha 19th. instant. GEORQU: P., son o
Walter S. Griffith, aged 2 years and 6 months.

In this city, on the 2"2<1 instant, HARRIET DESOROW,
daughter of the widow Desbrow.

On (he £<d inst. of Scarlet Fever, ANNE H., only
child of Geofgc II. Mumfoia, Esq. aged '£ years and S
months. • '

In this city, on the 5th inst., Oliver, only son of Ja's
and Mary Jones, aped 8 years. -

At East Blooinliuld, on HIM i6th ult., Caroline1'A. wife
of Kev. vv W. Hicux, irt tlic SOili yeir of her age.

Very suddenly, in Uguv.n, on tins 21st ;ult., Hiram
Ynuinj, uned b8 years. .;, '

Plain and Pithy Remarks afuld Humphrey and
Fits—Though no doctor, I have.by me some
moKt ixoeller.t prescriptions, and as I shall ask
you nothing for them, you cannot grumble at
the price. We are most of us subjected-to fits ;
I am visited with'them myself, and. I dare say
yon are also. Now tor my prescriptions:

For a fit of Idleness.—Count the tick of a
clock. Do this for an hour, aud yqu will bo
glad to throw your coat off and work like a ne-
gro.

For a fit of Extravagance and Fully.—Go to
the workhouse or jail and you'll be convinced :

Who makes his bed of brier and thorn, >#
Must be co iitent to be forlorn.

For a fit of Ambition.—Go into"tho church,
yard and read the gravestones. They will
point out the end of ambition. The grave must
soon be your bed chamber, and the earth your
resting place'; „ corruption your father, and the
Worm your mother and-sistcr.-

Tight Lacing.—"I think this practice is a
great publics benefit," said a gentleman.

"A great public benfit," exclaimed a friend,
"why how can that be;, do you not see that a
great many of our young ladies are ruining
their healths and losing their lives by il?"

•' Yes, yes," returned the other, "but my dear
fellow, do you not see that it kills off only the
fo>lp, and we shall have all wise ones by and
by:"

D?'Col. STEPHEN K. GRASVENOR, of Buffalo,
died on the 13th inst, aged 46 years, 7 months^
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LUTHER, AND HIS TIMES.
This is the title pf a handsome duodecimo

volume, just published by Hilliard, Gfay &, Co.
of Boston. I t is by the gifted author of the
*.*Three Experiments,11 &c.—a sufficient gaar-
antee that it is executed with judgment and good
taste. We have read this volume with much
pleasure, (aayB the editor of the Mercantile Jour-
nal) and can recommend it to our readern as a
work of great merit—presenting, under the
guise of a pleasing narrative, an authentic, bio-
graphy of the celebrated reformer, with notices
of Melancthon and others who flourished at that
period. We extract from this volume three
passages—which relate to the birth and bo\ hood,
the marriage, and the death of the distinguish-
ed Martin Lutber:

BIRTH OF LUTHER.

A poor miner, who wrought in the mines of
Mansfeld, and lived at Eisenach, took a journey
to Eisleben, to attend the annual fair. His wife
was too desirous to accompany him to be denied ;
and, on the night they arrived, she,gave birth to
a son. He was born on the 10th of November,
in the year 1483, on the eve of St. Martin's day;
from which circumstance his parents named, him
Martin. The father strove to educate his eon in
Virtuous habits: and, according to the spirit of
the age, considered strict discipline a powerful
aid, to good conduct; to this the young Martin
was early subjected. As he grew; older, he was
placed in an institution at Eisenach, where he
had access io the learning there taught; but
was unprovided with funds, and had not money
to procure food. In company with several oth-
er students, as poor as himself, he endeavored
to procure bread by singing at the doors of weal,
thy houses. On these occasions he sometimes
sang his own compositions—at others, the fa-
vorite ditties pf the day—and sometimes he
ehanted forth, the sufferjnga of-the martyrs. A11
this bewailed bread music. It does not seem to
have Iia4 the power to " soothe the savage beast,"
for he was often taunted and reproached—-accus-
ed of idleness and evil designs—and driven away
by menialajlKhough the only reward .asked for
bis exertion^Twas a piece of bread. On one of
those days, when his very soul was filled with
shame and indignation fdr the hard language he
received, he wandered to the humble dwelling of
Conrad Cotta; and throwing himself on a seat
before it, overshadowed by ancient trees, he re-
lieyed his over burdened heart by low, plaintive
music. Whether moved by t,he melody of song,
or the tenderness of 4 woman's soul, LuisaCotta,
the wife of Conrad, hastened to tho door, and
invited him to enter. She then, placed before
him the simple fare her humble jbabitation afford-
ed—bread and honey, with miljk froimthe moun-
tain gpat. The honest, ardent gratitude of the
youth, with his simple story, won not only, her
confidence, but her affection. Slip invited him
to corae every day and get his meals. He soon
equajty interested the %sband, and they, both
continued their friendship to him. Many years
after,, when all ,l}urope rung with the name of
the reformer, they remembered that the poor
hungry boy they fed was Martin Luther!

In the year 1501, a thin pale youth stood at
the gate of the University of Erfurt, and peti-
tjoned for entrance. When asked if he was
Qualified to make such a request,.he j^pliedj—
•• He who pray* aa he ouglit, he*, already fin-
ished half his labors and half hit^atudfes."—
Thi« too, was Martin Luther; but he did not
now come unprovided with credentialt; he bro't
ondoubted te«timdnialf of hie moraUtrrd good
condaet, and v u received with e*rdia%:

, r MARRIAGE OF LUTHER.

Some time after, LutheT came to Melancthdn's
house, and.requested to see Catharine alone.

Margaret hastened to her and gave her the'
message. She entreated' her friend to return
with her.

" Thsit would not da," replied Margaret; "he
said expressly alone ; he undoubtedly has some-
thing very particular to say. Now, Catharine,
take courage' and open your/heart."

Poor Catharine went with trembling steps to'
the presence of Luther.

" I have senjt for you\ my child/' said he, "to
converse on the subject' of matrimony ; I hope
you are convinced it is a holy state."

"Yes, sir," said Catharine.
"Are you prepared to embrace it?"
" No sir," she replied.
" Perhaps you have scruples on the score of

monastic vows; if so, I will mark some passa-
ges I have written on that subject, that may set
your mind at rest."

Catharine was silent.
" I perceive that I do not make much pro.

gress in my purpose. I am little used to these
matters, and I had better be direct. Do you
mean to abide by your monastic vows, or will
yo i marry, like a rational woman ?"

4 This direct appeal seemed to arouse her cour-
age.

•'" Even Doctor Martin Luther, has no right,"
said she, "to ask that question, without explain-
ing his motive."

" Well said, Kate," replied he, laughing ; " I
must teil you, then. There is a person who
would gladly take you 'for better and for worse."

Catharine's color rose, and her eyes sparkled
with additional brightness.

" Now say, has he any chance ?"
" You have not told me who he is," said she

resolutely.
" And you have not told me whether you

have any scruple's of conscience on the subject;
if you have, God forbid that I should urge you."

"When I left the convent," said she in a low
voice, "it was because it would have been hy-
pocrisy in me to have remained there. I took
the vows ignorantJy, and almost by compulsion;
I embraced the reformed religion with an inqui-
ring and willing faith. God forgive me that I
so long offered him the woTfihip of my lips,
while my,heart was far from him."

•• And now 7" said Luther, after waiting for
her to finish her sentende.

" Now." she replied, 4il need not aek his for.
giveriess for worshipping him in spirit and in
truth. I am no longer a nun."

"Well," said Luther, "I suppose this isasdi.
rect an answer as I must expect. So, t J my
purpose."

But even Luther stopped short, surprised at
Catharine's emotion.

•' Perhaps, my dear," said he kindly, •• I do
wrong in speaking to you myself; I had better
commission Margaret. I suppose women con-
verse on these matters better logether, and yet,
as I have begun, I will finish, The other day,
Bodenstein, the nephew of Carolstadt, came to
me to solicit my Influence with marrying.- He
is a clever young manf_ and I see no Objection.
He is very unlike his fSnatic uncle."

He might have talked an hour without recei
ving a reply. Catharine's manner had changed;
there was no longer the emotion or the blush.

"What shall I tell him?"
•• Any thing you please," said she, "so that I

never see him again."
" Why, this is strange," said Luther; you did

not seem to have scruples of conscience just
now. My dear Chatharine, you must not for-
get that you have no natural relations here, and
thfcyoung man can be a protector to you."

" I wish you would not speak of him," replied
she.

" Is there any one else that you like better ?"
as,ked Luther.

She made no reply. <•.
" Nay, speak; I have every disposition to

serve you. Has any other person made the
same proposal to you ?"
, " Yes," said Catharine, with a little woman-

ly pride; " Counsellor Baumgartnei has-made
the same proposals."

" Do you prefer him ?"-
" Yes.V she replied rising; " but.I am as hap.

py as I ever expect to be. My friends assure
me that I am no burden, but a help to them ; and
so I wish you gooa morning,,"

Poor Catharine hastened to her room. Her
dream was over. Luther, the austere, the in-
sensible reformer had awakened her from it.—
Margaret entered while her eyes were yet red
with weeping. She tenderly approached and
embraced her; but neither exchanged a word.

" There is no hope for Bodenslein," thought
Lather; " it is evident Baujngartner, is the ob-
ject. Catharine is a child; if the Elector dies,
she is without a support, except by the labor of
her hands, and they do .net look as if they were
made for labor, I will write to Jerome Baum.
gartner; he is well known as a young counsel-
lor at Nuremberg." Accordingly he wrote.

" 1524, October 12th.
11 ITyou; would obtain Catharine Von Borne,

hasted here before she is given to'another who
proposes for her. She has not yet conquered
her love for you. I shall rejoice to see you
united.

LUTHER."
Tbe young counsellor received this letter

with surprise and incredulity. The positive re-
fusal of Catharine, some months before, had
left no doubt on his mind; and he thought the
wisest plan was to enclose the letter to tier, and
to enquire whether'it was written with her sanc-
tion. In the mean time Luther's friends began
to urge him to marry, praticularly Melancthon.
" You preach," said he, " what you do not prac.

•lice-." •
He protested, however, that he would not be

caught in the snare ; that his time was now ful-
ly occupied.

When Catharine received the letter from her
former lover, she was filled with astonishment;
and requested Margaret to speak to Luther on
the subject. He said he had done what he
thought was right and would'bd agreeable to all
parties; but he found tbere was one science hs
did not understand—the heart of a woman.

" That is true," said Margaret, "or you would
long since have perceived that Catharines was
yours, and now the rriystery is out."

It required all her eloquence to convince Lu-
therof the truth of thie assertion ; he was for-
ty, Catharine but little more than half that num-
ber of years; that she should prefer him to her
young suitor's, seemed to him incredible.—
Margaret, however, had said it, and a new life
opened to Luther, in the affection of a young
and beautiful woman.

When bespoke to Catharine again on the sub.
ject of matrimony, he was more snecessful than
before. He learned the history of her long at-
tachment, which had become so much the reve-
rie of her silent hours. The betrothment took
place, and very soon the marriage followed.

DEATH OF LUTHER. ^

On the 17th of February he grew so ill, that
his friends'requested him not to go out. In the
evening he spoke much of his approaching
death. Some one asked him if he thought we
should know one another in the future world ;
he replied with energy, "I truly believe so."—
When lie entered hi* chamber with his friend a
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mft lid sons, he remained a long time in prayer.—

Afterwards he Baid to the physician who ar-
rived, "I am very weak, a/id my Bufferings in.
crease."
, They gave him drops and tried to restore heat
w friction. He spoke affectionately to Count
Albert, who was near him, and said, "I will lie
<J*wn and try to *lcep half an hour. I think I
•hall feel relieved;" He composed himself, and
soon fell asleep, and did not awake for an hour
and a half. When he opened his eye's he said,
"Are you still sitting here ? Why do you not
go to your repose t" It was eleven at night.—
H« then began to pray most fervently in Latin.
'"/A manustuas commendo tpiritum meum, Do
mine), Deusveritatia. Pray all of you.my friends,
tliat the reign of our Lord mar be extended, for
tlic Council of Trent and the" Pope arc full of
ttireatemngs." Again he closed his eyes and
slept a short time; when be awoke, he request.
e4 to rise, and went to the window, and looked
out upon the winter landscape—the clear heav.
ens, the shining stars, the light of the pale
moon flittering on the frosty hill tops. 4lMy
-dear Jonas," said he, "I was born in Eieleben,
and here I believe t shall rest." He then prayed
*moBt devoutly. There was an evident change
in his countenance, which induced his friends
to summon the physicians. Count and Coun-
tess Albert also hastened to his room. He turn,
-ed to them, and Said, " Beloved friends, I die
here." He begged them all to bear testimony
that he died in ihe faith he had taught. His
prayers continued fervent, till suddenly his eyes
closed; eiasping his hands together, and with-
but a struggle, he breathed his last.

ANNUAL REPORT
Of the Board of Managers of the Rochester Or-
j phan Asylum, far 1639.

LADIES OF THE ASSOCIATION:

The pre&entmonth brings us to the termination
of another year;,and as a Board of Managers,
the duty devolves upon us of presenting you a
Report of the demeslic and financial concerns
of this Asylum. Before entering upon a state-
ment of facts, we feel bound bo in from a sense

•of duty and gratitude, to acknowledge the fa.
vors of tliâ t gracious Being who is in a special
-mannor the Orphan's friend and the Father of
ihe fatherlees. He has watched over and bles
Bed the little flock; has crowned the unwearied
and self-denying efforts of its officers with suc-
cess, and disposed the hearts of many to contri-
bute liberally towards its support.

We will not dwell op its peculiar advantages ;
they have been often laid before you, and are
too apparent to all, to «iake it necessary to re-
peat them. The lively interest generally man.
iTested by the publie in the success of its oper-
ations, ai>d the very liberal donations made, are
a sufficient evidence that its claims are well un-
dernlood by our generous and enlightened citi-
z,:ns. and that it will be sustained.

During the past year, 20 children have been
received into the Asylum, all of them under 7
years of age; 11 have been placed in families
where il is believed they will be trained to use.
fulness, and receive moral and religious instruc-
tion ; 4 have been returned to their parents,and
1 has beeti removed by death; 44 children remain
in the institution, 33 of whom are under 6
years; 10 of these are supposed to be orphans ;
the rest have cadi one parent. 5 of these par-
ents .pay the board of their children, and the
board of 12 is paid by the city and couniy. The
number received the past year lias been much
1I-HH than any previous one, owing to the very
limited accommodations wliich the present buil
ding affords. Many applicants for admission,
(Id during the present month,) have been relus.
ed, who otherwise would have been received.

The domestic arrangements, order.and disci-
piine of the family, arc such as to give very
general satisfaction to its paLrons. In making
provision for its wants, the most strict economy
in obbtrved that is consistent will) the health
*nd comfort of its inmates. Perfect, order and
neatness arc visible in every part of the estub
lishmenU The only discipline .necessary, has
been that of a mild parental nature, which lias
been administered in a faithful, discreet and
kind manner. The cleanly and healthful1 up.
|>earance of the children, their j jyoua faces,
beaming forth expressions of the niost perfect
•ohccrfulnees and content, speak more plainly
than language can convey to the mind, the fact
<hat this heavenly charily has not failed in one
of i A 'benevolent designs ; and ibal iu the co-op.

eration of its excellent superintendent, the offi-
cers of this institution have found an efficient,
untiring assistant. Too much praise cannot be
awarded to one whole task must of necessity
be that of unceasing labdr< and in the prosecu.
lion of which there is so much of the firmness,
patience and affection which h rarely to be
found but in the maternal bosoiri.

The system of instruction is well adapted to
the capacities and peculiar situation of the ehiU
dren, and their improvement has been com'men-
surate with the wishes of their friends. A pub,
lie exhibition of their attainments, was made in
June last, at the Methodist Chapel, before a
large and interested audience, which was high-
ly gratifying;; and we doubt not produced in the
minds of all present, a lively compassion and
sympathy for the little orphan assemblage, and
a deeper interest in their fuldre support and in.
struction, which shall render them useful mem-
bers 6f society, and prepare them for a happy
eternity.

We have been much favored in being able to
retain the services of our first and well qualified,
teacher, but,owing to her feeble state of health,
she is frequently obliged to, exchange occupa-
tions with her sistir, who is likewise in the in-
stitution, and equally capable of performing, the
allotted task. vThe cluldren are kept at their
books 6 hours a day, generally, except on Sat.
urday, when the afternoon is given to other du.
ties. One day in the week is wholly given to
instructing them in sewing, knitting, cutting
carpet rags, & c , and part of eich day is impro-
ved by those who sew well. Some of lh« chil-
dren are daily employed in domestic duties,
When out of school.

Exclusive of all other help, there have been
made by the family, (but principally by the
teacher and children,) over one hundred and
fifty garments, such as dresses, boys' qlothe?,
aprons, shirts, drawers, skirls, night gowns,
heiides nine pairs of sheets, ten pairs of pillow
cases, and ten towels. They have also pieced
six bed quilts, with their lininjjs.which are now
ready for quilting, and have assisted in repair
ing their clothing. This, with the, assistance
of the ladies from the different religious socie-
ties of the city, has made the expense for sew.
ing, a mere trifle. (

For their Sabbath School privileges, we are
greatly indebted to the zealous efforts and faith-
ful instruction of several gentlemen. We trust
that their labors ol'lnve will not be given in vain,
but that the High and Holy One who inhabiieth
eternity, and yet dweljeth with the humble in
heart, will bless this heavenly employment with
the fullest, the richest success. May they here
be reward by witnessing the salutary and re.
straining iufluence of divine truth upon the
mind and conduct of their pupils, arid by their
early acceptance of Him for their guide, who is
the way, the trull) and the life.

For the year past, the children have been bles.
sed with an unusual degree of health. Fire
months in succession, very little or no medical
attendance was necessary, and as a striking ev-
idence of this fact, but one death has occurred
within the twelve months, among 44 children,
and in that instance the subject was greatly dis-
eased when brought to ihe Asylum. Th«iruni.
form health may in some measure be attributed
to regular habits of taking their food, sic p and
exorcise, with frequent bathing in warm or cold
water (as the constitution of the child r< quires,)
and early rising, which is invariable. As for-
merly, Dr. Riiio hau kindly administered to the
sick of the institution, and in his absence his
partner, Dr BRISTOL, has attended.

The necessity of more extensive buildings has
long been felt, and it is generally known that a
loL with an unfinished house upon it, was pur-
chased for the use of the family, when the very
gsnerous donation of Mr. GABIQ of Canandai-
g aa, of 1£ acres of ground,extending fromGrieg
11 Exchange sis. on CornhiH, presented a more
eligible situation for an Asylum ; and the pur.
chased lot wae sold at auction by the trustees,
tie avails of which are to be expended in the e-
rection of the contemplated building. Many
other acts of munificence towards this institu-
tion might be recorded, bul aa thj limits of a
report will not allow it, to all the liberal donors
we tender our sincere thanks, trusting that the-:
promise will be abundantly fulfilled to them,
that He who is a witness of their'every act, will
far these reward them openly.

By a recent vote of the Supervisors, all young
children sent to the poor house, will by them be
plac.u1 ,in this Asylum, mod thaw board paid.—

Unless suitable buildings are soon erected, we
shall be compelled to refuse them admission.—-
There are now 30 whorrt they would Be glrfd M
•end, could we receive them. If sufficient ftirnd*
can be obtained, the foundation of * fruiting
wiIIbe laid this fall.

That this benevolent design shall not failf but
meet with all the encouragement and liberalitj
which its object demands, we cannot for one
moment'doubt* To the sympathies and gener.
osity of its friends, we now submit its interests,
humbly looking to Him who is the fountain
of all wisdom, so to guide and counsel us in this
good work, as will most redound to His honor
and glory.

M. E. TALMAN, Sec' / .
Rochester, Oct. 29, 1839.

A Curiosity—A gentleman informed us a few
days since, that a short time previous, while In
pursuit of wild turkies, in Hart county, Ken.
tucky, in company with a friend, they discov.
end on the s'ummi* of a knoll or elevation a
large hole, that would admit a man's body with-
out much difficulty. Curiosity led them to
make preparations, and by an accession, they
entered this mysterious place. At the length
of about 6 feet they found themselves in a sub.
terraneous cave or room apparently cut out of
solid rock, through which they had passed ma.
ny feet, which appeaed to be 16 to 18 feet
square. Our informant was the first that en.
tjred the room, and he was not a little surprised
that the first object which met his eyes was a
human skull with all the teeth entire. Upon
further examination, it was found that the
whole place was filled with skeletons of men,
women and children.

Under the small aperture through which they
descended, ihe place was perfectly dry, and the
bone's in a state of preservation. An eutire
skeleton of the human body was obtained.
They concluded to examine how deep the bones
were laid, and penetrated through them in one
place between four and seven feet, but found
them equally plentiful as on the top, but there
seemed to rise an offensive effluvia as they ap.
proached where it was a little damp. There
was no outlet to the room, and a large snake
which they found there, and which sppeared to
be perfectly docile, passed round the room sev-
eral times while they were in it. The discovery
is a subject for the speculation of philosophers
with regard to the period and circumstances at.
tending this ancient charnel house.—Central
Watchtoieer.

A Joyous Meeting.—Near Eastoii, Pa., I met
two young farmers in a cart, and from their an.
swer to my salutation, perceived at once, that
they were from Europe. I asked one where he
came from, and he told me that he was from
the neighborhood of Eisenach. When hejearned
that I had been there, and I began to talk to him
aboul his nativehilla, and Fuldan, and the room
where Luther threw his inkstand at his Satanic
majesty's head, the poor fellow laughed and
cried with pleasure. Six years had "passed since
either of us had been at that sprit; but tliey
were for the time as six hours, and wo talked of
it with fresh and lively recullections: then
grasping each other's hands till the knuckle*
cracked, we parted, probably never to meet
again in the world ! I like the Germans ; they
have more feeling and less vanity, in their na.
tionality, than any nation upon earth,—Mar.
ray's Travels.

A Splendid Meteor. —The Village Record
says:—•• Wednesday night was most brilliant;
a thousand stars shone in unwonted lastre, from
a bright and cloudless sky. About & o'clock,
the soft and balmy atmosphere was illuminated
for an instant, by a meteor off to the southeast.
It darted through the air a short distance, and
then exploded, producing a noonday brightness,
like a flash, of gunpowder. After ihe explo-
«ion, the light extended like a flake of fire, for
near a minute in the firmament, resembling a
dragon—which gradually disappeared. The
expNsion was quick as the lightning's flash,
but had none of its terrifio vividness ; it was
soft and bland. Superstition mi^hl consider
such a brilliant display of celestial glory, us an
omen denoting dire calamities to the nation
and people."

A man who was "how come you so." fell
down last evening. Another pronounced it lbs
failure of steam navigation.
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THE INVALID.
BY MRS. CORNWALL BARON WILSON.

Nothing can be more common than for per-
eons of a naturally robust and healthy tempera,
ment of mind and body, who feel not those " in
(trinities flesh is heir to,"—nothing, I repeat, is
more common than for such persons to ridicule
the want of that greatest of all earthly blessings
in. others, HEALTH ; and to attribute the ailments
of those around them to the effect of temper, or
what is caHled " nervous irritability." Instead,
therefore, of beriefitting more largely by the
mercies extended to themselves, and feeling a
thankful gratitude for the boon bestowed by
their munificent Creator, blessing* to them be-
come curses to others, by causing a callousness
to the sufferings of Jlheir fellow creatures; and
like Pharaoh of old. they *' harden their hearts"
against conviction and against belief-

Such, at least, was the effect produced upon
Walter Beverly, the hero, if I may so designate
him, of the brief yet faithful page in whose life
I am about to record ; and should there be one
among my readers who is conscious-of lacking
the "milk of human kindness" in his own bo-
som, may the catastrophe of this little narrative
produce that change " devoutly to be wished."

Walter Beverly was a young man possessed
of fine animal spirits, flowing from a constitu-
tion which (saving in the maladies incident to
ehildhopd) had never known a day's wear, ei-
ther from sickness or sorrow ; he seemed, in-
deed, the favorite of fortune, in person, wealth,
and manners. Generous and manly, gified
with many good and noble qualities, his detes-
tation of every thing approaching to cowardice
or effeminacy in bis own sex, was little short of
hatred—even the gentler part of the creation,
woman, pleased Walter more when the extreme

delicacy of her sex was discarded, and none of
those pretty yet misplaced graces of timidity
which betauty is apt to assume, were put in

practice o attract admirers.
A young man moving in the circle Beverly

did move, was not likely to be long in finding a
wife. Julia St. Pierre, the only daughter of a
French refugee, drew her first breath in Eng-
land, whither her parents had flown with wliat
wealth they eould hastily collect, at the breaking
out of the revolution. Educated as an English
woman, (for she had known no other country,)
young, loveiy and accomplished, Julia soon at-
tracted the eyes, and fixed the roving heart of
Walter, in those circles where they met; and
though he was very opposite in character, for
her's was " the mild lustre of the early morn—
and his the radiance of the risen day," he soon
became a lover—woed and won—and they were
onited.

There was a hectic streak on the face of the
fair bride, that to all eyes, save those of her de-
lighted husband, seemed the hearld of an early
crave. That direful disease, the simoom of our
fclimate, deadly as that of the eastern desert—
since with a like remorselessness it BWeeps
away all who come within its influence—con.
sumption, had already sown its baneful seeds in
her bosom, to spring up ere long, and desolate
the soil. , . . . . ,

I pass over the early period of their married
life—like an English April, it had its showers
and its sunshine, bat no cloud of any magni
tude rested upon it; Walter was justly proud1 o
bis beautiful wife, and delighted to instruct her
in the more robustaccoroplishrnent other sex,
nnderhis tuition, though naturally timid, s h e
became an expert horsewoman, and thehusband
was never more in his element (to use a iiauli-
eal ohrasej than When attending in the double
capacity of esquire and tutor, at the bndlerein
of his graceful Julia.

Time rolled on, and olive branches sprang a-
round their table, but, alas ! they aid no. bring
increase of happiness; the wife's duties were
now to become subservient to those of the mo.
ther—nature demanded it, and Julia was obliged
to relinquish many of those pleasures, innocent
in themselves, wbieh became otherwise when
the? drew away her attention fruin her off-
spring. Those little eacrifica on her part were
made without a sigh, for a mother can know to
happiness like that of which she is the centra
at home. But with men it is different; he doe
not feel the ties of thosa dear ones to bind him
mo closly. Walter wa« not naturally fond of
.bildren, and the scene* of domestic* life were
"" tMlM for his ardent temperament; he loved
to mount toe wave rather than glide down the
O h n iinooUi atream; excited by constant activ-
,* Thi* wa§ the hour of his trial—now wai

»2b#putU»tfi**eit the oath, "to lore and to

cherish,' which he had sworn to her who had
consented to share hts destiny, at the alter of
his God.

The health of Mr. Beverly gradually gave
way under the many anxieties from which a
mother, let her situation in life be ever exalted,
cannot be exempt. How little in after life do
any of us appreciate that unceasing fatigue,
that unvarying tenderness which anticipates
the steps of time, and furrows the cheek of gen.
tie woman with wrinkles not of yearB. When
Julia became no longer able, with pleasure to
herself, to ac com Any her husband, to those
scenes of gaiety, or endure the late hours of the
fashionable-society in which she had hitherto
been his partner, Walter bore the bureavement
>n sullen silence, or if when'increasing disease
forced a gentle complaint frorh the lips of his
suffering wife, a Word of recognition that he
heard her did break from him, it was such as
blistered, rather than soothed the wound it fell
Upon. Soon, however, this gloomy calm, like
the silence of Najpre before the tempest, burst
forth in anger and ridicule, and audible wishes
"that he had not married a woman to fill his
house with doctors, and exhaust his purse for
fees !, were common salutations on the lips of
Beverley; " Julia was only nervous,' heMVOuid
say to her friend—"only nervous and wanted
rousing ; and under • this impression the poor
sinking invalid was often forced into gaiety,
under the pretended search after that health
which for her was onJy to ba obtained in the
quiet shades of retirement, or the only calm of
domestic peace. Often when the unpitied Julia
returned from1 such scenes, and was cuuscoue
that the tide of health would never again fliw
though her wasting veins, would she gaze with
tearful eyes on the little flock bounding to meet
her, and mentally offer a prayer for their pro-
tection, when her maternal arms could not

, longe* be their shield; often, too, while renting
on her harp, whose tuneful chords her fingers
had ceased to make obedient to their touch,
would she weep over her youngest born, and
blue -eyed cherub, who ljlie the personification
of Pity's dove, flew to nestle and repose in her
wounded bos m.

Gently, as the failing light of the melting rain
bow, tint after tint did her beauty pass almost
unperceived, away. She had long ceased to
breathe a murmur, for it was sure to call up a
cloud on the brow, or an unmanly sneer on the
lip of the heartless Beverley, who now that his
wife's accomplishments and beauty could no
longer minister to his vanity, shewed himself
the selfish being his own passion had made him.
Despite his better reason, he would not be con.
vinced \hat the hectic flush and bright blue eye
of Julia Could betoken aught but health ; arid to
conciliate his wayward temper, that fevered
cheek and wildly illumined eye often wore cloth,
ed in smiles, when the worm was gnawing at
her aching heart.

'•There, now you look something like your
self, Julia," said the selfish Walter one evening
when, iii obedience to his wishes, she had placed
herself at the harp, which stood beside the sofa,
on which her weakness obliged her to recline—
"Come, you only want rousing, as I told Dr
Berkley yesterday, when he shook his head and
pulled a long professional face ; illness is all an
jdga a fancy—making women a trouble to
themselves, and a burden to every one about
them. It only wants courageand nerve to throw
it off, as one changes a dress, and really, Julia,
yours is become quite a worn out garment—I'm
tired of seeing it" A melancholly smile was the
only answer to thm ill-timed pleasantry. 'Come,
ho continued, "play some of those lively airs you
had used to be so fond of before we were plagu.
ed with those cursed brats, who have worn your
very life out. "Be off, sir, out of the way !" said
the unnatural father to tho trembling boy who
8 a t at his mothet'vknee; and suiting the action
to the word, hurled him with his foot to the other
side of the apartment, with a violence that made
the floor echo beneath his fall.

The spirit of the mother, could not brook this
neglect—reviling, showered upon herself, she
had long borne calmly and without a murmur;
but if ever the most timid animal will turn and
defend her young when attacked, how much
more will not woman dare in defence of her off
snrine! So it wax with the wife of Beverley—
evcrv fueling, the dearest, the m W sacred in her
bosom's shrine, had been outraged-outraged
bv him, too, who of all other, should have re-
J i J S wd# upheld them! And for the tat
time word, of bitter and reproaching import e»
c.ped1 her lips-reraoMtrance only produced tho

opposite effect intended, orr art obdurate heart—
and Walter Beverley, the ho-band and father of
hose he had Wronged, quitted his home, to
pend elsewhere a gVyer evening* than he mi$ht

now anticipate within its wall.
* * » * * * *

Late was the hour when he returned, under
the twofold influence of wine and passion, those
demons ever ready to join compact together and
make common cause against erring man. 8tu.
pified and weary with the orgies of the club,
whither he had flown, to Btiflc in noise and riot
the upbraidings of the " still small voice" that
will be heard within us.it was not till the beams
of the noon day sun shone into their chamber,
that Beverley awoke to consciousness—and to
look on.the inanimate form beside his pillow—,
Mrs. Beverley was dead! Exhausted by the
vexation of the evening, heart-sick and heart
broken, she had softly kissed her children as
they slept, and retired some hours before her hus-
band's return ! and alone, in the silence and
deep hush of midnight—that awful power whoj^
bids "the weary be at rest," had visited her sor-
rows, and her pure spirit had flown to Him who
gave it,

Some moments elapsed ere the horror-struck
Walter could fully arouse his bewildered senses
to comprehend the fatal truth! He bent his ear
to listen—no gentle breathing answered to his
hopes, and told him lifo was. yet an inmate of
that, fragile tenement;—he touched the pate
cheek over whiah the long eyelash hung like
a jetty fringe, with a tear ttill moist upon it.—
His head recoiled from the icy thrill which that
touch seat through his veins ; there is no mis.
taking the touch of death ! To summon the
servants and medical aid was now but the work;
of a moment, but in vain, the vital spark was
quenched forever, In all the stupor of grief,
too agonized, 'too deep for tears,'the wretched
man stood gazing on the form before him. Yes,
there sha lay—the bride of his choice, the wife
of his bosom—the mother of his children—the
shadow of beauty yet throwing its twilight love*
liness over her features, even as the lunar rain-
bow retains the outline of the brighter arch of
day, bat gleams colder and paler beneath the
chilly midnight. At that awful moment what
would the husband and the father have given to
recall but the last twelve hours of his existence
—to have caused the dial of time to go back as
it did of yore ? How di I every unkind word he
had uttered, every offensive look of which he
had been guilty, set themselves in battle array
against him, and rise from the cells of his own
heart, like spec tors of terror to upbraid him.—
The wolf that fed on the life stream of the
Spartan thief, the tooth of the vipor, or the
three-fanged sting of the scorpion, are nothing
contrasted with the agonies of an accusing con-
science. Yef the lesson did not lose its effect
on the heart of ILverely, a revolution which
years could not have accomplished, was now
the work of one little hour. Prostrate besidw •
his desolate couch, with his children gathered
around him, the first prayer Beverley had uttered
since he knelt in boyhood at his mother's knee,
broke from his humiliatud soul, for forgiveness
for the past and direction for the future ; and
there loo, on that solemn shrine, with ihe weep.,
ing pledges of love before him, t-'id he vow to
consecrate his future life to their welfare, and
to be henceforth a father in affection as in name.
The spirit of her he had injured bent down and
hallowed the prayer, and the recording angel,
whorcjoip.es over the sinner that repetiteth, re-
gis ered the oath in heaven.

Years have flue ted by, since tho period when
this history commenced, and in the fondly at.
tached fatlier, watching and guiding tho expand-
ing minds of his affectionate children, no traces
can be recognized of the early failings of Wai-
ter Bevcrley.

Mothers and Daughters.—It was a judicious
resolution of a father, as well as a most pleas,
ing compliment to his wife, when on being
asked by a friend what he intended to do with
his girls, he replied, " 1 intend to apprentice
them to their mother, that they may learn the
art of improving time, and be fitted to become
like her—wives, mothers, heads of families, and
useful members of society.? Equally just, but
bitterly painful, was the remark of the unhappy
husband of a vain, thoughtless, dressy slattern.
•• it is hard to say it, but if my girls are to have
a chance af' growing up good for any thing,
they must be aent out of the way of their me.
ther'a example."
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THE GEM AND LADIES1 AMULET.
From the Exeter News Letter.

A TERRIBLE STORY.
It was just before the forming of Calla

when we were crusing off the coast of Peru
one clear afternoon we saw just in with th<
land a beautiful Spanish sloop of war lying to
under cover of a small fort, but at a long dis
tance from the rest of the fleet. Our commo
dore marked it out at once for a prize ; th<
boats were manned and held in readiness, bu
how they were to act with effect was a mys
tery to all, until, about seven bells of the af-
ternoon watch, there came up so dense a fog
that you could not see the length of the ship
we knew the bearings of tbe enemy, and, a
soon as the fosr came on, pulled quietly toward
them with muffled oars. It was a fearful enter
prise, and many mysterious and dreadful fore-
bodings passed through my mind as we ap-
proached the bark, which was the theatre of one

_ of the bloodiest butcheries ever witnessed in the
••Peruvian waters. I knew well what the valor

oT their men would do when driven to despera
tion ; I knew that every inch of deck would b
disputed, hilt to hilt, by the despairing Span
Sards; till there was not one left to lift a cutlasi
or a boarding pike. And under such circum
stances I would have given very little for nij
life. I thought of all the battles I had been in,
and was yet alive ; but that thought could no
protect me now: my heart began to, fail me
And for the first lime I thought seriously of dy-
ing. Of a sudden there was a slight murmur
irig<jamong our men, and looking upwards th
masts and yards of the vessel could be distinct
ly seen looming up through the fog, seemingly
to* an enormous height.

In an instant every misgiving left me, in the
dreadftiliexcilrment which! carries man away
from hiu reason, and makes him thirst for th
blood of his brother, worse than ever did the
most ferocious tiger of the East for the prey
which nature gives him. And I who but a few
moments before, would have given worlds to be
any where else, was now eager to rush upon
the decliB of strangers, and bathe my sword in
the life-blood of those men who had never
done me the least injury. At that moment noi
a pound was heard, except the shortened breath
ings of our men, who were seen with their lips
compressed, intently watching the foe exam in.
ing their weapons, tightening their belts, and
preparing for the desperate encounter, which
was to be the struggle of BO many brave men
The enemy had not yet perceived us, and, un.
der cover of the fog; we dropped quietly under
the ship's stern, and were upon her quarters be
fore the alarm was given. The surprise was
complete—and such a scene 01 uproar and con.
fusion followed upon her decks as would defy
all efforts of description. Most* of the men
were at that time unprovided with arms, and in
the rush from all quarters .to get at them, all or.
der and discipline was lost. No one heard the
voice of the commander in the terror of the mo,
merit our men were now fast leaping upon the
decks, and a.I commencing the slaughter. Or-
der, however, was soon restored among them
—they made a desperate stand, and fairly drove
back the first boat's crew, but they were con.
tmiialiy crowding upon them from all quarters,
a'td the attempt to repeal them was in vain—
many of the men who were unarmed now be-
gan to see ihe hopelessness of their condition,
and leaped into the sea by shores, to avoid fal.
ling into our bands.

But a voluntary death is no trifleing matter,
and these ill-fated men found too late that
drowning is not so very plcastnt after all. It
was heart-rending to hear the shrieks and how.
lings as they caught hold of their boats to save
themselves, and had their hands cutoff in the
attempt. Poor fellows ! it was a hard thing for
me, but we were under the necessity of doing
it. or else fr<>m the numbers, we had all been
buried in the ocean together.

You may form some idea of the number of
rnen who perished in this way, from the fact
that after the engagement was over, from the
single boat to which I belonged I took up my
tarpaulin hat five times full of human fingers ;
and threw them into the sea. Our boat was
prevented for a while from coming alongside
by the others, which occupied every accessible
point in the honor of capturing the prize.—
However we soon crowded up under the main
chain?, and began to climb the side ; the third
lieutenant, who was in our boat, had nearly
reached the top of the nettings, and I waj i

standing on the forward thwart of the boat
when one of our men, who in the act of throw-
ing a hangrenade, was horribly mutilated b\
its explosion ; he gave a leap into the air, an
fell heavily into the boat a torn and mangle
corpse. I looked for a moment at the disgu's
ting remains of my comrade till my Mooi
froze in my veins, and crept with icy coWnes
to the extremities of my fingers, then leaping
upward I caught the, lanyard of a backstay.

By this time our lieutenant stood on the sum
mit of the hammock nettings ; he raised him.
self proudly to his utmost height, stood in an
attitude that would have done honor to ,any eel.
ebrated actor of tragedy, and flourishing his
sword over his head, was on the point o
springing down on the foe, shouting with al
his might. "Now, my brave fcolows, now"—
when half a dozen boarding pikes were thrus
at him, with a will and precision of aim tha
must have proved fatal, had he'not avoided the
bristly danger by springing bakdward into thi
rigging ; but, instead of catchfJRg, as he inten
ded, in the shrouds, he came lumbering down
the ship's side, bringing three or four men
with hi/n, and taking me in the course ; al]
went pell-mell in the boat together. It was in
this break-neck tumble that I received the
wound in my breast which left this scar.—
Though I did not perceive it at the time, it
must have been done by a back-handed blow
from the lieutenant's sword.

"For the love of mercy, get off my head,'
cried I, as loud as I could articulate, with my
mouth and throat filled with bl«iod. " Oh ! you
are alive, then," said the lubberly officer, and he
raised his foot. " I expect I am, sir, though all
the same as dead here." You may judge what
were my feelings on rising, to find I had been
literally trodden into the mangled body of our
dead shipmate, and was dripping fr«m head to
foot with the blood of my friend: I know not
how,, to describe the complexity of my feeling
at that moment; I was fairly beside myself; and
washing my face hastily in the sea, with the fury
of a maniac I dashed up the side of the ship,
and plunged into the thickest of the fight. By
this time, our men had made a most terrible
slaughter there; dead bodies were lying in heaps,
in all directions; and these, with the blood
which was pouring from the scuppers like water
in a heavy shower of rain, rendered it extreme-
ly difficult to walk about or even to stand on the
shipperyjdecks ; still these desperate men main,
tained their ground with a firmness that was tru.

' ly astonibhing considering their numbers. Ev.
ery man seemed resolved not to be taken alive-,
and fought with a determination to sell his life
as dearly as possible. Such was the stage of
the battle when I rushed into the midst. I made
the most extraordinary exertions for a few
minutes, but soon found my maniac rage began
to cool, and thought of acting on the defensive.
To retreat was impossible, for such is the strict
order and discipline of a sea-fight, that you will
meet the same fate from your friend if you at-
tempt to turn and fly alone, that you are likely
to meet from the enemy by facing them manful.

The Spaniards were soon so much reduced
that they were fairly surrounded and overpow.
ered by number*. I had just parried a most
scientific thruat made at me by a long.limbed
skeleton of a Portuguese, and gave him his own
with interest, when they drew down their ann6
for quarter. I now loaded my pistol, which I
had discharged but'once during the engagement,
and was about returning it to my belt, when a
Spanish boy, a mere stripling, sprang toward
me with a bound, clapped the muzzel of his pis.
toil to my breast, and I came within an ace of
losing my life, when I thought the fighting all
over. Making a sweep with the butt-end of my
long boarding pistol, I laid him on the deck just
in time to avoid the messenger of death. I was
a little startled at the moment, and discharged
the contents of my weapon inio his prostrate
body. Shipmates, if ever £ was 6orry for anv
thing in my life, it was for that deed ; the poor
boy rained his head, and gave me such a look !
Oh, heaven ! I can see it now ! So innocent
and wistful—BO full of expressive helplessness,
it seemed to implore me to spare him, at the
same time that it upbraided me for my cruelty ;
it was like the last look o r a wounded pigeon,
fluttering and expiring at your feet. I took him
up in my arms, in the hope that the wound was
not-mortal, and that he might yet recover; but
it was two late—the death-rattle was in his
throat—and I carried him aft to the capstan.

and laid him down with as much care as if he
had beep my own son, in a spot where he would
not be trodden upon by the crowd. I watched
there beside him, gazing upon his sweet face,
and mourning that I had deprived so bright a
being of existence, until I was ordered aloft to
shift the main topmast staysail hallards over to
leeward,, for 1 hey were making sail on the ship
to gel her out of the reach of the fort on shore,

. before the fog eould clear away.
When I came down to the top, in looking for

a piece of canvass to sew up my murdered boyr

J happened to, find a Spanish ensign neatly rol-
led up, which had probably b&looged Jo one of
the main-top men. Out of this I made a shroud
for that fair child. While I was employed in
this sacred office, a muster of the prisoners waa
made, and it was found that out df six hundred
men who had composed the crew in the morn-
ing, but sixty now remained uninjured. Still,
when I looked upon, the work of my own hand,
I did not notice the vast quantity of blood spil.
led by others ; and when, enveloped in the flag
of his native land, I raised the remains of that
once bright being in my arms, and consigned
them to the keeping, of the friendly oecan, , I
could not, nor can I now, persuade myself from
the idea that I had been a murderer.

JONATHAN SLICK'S LETTERS.
The Letters of Jonathan Slick have had a run

almost unparalleled in newspaper writing.—
We printed over' 15,000 copies of the first Let-
ter, and could have sold 30.000 copies, if we
had had Uiem. The newspapers everywhere
are reprinting it. We have no hesitation in
saying,that the mine which Jonathan has struck
into, is richer than that of Boz, and the Letters
to come, we also know, from the great ability
of the writer, and his genuine Yankee educa-
tion, will be first rate, Yankee life is the rich,
est of life in incidents. Neither England, Ire-
land, France nor Germany, presents such a cu.
rious, amusing and extraordinary combination
of. character as is every day seen in the interi-
or pf New England, among its farming, coast-
ing, speculating, and every.thinjj.doing popula-
tion. Jonathan abandons political life,the read,
er will see, to Major Jack Downing, and walks
into high life anon.—Express.

American Officer* Abroad,—Among the dis.
tinguished foreigners now in France, are three
cavalry Lieutenants of our army, who have
gone to Europe to study their profession. The
Paris correspondent of the Courier and Enquir-
er says they were introduced to Louis Philippe
by Gen. Cass—were courteously and kindly, rs*
ceived—were invited to the palaco, and dined
with the king, queen and royal family ; and
were moreover during their stay, accommodated
with horses from the royal stables, which ena.
bled them to witness all the inspections, ma.
noeuvres and reviews. They are at present at
|.he cavalry school of Samnn, prosecuting their
inquiries—Troy Mail.

Eapy's[Prediction.—We recently published a
prediction of Mr. Espy, that while the citizens
of Philadelphia, on Monday, the 21st inst. were
enjoying agreeable weather, there was a storm
prevailing in the region south of the Virginia
Capes. It was mentioned at the same time,
that on Friday the 18th at Charleston, there was
a great fall of rain. The Chronicle, of Wil.
mihglon, North Carolina, says, that it rained
verv hard at that place, from Thursday the 17th
to Saturday the 19th inst. According to this,if
we suppose the storm to have moved from
Charleston to Wilmington, in a north east di.
rection, as far as the Vinginia Capes, it would
have reached Hatteras at the time foretold by
Professor Espy. The Baltimore Patriot of Sat.
uiday says—"In confirmation of the statement
of Professor Espy, we may mention that the
schooner Mohawk, which arrived at this port
this morning, reports having experienced vury
heavy weather on the coast; she was twice
blown off, and has been ten days on soundings."
—Eve. Post.

Old, but not bad.—There is a school.house,
on ihewindow.sill of which is painted, (ithav,
ing been a grocer's store) " Powder and Shot."
"What the deuce have powder and shot to do
with education ?" " A great deal," replied a
wag; " is it not the schoolmaster's calling to
teach the young idea how to shoot I"
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THE FUGITIVE OF MOSCOW.

A RUSSIAN T&LH.

" O welcome pure-eyed faith, white-handed hope,
Yhou hovering angel. girt with golden wings,
And thou unblemished form of! chastity!
I see ye visibly, and now believe
That he, the Supreme Good, to whom all things
Are but as lavish officers of vengeance,
"Would send a glistening guardian, if need were,
To keep my life and honor unassailed."

During the reign of Czar Peter, there resided
in the city of Moscow a gentleman of birth and
education, named Prieur, a native of France,
who left his country in disgust with the polili-
e«l and religious excitements which agitated it,
and which had been the means of depriving him
of a large portion of his fortune. He had but
one child, a daughter, named Eloisa, whose
mother died in child.bed. In addition to the
natural cords of affection which binds the pa.
rent to his offspring, this child was endeared to
Prieur by a thousand adventitious associations,
and he lavished upon her all that wealth could
procure.

Prieur was received with every mark of re.
spectby the Czar, and his daughter immediately
became the idol of the Russian Court; with de-
scriptions of her accomplishments, her gentle-
ness, her symmetry of form, and particularly of
the pleasing expression of her eyes, the Russian
legendary ballads are filled.

" Downcast, or shooting glances far,
How beautiful her eyes.

That blent the nature of the star
With that of summer skies!"

To charms such as Eloisa possessed, the Czar
w»a not insensible ; and neglecting his estima-
ble wife, the Lady Catharine, the noblest wo.
man, if history may be believed that ever shared
the regal honors~of the Russian throne, he sought
to win the love of the fair Gallic maiden by un-
welcome importunities, and even by unmanly
threatenings.

Alarmed beyond measure at his thread, and
her meditated degradation; aware also of his
despotic power and ability to accomplish, by the
aid of his ready slaves, almost whatever he
might desire, Eloisa fled in terror secretly from
the metropolis, without informing even her fa.
ther of her intended destination..

Three leagues beyond the walls of Moscow,
lay a maish of many miles in extent, covered;
with wild briers and brambles ; in the middle of
that swamp was a mound, or island, as it were
on which was a ruined hut, once, it was said,
inhabited by an anchorite, concerning whom
many fearful legends were told by nurses to
frighten and subdue wayward children ; but
whether theJegendB are true or fatee, it matters
not to our tale; there was the swamp.

M And midway in the unsafe morass.
A single island rose

Of firm dry ground, with healthful grass
Adorned, and shady boughs."

A knowledge of that'island, and of the tales
eoonected with it, Eloisa had gathered from a
vassal who lived upon the borders of the morass,
and who for several years had supplied her fa.
ther with game. Disguised, »he sought his soli.
t*ry hut, and besought him with ready regards
of gold, and promises of whatever he might ask,
to lead her through the swamp to that secluded
and desolate retreat. The honest fowler, on
hearing «f her distress, refused her gold* and
cheerfully conducted her to the little island,
promising to supply her daily with such food as
be oould procure. »Eloisa took possession of
her new habitation with a sense of devout
thankfulness, and there she lived for two years,
a saintly anchoress, alike contented amid the
snows of winter and the flowers and fruits of
rummer.

During this time, no one in Moscow knew
any thing of berfa ie ; all supposed her lost,
and many believed through the Czar. Her fa.
ther mourned her as dead, and the Lady Catha.
rine (who was not ignorant of her husband's
passion) shared with him his grief.

Upon the rude walls .of her cabin, the fair fu-
gilive had hung a picture, in accordance with
Russian usage, of the Mater Doloroso, with
which she communed every morn and eve.
Even there, in deepest solitude, she dreamed
away her time in pleasaut fancies and gentle
occupations; she cultivated wild flowers, and
made companions of them and the birds that
lived around the forest home; and when the
early winter came, and she saw the white swans
pasiing southward, she followed them in fancy
oo their flight to the vine clad fields of Her na.
titve. France, and memory dwelt for hoars, in

delight, on the recollections bf childhood ; the
Kremlin and Czar were forgotten, the past be-
came the present, and the future was disre-
garded.

As Eloisa was indulging in a reverie, such as
is here poorly shadowed forth to the reader, a
wounded deer came bounding through the forest,
and sunk down exhausted at her feet: he was
followed by a Russian nobleman named Inrak,
who. led on by excitement of the chase, had
pursued his noble game, through the morass,
encountering dangers, of which to think of
made him tremble.|>Led by his dogs, he came
boldly up to the stag, and blew a "death-pro,
claiming blast."

Eloisa, relying uppn the strength which ever
accompanies a virtuous mind, now came from a
thicket, where, on Inrak's approach she had tak-
en shelter.

Inrak, starting back with astonishment, could
on-ly, with difficulty, find words to ask whether
she was the divinity of the place, or a mortal
mind, suffering cruel confinement there under
the power of some demon master, or wizajd^s
charm.

" Noble stranger, as your address and appear-
ance bespeak vou," said Eloisa, calmly, " you
behold in me, as in this object of your pursuit,
a stricken deer. I might have lain in my covert,
unobserved, but from your deportment, sir, I
judged that a suffering woman would find in
you a friend. I am not terrified—I shed no tears
—but I beseech you, when you return to Mos.
cow, not to explain the mystery.which has thus
accidentally beerl revealed to you to-day. I ask
no more ; for the honor of manhood do not de.
ny a maiden in distress this reasonable boon."

•• Is it possible," said Inrak, in amazement,
"that you are the maiden whose sudden disap^
pearance from Moscow, two years since, was
the theme of every tongue—whose virtue with-
stood the Emperor'« assailments—whose mys-
terious fate has drawn unnumbered tears from
the eyes of all those who were too happy in the
enjoyment of your acquaintance." #

'• My name is Eloisa Prieur," replied the fair
fugitive—" do you know if my father lives? I
have never informed him of my concealment,
for fear, O wicked heart of mine! that he would
resign me to the Czar."

" He lives/' answered Inrak, " in inconsola-
ble grief for your loss."

In a moment was kindled m the breast of
Inrak a passion strong as if it had been of years
duration. He already looked upon the gentle
Eloisa as his own, and besought her to trust to
him her deliverance. "The Czar," Baid he,
•• has repented in deepest grief his violent suit*
as I have learned from bin own lips, and from
the lips of the Ladv Catharine; lie has also
sought, in a thousand ways, to make reparation
to your father. Therefore, gentle maiden! if
you will give sanction to my enterprise, I will
make Haste to Moscow, and return to you with
the strongest pledges a sovereign can give, that
you may return to your father and live invio.
late. , ,

Eloisa smiled a faint consent and hope grew
bold in the breast of Inrak, who, taking-respect,
ful leave, proceeded in all haste to, Moscow, and
returned, on the third day after hit.- departure,
to the loricly inland in the morass, and bore away
his prize to her father's arms. The old man
clasped Eloisa to his heart, and the tears 6f joy
which fell from his eyes, •• did make the meet,
ing seern most like a dear farewell."

Love succeeded gratitude in the breast of
Eloisa; the bridal day was appointed, the bridal
day arrived, and the deliverer and delivered were

•' Meek Ontiinrine hnd her own reward \
The Cznr bnsiowed a dower;

And universal Mo-cow shared
The triumph o( that honr."

The Mastodon in Nova Seitia.—The follow.
ing seems to indicate that this antediluvian^
quadruped existed as'high north here as in Rus:
sia :

The St. John's Courier mentions that Capt.
Ruel of that city, lately purchased some cord
wood, and on culling it up, discovered that one
log of considerable size was of animal, not veg.
etablc substance—being bone. It was sixteen
inches in circumference, and about four and a
half feet long, and belonged to an animal of the
Mammalia class. It is thought that in the un.
explored part of the country, where the relic of
some gigantic creature was foond, skeletons of
whole animals may ?et be discovered.

OBITUARY
WILLIAM HILDRETH, Senr. died at his resi.

dence in the town of'Phelps, on the morning
of the 4th instant, in the 56th year bf his age.

We are seldom called tfrjon' to record the death
of a more useful and estimable citizen, or one
whose loss will be more severely felt and uni*
versally lamented. The life of Mr. Hildreth
furnishes a beautiful and encouraging illustra-
tion of the success which under our free1 insti-
tutions, rewards unaided industry, probity and
enterprise, and demands more than the tribute
of a passing notice. A little less than forty
years since, he emigrated from one of the New
England States, lo this village, a poor boy, and
was employed for several years as a wood chop,
per. During this lime he established a reputa.
tion for frugality and integrity, that enabled him
to purchase, chiefly upon credit, a lot of land
in the town of Phelps, which he soon brought
to a condition of a cultivated farm, and upon
which he resided until his death. From this
period his career was that of increasing prosper-
ity, usefulness and honor. For more than twen-
ty years past, he was extensively engaged in
agricultural, mercantile and manufacturing pur.
suits, to which he was ardently devoted : but
from which he was often called by the voice of
his fellow citizens, to serve in places of honor
and trust. Among these we recollect that he
was a member of the Electoral College in 1824 ;
a candidate for the State Senate at a latter peri-
od ; a member of the house of Assembly in 1835,
and, frequently we believe* the representative
of his town in the Board of Supervisors. Jfei
public stations he was distinguished by the same
sound judgment, and patient, yet quiet and
unostentatious, toil, that characterized IIIB course
in private life. Cold, precise and punctual in
business affairs, he was kind and affectionate in
all domestic and social relations, and gave to the
poor and necessitous with a warn hearted, yet
discriminating benevolence. With the leading
business interests of his town, his name has
been long and intimately connected ; and he
contributed liberally of time and money to such
works of public improvement as were calculat-
ed to promote its prosperity. His active use.
fulness will be gjeatiy missed in a community
by whom he was respected and honored, whilst
his death has left a void in the family circle that
will be long felt and deplored.—Ontario Repot,
tory.

Thanksgiving.—The Baltimore American re-
commends the adoption, in that State, of a day
of annual Thanksgiving! It is a custom, say
the editors, of solemn beauty.

A whole people kneeling in reverence—the
united voices of multitudes uplifted in Btipplica.
tion—the cares of life suspended in an anxious
looking towards the eternal world as though the
course of time had paused for a moment—these
are considerations which come not without some
feeling of a grand and elevating kind, impress:
ing the soul with remembrance of its destiny,
and giving intimations of its immortal nature.
The thoughts which such observance suggests
are likely to remind us of the insignificance of
those things which are permitted hourly to
trouble and engross the mind to the exclusion
of graver and more important matters—and
cause us to feel with renewed assurance bur en.
tire dependence upon an overruling Providence,
which, if it inspire humility, will not be with,
out much profit. We should be glad to see a
day of Thanksgiving set apart by the Execu-
tive of Maryland. If it has not been usual be-
fore, a good practice cannot be too soon begun.

A new way of spinning street yarn.—A lady
passing up " Bank lawn" a few days since, with
her knitting work done up in her white pocket
handkerchief, unconsciously dropped her ball of
yarn, which began to roll down the hill, she
walking on at a clow pace and by the time she
was at the top of the hill, the ball was at th«j
foot. She did noi discover her loss until she ar-
rived at her own door, when it was handed her
by a young gentleman who had followed her and
gallantly rolled it up in gooj order, he being de-
termined not to encourage any such fashion.—
Prov. Journal.

Getting Ready:— An Itallian in Cincinnati
is straightening up all bis accounts, to be pre-
pared for the great universal conflagration,
which, from the great recent prevalence of fires,
lie i§ convinced will occur in 1840.—Whig.
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From the National Intelligencer.

MESSRS. EDITORS—YOU will oblige a subscri-
ber by giving place to an article found in the
Southern Churchman of the 23d of August,
headed " The Road to Ruin." Alas! how ma-
ny like the unhappy young man described by
the divine, are now travelling, uiitonsciously,v
perhaps, the very same road which leads to in-
evitable destruction ! If the eye of some wan-
derer should chance to fall upon this article,
perhaps he may bo induced to pause, to think,
and retrace his 6teps in the "ROAD TO RUIN."

T H E ROAD TO RUIN.
Not long since I called upon a young man, a

parishioner of mine, the husband of a good wife,
and the father of two interesting children.
Finding him in (he field at work, for he was a
farmer, I walked nut into the corn, and entered
into discourse with him. In the course of con-
versation, he remarked, »• Why, yes, sir, I have
every thing pleasant around me here. I have a
good wife, healthy and interesting children, a
very fine, farm, and I do not owe a dollar in the
world ; but," he continued, and his lips trem-
bled, and he struck his hoe spasmodically in the
earth, " / am becoming a drunkard."

Said he, as we continued the conversation,
" I have gradually and incessantly arquired so
strong an appetite for ardent spirits, that when
temptation comes; as it does every time that 1
go to market, I am utterly unable to withstand
it." Said lie, " I see perfectly to what this
habit is leading me, and I am as wretched as a
man can be } I shall probably come home a
Btadpering drunkard, arid break the heart, and
perhaps personally abuse my poor wife-r-beggar
my children, become a disgrace to myself and
all my friends, till we finally all become the
miserable inmates of the poor house. I foresee
it all," said he, " and yet, whenever I go to the
•tore and see others drink, and am invited and
urged by thean to partake, I have no power to
resist," and he covered his face with his hands
and wept like a sobbing child.

I endeavored to lead him to look to God for
strength, and to make it his daily prayer, at tho
family altar, and in secret, that God would aid
him to overcome temptation. "Come," said
he, " go to the house and pray for me." We
went to the house. He called his wife and his
liitle ones-rand the mother of his wife, who lived
with them, and was dependent on them, togeth-
er, and we knelt around the kitchen hearth in
prayer for that mental strength so fearfully
needed.

A month or two passed away, I occasionally
bearing that he was continuing the downward
path, till I was unexpectedly called to his house
to attend the funeral of his wife, who had died
of a sudden fever, probably aggravated by the
aDprehension of the woes before them. As I
observed in his flushed countenance the eviden-
ces of entire self abandonment and despair, I
could not refrain from feeling ih.it it would have
been a mercy if his children had also been lying
in the coffin with their mother.

A day or two afier the funeral I visited him,
and we conversed freely upon what he called
his approaching and inevitable ruin. And as I
spoke of his inolherlass babas, and the new re-
sponsibilities now devolving upon him, he said :
"Sometimes I am able for a week, or a fort,
night, to abstain altogether. I do not allow
myself to keep a drop in my house. But I am
compelled occasionally to go to market, and
there the very breath of those I meet fans into
a flame the appetite which consumes me ; the
very sight maddens me ; the persuasion of those
who arc drinking nnislits the temptation, and
I am gone." * * *

A few months since, a« I took up a newspa-
per, I saw the rucord of hid dca.ii, at the age, 1
boliove, of thirty-two.

Comparison of Spted.—A French scientific
journal states, the ordinary rate is, per second :
of a nun walking, 4 feet; of a good home, in
harness, 12; of a rainucer, in a cledge on the
ice, 26; of an English race horse, 4 3 , of a
hare, £8 ; of a good nailing ship, 14; of the
wind, 82', of sound, 1,033; of a 24 pounder
cannon ball, 1.3J0; of the air, which no di-
vided, returns into space, 1,300.

Western "Ifelp."—The author of "A New
Home" nays she once had a damsel living with
her. who used to put her head in at a door,
trilli—-" Miss Clavem, did you holler 7 I
thought I heard a yell."

From the Claremount (2V. H.) Eagle.
A SKETCH FROM LIFE.

An old fellow, whose name we veil under that
of Hunks, died in the adjacent town of Cuarles-
town, last Week, would have been a capital sub-
ject for Dickens, and might have set to Scott,
for his inimitable character of Trapboin in the
EortuneB of Nigul. He was a miserly, close
fisted old hunks, a real Bkinflini, who, it was
supposed by his neighbors, had scraped tpgeth-
er, as such characters will, in one way and a-
nolher, a considerable amount of money. This
was not known however, f o m e said he had
money concealed in the earth—others, 'judging
from the slovenly manner in which he lived
and dressed, that he had nothing but the few
acres which he cultivated. He lived like the
poorest, shutting his door'upon every intruder
<—till at last Death knocked, and he was Obli-'
ged to open. During his sickness he was wont
to send daily for a small purse of silver and
gold, hid in the wall of his cellar, which he
would count over with that feeling of painful
delight, which inhabits the bosom of the miser
alone. Disease, however, wore down his frame
rapidly, and'at last he was unequal to the task
of going through his daily custom of counting
the pieces in his purse, and could only, as they
were displayed before him, pat them softly with
his hands, as a lady pats her favorite dog on the
back. One day during the last stages of his'
disease, he sent for a neighbor, and expressed
a wish to impart a secret to him. "Gi down
cellar and in the further corner you will
find a tub Raise it, and you will sec a shingle,
beneath which is a box." The individual fol-
lowed the direciiohs, and found ab>x of specie.
•'Now go to another corner"—s^id the miser,
describing the place. Another box was found
embeded in the earth,

A day or tw6 after, when he found' he must
soon leave all his earthly treasures, he desired
to be raised up in his bed. His ri quest was
granted, when he immediately reached out his
skinnytiand beneath his pillow, and lo—anoth-
er box was found cunningly concealed, contain -
ing about five hundred dollars in French gold
pieces, which it is understood he Look from one

I oflhe banks about the time of the suspension of
specie payments. All, these buried treasures
were given to the keeping of his neighbors for
the benefit of other*). Ho said there was one
other box, but that he didn't like to tell where it
was, as he might want it himself He however
consented to write the place of interment on a
piece of paper, so that the secret might not per-
ish with him. He died soup after, and his hid.
de/i treasures—no inconsiderable sum—were
counted over at the cltose of the funorar ceremo-
nies.

Thus died, at an advanced age^ one whose on-
ly aspiration, through a long lift, pceins to have
been the hoarding of specie and burying it,where
it could be of no earthly benefit to a >y one—a
perfect inisur—a lover of money, not for the
blessings which it might impart and diffuse a.
round him, but for its own sake—not for tho
name of possessing it—for lie feigned and was
thought to be poor—but because thu mure habit
of acquisition had become a passion, and the
bare consciousness of possession watt a pleasure
—a phantom of delight, which he could hug
with raojluie to his bosom. Well will it,be for
such, if they have laid up' treasures in heaven,
as n*i II as on earth. But we will not sermonize
—the leHson conveyed by the sketch, is lull with
the reader.

Righteous Judgment.—A case was tried at
Cincinnati OM the 6<h instant, the result of which
should operate an a loud caution against last
driving in the streets. It was an action of tres-
pass, by the father of a child, against a drayman
lor driving over it, when going at a rapid rale
through the street. Judge Este decided, that,
in a populous city like Cinciniiatti, it is unlaw.
ful for a drayman to drive his horse faster than
a brisk walk upon the streets, alleys or com-
mons. For injuries inflicted, by driving more
rapidly than on a walk, the Judge held that the
driver was responsible. In the case before him
he acljudged the defendant to pay two hundred
and fiity dollars.—N. Y. Whig.

Technical Remark.—A printer observing two
bailiffs pursuing a t ingenious but distressed,
author, remarked, 'that it was a new edition of
'The pujeuitti of Literature,' unbound but hot.

pressed.

GENERAL MAXIMS FOR HEALTH.
Rise early, eat simple food. Take plenty 6f

exercise. Never fear a little fatigue. Let not
children be dressed in tight clothes ; it is neces-
sary their limbs and muscles should have full
play, if you wish for either health or beauty.

Avoid the necessity of a physician, i f you
can, by careful attention to your diet. Eat
what best agrees with your system, and abso-
lutely abstain from what hurts you, however
well you may like it. A few days Abstinence,
and cold water for a beverage, has driven off
many an approaching disease

If you find yourself really ill, send for a good
physician. Have nothing to do with quacks,
and do not tamper with quack medicines. You
do'nol know What they are; and what security
have you that they know what they are ?

Wear shoes that are large enough; the con-
trary not only produces corns, but makes the
feet misshapen and cramps them.

Wash very often, and rub the skin thorough,
ly with a hard brush. Let those who love to be
invalids, drink sirong green tea, eat pickles,
preserves, and rich pastry. As far as possible,
eat and sleep at regular hours.

Wash the eyes thoroughly in cold water eve.
ry morning. Do not read or sew at twilight, or
by loo dazzling a. light. If far sighted, read
with rather less light, and with the book seme,
what nearer to the «ye than you desire. If
near sighted, read with a book as far off as pos-
sible. Both these imperfections may be dimin-
ished in this way.

Clean your teeth in pure water two or three
times a day; but, above all, be sure you have
them clean before you go to bed.

Have your bed chamber well aired ; and havo
fresh bed linen every week. Never have the
wind blowing directly upon you through open
windows during the night. It is not healthy to
sleep in heated rooms.

Let children have bread and milk befoTe they
nave been long up. Cold water and 'a run in
the fresh air before breakfast.

Too frequent use of an ivory comb injures the
hair. Thorough combing, washing in suds or
rum, and thorough brushing, will keep it in or.
der; anVl the washing does not injure the hair,
as is generally supposed. Keep children's hair
cut close until ten or twelve years old ; it is
better for health and the beauty of the hair. Do
not sleep with hair frizzled or braided. Do not
make children cross eyed, by havnig hair hang,
ing about their foreheads, where tlrey see it
continually.

Effects of Laughter on Health.—'• Lcugh.
ter," says Hufaland, " i s one of the greatest
helps to digestion with which I am acquainted ;
and the custom prevalent among our forefathers,
of exciting it at table by jesters'and buffons,
was founded on true medical principles. In a
word, endeavor to have cheerful and merry
companions at ynur meals; what nburismenl
one receives amidst mirth and jollity will cer-
tainly produce good and light blood."—Curtis
on Health.

Napoleon and Music.—When ho was cross,
he walked about, with his hands behind him,
humming a tune as falsely as possible, theu
few dared to approach him. "Il you have any.
thing to ask of the General," said Junot to M.
Arnoult one day, "I advise you not to go near
him ju»t HOW for he is singing."

The first and most important female quality
IB sweetness of temper. Heaven did not give
to the female sex insinuation and pereunsiou, in
order to bo suvuly; it did not make them weak,
in order to be imperious ; it did not give them a
Bweel voice, in order to be employed in scold-
ing; nor did it provido them with delicate fea-
tures, in ordf/r to be disfigured with anger.

An old Member.—Bennett Low, member of
live General Assembly of Rhode I.-laud, from
Warwick, was a member of that body at the
lime of the adoption of the Federal Conetitu-.
tion; he voted in favor of the adoption.—Alb.
Adv.

A Typographical jErjw.—A southern paper,
speaking of the damages done by a tempest,
says—"A heavy ga.1 raged furiously here oa
Wednesday last," &.Q.

There is a man in Vermont whose nose is to
large that he can't blow but one, half at a time.
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Ladies' Companion.—rTUe number for NOT.
kt« a beautiful view of " THE NARROWS," as seen
from Fort Hamilton, Long Island. It has ori-
ginal contributions from Mrs. Sigourney, Mrs.
Stephens, Professor Yngraham, Herbert, Neal,
and other writers of established reputation and
talent.

The Fellenberg Primer—For Children who
art beginning to learn to read. By CATHARINE
E. BEECIIBR. Hartford, Brown & Parsons,
New York, Robi on, Pratt & Co., and Collins,
Keese &. Co, 1839.

This is the title of the first of a scries, de.
signed to introduce a complete and systematic
course of moral instruction into common
schools, and it therefore takes the honored
name of a most distinguished moral educator.—
The author has written much to interest "chil-
dren, of a larger growth," and why should she
not be successful in her attempts to benefit the
young ? We have looked it through, and think
"it just the thing.** Parents who wish their
children to learn what id right, will find this
neat little primmer at STANWOOD'S corner Buf-
falo and State BI«. Rochester.

Writing, Drawing and Painting.—Mr. HAR-
LOW, agreeably to his advertisement published
yesterday "and the day before, commenced a
course of lessons in the art of Writing last e-
vening at the Court House. Twelve systematic
lesaons of two houra each, constitute a term,
and additional lessons free of charge will be
given if a style is not permanently established,
combining beauty, legibility and expedition,—
Mrs. HARLOW commences a c'ourse of lessons in
Drawing, Chinese and Mtzzotinto Painting, to
a class of ladies, this afternoon at half past 2
o'clock, at the same place. We have seen fa.
forable specimens of the skill of both Mr. and
Mrs. H. in these respective branches.

Transplanted Flowers.—This is a small work
the memoirs of Mrs. RumpfF, daughter of J. J.
Astor, Esq., of New-York and also of the
Duchess de Brouglie, two of the most distin
guiehed females, for piety and usefulness, of
the age. They were " flowers" beautiful in
virtue, now "transplanted," by the hand of
death, to a soil more congenial to their natures

Their biographer has conformed to a chaste
and concise style, which will not weary by re-
dundancy nor offend by coarseness. W^ should
thirik this book might be profitably perused by
many females; and not with disadvantage by
no inconsiderable number of the oilier sex
[Fur saloby Wm, Ailing, 12 Exchange street.]

O* The eecend number of the present vol
urne of the Phrenological Journal is before us,
as rich in its exhibitions of intellect and phi
losophy as the preceding numbers. We are
happy to learn that the patronage of this publi
eation is upon an encouraging increase.

Good humor is the clear blue sky of the soul
on which every star of talent will shine more
clearly, and the sun of genius encounter nova
no re in his passage. 'Tin the most exquisite
beauty of a fine face ; a redeeming gracu in i
homely one. Ii is like tire green in the land-
scape, harmonizing with every color, mellowing
the glories of (he bright, and softening the hu-
of the dark ; or like a flute in a full concert o
instruments, a sound, not at first discovered by
the ear, yet filling up the breaks in the eqneord
with it»<teep meJody. -

PRIMITIVE WELCH CONVERTS.
The Hartford Christian Reflector announces

the publication of a history of the Baptist* of
Wales. The author is the Rev. Jonathan Davis
of Wales, and the publisher the Rev. Matthew
Phillips, formerly of that country, but now set.
tied in Ohio. The author attempts to trace the
history of the Welch Baptists back to the year
A- D. 63. But as Baptists, we apprehend the
task must be a fail lire, since (he sect, under that
designation, we apprehend, was unknown less
than three hundred years ago. Still the work
is spoken of as interesting and valuable. Onr
immediate object in noticing the book at this
time, however, is to give a brief extract, in
which the curious and interesting fact is dis.
closed, that the converts Prudence and Claudia
of Paul, were Cambrians—Welch—who had vis-
ited Rome in the time of Cmsar:—[ N. Y. Com.
Ado.

" About fifty years before the birth of our Sa-
viour, the Romans invaded the British Isle, in
the reign of the Welsh king, Cassibcllan : but
having failed in ware, to conquer the Welsh na-
tion, made peace wilhthem, and dwell among
them many yearns. During that period many
of the Welsh soldiers joined the Roman, army,
and many families from Wales visited Rome ;
among whom there was a certain woman of the
name of Claudia, who married to a man named
Prudence. At the same time Paul was sent a
prisoner to Rome, and preached there in his
own hireQ house for the space of two years,
about the.year of our Lord 63. Prudence and
Claudia his wife who belonged to Cesar's house-
hold, under, the blessings of God and Paul's
preaching weie brought to the knowledge of the
truth as it is in Jesus, and made a profession of
the Christian religion. These together with
other Welshmen among the Roman soldiers,
who had tasted that the Lord was gracious, ex-
erted themselves on behalf of their countrymen
in Wales, whoiwere at that time vile idolators.
Whether any of the apostles ever preached in
Briton cannot be proved, and though ii is gen-
erally believed that. Joseph of Arimathea was
the first that preached the gospel in lhatfpart
of the world, we must confess that we are not
positive on that subject. The fact, we believe,
is this : the Welsh lady, Claudia, and others,
who were converted under Paul's ministry in
Rome, carried the precious seed with her, and
scattered it on the hills and valleys of Wales;
and since that lime, many thousand* have i"eap.
ed a glorious harvest. They told their country.
men around, what a blessed Saviour they had
found; they pointed to his redeeming blood, as
the only way whereby they might come to
God.

"The Welsh can truly say; if by the trans,
gression of a woman sin1 came into the world,
it was through the instrumentality of a woman,
even painted Claudia, that the glorious news of
the gospel reached their ears, and they felt it to
be mighty through God, to pull down the strong
holds (if darkness.

'• How rapidlv did the mighty gospel of
Christfly abroad! The v. ry year 63, when
Paul, a |irison«r, was preaching lo a t'v/v indi-
viduals, in hiii own hired house in Rome, the
seed sown there is growing in the ilse of Bri-
lain. We have nothing of importance to com.
municate respecting tho Welch Baptists, from
this period to the year 190, when two ministers
by the name of Faganus and Damicanus, who
were bom in Wales, but were born again in
Rome, and there becoming eminent ministers
ol'tht gospel, were sent from Rome to assist
their brethern in Wales. . . . .

" In the same year, Lucious, the Welch king,
and the first king in the world who embraced
the Christian religion, was baptized.'1

The Merchant's Daughter.—A short niory.—I
the fashionable young ladies of the day would
lake example after a beautiful and amiable crea.
ture we are acquainted with, perchace many a
merchant now instraitened circumstances might
after the storm is over, bless the fate that has
made him parent of such a considerate off.
spring.

"Father'. I want twenty dollars for shopping
to day?' said M i s s — , as she entered the count-
ing office of her father. ,

"Really, my love," replied the good natured
man, "I have not the money in the desk, and I
would not like to draw a check."

"Can't you send and borrow it ?" said she im-
patiently.

"No, child—I have borrowed and borrowed
until I am tired ; and I have heavy responsibil-
ities to meet to day which will drive me to the
fraction of a cent.1*

"La, pa ! you never have told me of this be-
fore."

" Because I did not think that it was nee e-
sary, my child, to let you into all of the secrets
of my business. What do you want with twen-
ty dollars?

" I want nothing—Miss—•*— has just come to
town, and invited me to go a shopping with her.
and you know I would feel very awkward if I
had no money to spend. But, if YOU are in need,
it alters the case entirely."

"I am in need of every cent, my child."
"Then, Father, I shall never trouble you un-

til you let me know that you have extricated
yourself from your difficulties. I will stay at
home, for I have laid in my fall and winter dree
ses-^-and shall need nothing until next spring."
—Baltimore Clipper.

CORRECTION.—Through a blundering
error,, this Number of the Gem was dated
the 2dNov. instead of the 16th, The No.,
too, should be 23, and not 22 as it is printed.

Printing by the Yard.—We received yester-
day a roll of primed paper seventy feet in length,
from the printing and drying maehine of Mr.
Thomas French, now in operation at Hanover,
N. J. This enormous sheet contains eight
books of one hundred and sixty pages etch,—
The register is good and the impression clear.
We learn that at the above mentioned establish-
ment the rags are taken in at one door and stitch-
ed books delivered at another, at the rate of thou-
sands of volumes per day. The sheet received
is printed on both sides, with the Spelling Book
What promise for the rising generation.—Phil.
North American.

SP

VOLUME TWELVE
or THE

GEM AND LADIES' AMULET,
One of the cheapest Semi-Montlily Publications in tho U.Slatu,

A Semi-Monthly J o u r n a l of Literature,
Tale* a n d Ittiscellany,

hie
Quite Handy.—There's a gentleman in New

York whose facfl has become so wrinkled by
constant exposure that hie wifeusett il to
nutmegs QU. '

THE Twelfth Volume of the GBM, will be
crimmenced in the second week in January,
1840; and it is intended that it 6hall exceed
the previous volumes in the points of utility,
interest, qunlity of paper and mechanical ex-
ecution. Tendering to our readers the
thanks which their liberal patronage demands,
we respectfuHy solicit a continuance and an
increase of that support, under the assurance
that we shall devote more time and exeicise
more zealous care, in selecting such matter
as will be, not only interesting and amusing,
but also of real aind permanent usefulness.
We shall aim to make the best selections, and
original articles will not be published unless
thev combine talent and interest.

TERMS—As heretofore ; to city subscri-
bers, who have the paper left at their dooT»
$1,50 ;—co those who call at the office $!,«[»;

and to Mail subscribers, $1,00- u year.
PAYMENT IN ADVANCE will be requir-
ed in every instance. Subscriptions will not
be received for less than a year, and all sub-
scribers must commence with*the. beginning
of the volume.

AGENTS.—Any person who will temit
us $5,00, postages-free, shall receive six co-
pies ; for $10,00, 13 copies.

SHEPARD b STRONG,
ROCHESTER, N. Y. NOT ,
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I have often heard the question asked, if WEBSTER
ever wrote poetry. That he ever did I know not.—i
That he could, np one who has studied him can doubt.
• lady once requested him to write bis name in her
Album, immediately under the^signature of Lafayette.
He instantly seized the pen and dashed off the follow-
ing :—N. Y. American.

" Dear Lady ! I a little fear '
•Tis dangerous to be writing here!
His hand who bade our Eagle fly.
Trust his young wings and mount the sky,
Who bade across the Atlantic tide
New thunders, sweep, new navies ride,
Has traced in lines of trembling age,
His autograph upon this page.
Higher than that Eagle soars;
Louder than that thunders roars,
Hia fame shall through trie earth be sounding.
And o'er the waves of time be bounding ;
While thousands as absurd as I
Cling to his skirts, he still will fly
And*spring to immortality.
If by bis name I write my own
'Twill take me where I am not known—
The cold salute will meet my ear,
'Pray, Stranger, how did you come here 7"

From the Fredonia Censor,
MY SIXTEENTH BIRTH P A Y ,

BY MISS SARAH J. CLARKE.

" The soul forgets her schemes of hope and pride,
And flies unconscious o'yer each backward year."

BYRON.

Mjr sixteenth birth-day, welcome! yet thou brings11
•• With thee a chastened joy -,

For though to me the by-gone' year
Brought scarce a sigh or single tear

Its pleasures to alloy,
Yet thoughts of earlier years o'er me thou fling'st,

• Of friends in childhood loved;
And oh, those thoughts are full of gloom,
For some are moldering in the tomb,

And some unfaithful proved.

My sixteenth birth-day ! say. canst thou reveal,
If Ineain behold

Another birth-day sun arise.
And smile through Autumn's mellow skies

And set in burnish,'d gold ?
Or canst thou being's destiny unseal,

And tell if 'tis my fate.
To see ere long each hope depart.
And feel this young, high throbbing heart,

Broken and desolate 1

Perchance thoa might'st unto my eye unfold
How. ere this year hath flown.

Or half its fleeting month's gone by
My faded form shall mold'ring lie

Beneath the churchyard'stone—
While Lethe's waters, rolling dark and cold,

Whelm deeply o'er my name,
And leave, save at one lonely hearth,
No memory on all ihe earth

A living thought to claim !

Thou dost not, canst not tell; yet is there One "
Who dpst unaided know

What months and years shall bring to me,
And if Life's future pathway be

In sunshine or in woe.
To him I turn : Thou, Father, Spirit Son!

Oh, spread my path with light;
Throw round'me Heaven's protecting arm,
And shield :ind 9ave from ev'ry harm,

And guide my steps aright!
October, 1839.

STANZAS.
BY THOMAS HAYNES BAY LET.

Of what is the old man thinking.
As he leans on his oaken staff?

From the May-dny pastime shrinking,
jBe shares not the merry laugh.

"But'the tenrs of the old man flow,
As he looks on the young and gay ;

And his gray head moving slow.
Keeps time to the air they play.

The elders around are drinking,
But not one enn will he quaff;

Oh, of what is the old man thinking,
As he leans on his oaken staff!

'Tis not with a vain repining
That the old man sheds a tear,

'Tis not fur hi? strength declining—
He sighs not to linger here.

There's a spell in the air they play,
And the old man's eyes are dim,

For it calls up n past May-day,
And the dear friends lost to him.

frrom the scene before him shrinking,
From the dance and the merry luugh,

Of their calm repose he is thinking,
As he leans on his oaken staff.

MORNING MEDITATIONS.
BY DR. HAWKBBWORTB.

In sleep's serene oblivion laid,
I've safely passed the night -,

Aeain I see the breaking shade,
Again behold the morning light.

New born, I bless the waking hour \
Once more, with awe, rejoice to be 5

9tj conscious soul resumes her power.
And soars, my guardian God, to thee.

ly doubtful feel are doomed'to tread ;
And spread thy shield's protecting blaze

Where^dungers press around my head/
A deeper shada.sh^U soon impend—

A deeper sleep mine eyes oppress :
Yet then thy strength shall still defend;

Thy gaodneas still delight to bless. ,,
That deeper shade shall break away -,

That deeper sleep shal'. leave-mine'eyes ;
Thy light shall give eternal day -, r

Thy love, the rapture of the skies. "

From the New Yorker.
AUTUMN.

Thy presence, Autumn, in this Western land,
Is beautiful though sad ; the breezes sigh

To nip the flowers they so long have fanned.
And weave Earth's shroud-before her glories die.

Thy tpueh, though cpld, is gentle and divine,
It kindles every leaf with gorgeous dyes,

And decks with garlands Nature's lonely shrine
Brighter than hung beneath the summer skies,

With a new beauty burns the sunset fire
Behold it through the cool, transparent air,

O'er death resplendent like a funeral pyre,
Flushing t'ne woodlands with a glory rare.

Autumn, thy sadness is not all of grief V
This is the Ia.id jtp, watch .(he. dying year,

Prolonged its doming and its prime now brief!
But rich the pomp that gathers round its bier ! .

Boston, Sept. 16/39. H. T. T,

From the Religious Souvenir for 1840.
A MOTHER'S LESSON.

BY PARK BENJAMIN.

Dear mother, when I was a child,
(Alas, how many years ago!)

When I was sportive, gay and wild,
And all the world around me smiled,

And I had never dreamed of Wo—
The fountain Sparkled in the light,
The moon was beautiful at night,
As if no heat could parch the one,

Nor vapor hide the other; >••
I was thy darling little son,

And thou my darling mother !
It seemed to me, that all the love

The earth could hold was less than mine ;
Fair as an angel from above

My mother seemed, and more divine.
The fountain now gleams not so bright,
The moon is oftener veiled from sight;

Fot I have learned the sad, sad truth,
That nothing in the earth or sky
Can wear, to manhood's clouded eye,

The hues it wore in youth !

And art thou, too, less dear to me ?
Have years consumed my love for thee ?

Ah, no! the flame is burning still;
Though from 'thy side I'm far away,
Within my heart the fervent ray

Has never known a chill.
How I remember well the time—

It seems but yesterday £-when thou
Wpuld'st with a mild, unruffled brow,

Bid me put by my childish rhyme,
And listen to the words of God !

'Twas solemn and yet sweet to hear
Thy voice impressive, calm and clear,

Read of the land our pareuts trod.
My Eden was with mother, there ;

But still I longed the place to view,
Where, in the midst, surpassing fair,

The fatal Iree of knowledge grew.
I've tasted of the fruit since then,,

And heard the glittering serpent hiss;
O ! more than all I've dreamed of bliss

I'd give to be a boy again !
A simple child—like one of those

Of whom my mother said to me,
The Savior took them on his knee

And bade them in his arms repose.
Alas J I'd yield the greenest crown

That ever decked, a poet's brow,
And dash the loftiest laurels down,

To have the same sweet feelings now !
Dear mother! I may not restore
My guileleesness and goodness more.
But I can read tlio sacred page
With reverence in my ripened age;
And, calling all my words to mind '
This truth about my mem'ry bind.

Let good or ill betide,
The light a mother's soul imparts
Will radiate in her children's hearts

Till all is'dark beside !

BOSTON SCHOOL T
I remember—I remember,

The days when I was young,
And those who tried to teach me thrtn,

l o speak my mother tongue;
The ancient, emoky, raftered room,

Where gathered girls and boyi—
I thinty our parents sent us there,

To rid them of our noise.

I remember the old Mistress,
Who taught me A. B. C , ,

And when I couldn't say it rigbj,
Who took me o'er her kn6e—

The boys who were my mates at school.
And all our little plays :

And what a length of time it seemed
Between the holidays.

I remember Sawney Bigelow,
Who tried to make me speak

A > little broken Latin—and
A smattering of Greek;

It woujd have nuzzled^ any one.
In leafned lore more rich,

When we recited either tongue.
To, tell you which was which,

I remember Master Snelling—
I never can forget—

He made me write and cypher too
That man is living, yet. . . .

qt I remember the, old Cowskin well,
Which filled us with fear—

I never liked the thing—and hope
He has not brought it here.,

I remember how impatient
We boys were of the rufles—

We longed to grow to man's estate,
And .shake off all the. schools—

I since have found those wishes vain :
And, oh ! 'tis little joy

To find I know less Latin now.
Than when I was a boy.

MY HENRIETTA>
My heart is pad—I know not why—

The universe looks dreary ;
The little birds sing not for me,

For I have lost my deary ;
She heed§ me not, her looks are cold—

O, would. I might forget her,
But fancy keeps before my view

My lovely Henrietta'! *,

Where'er I am—where'er I roam,
Her form is still before me ;

And when I think of former times,
A gleam of hope comes o'er me ;

But hopes are vain, for well I know
'Tis not my fate to get her ;

For a-h ! another lover claims
My charming Henrietta !

0 dear! O dear ! I feel so queer !
There's something awful ails me !

1 wish I had—O no I don't—
All inclination fails me.

I'll go straightway and drown myself,
Unless I soon feel better ;

And you will have to answer for't,
My cruel Henrietta 1 CDAKLCY.

The following lay for the ladies must bo read

by lines in this, manner—first, third, second

and fourth. If any gentlemen, whose address-

es have been rejected, wish to rail againBt mar-

riage, they must read as written.

MATRIMONY.
That man must lead a happy life,
Who's free from matrimonial chains,
Who is directed by a wife.
Is sure to suffer fur his pains.

Adam could find no solid peace,
When Eve was given for a mate,
Until he saw a woman's face,
Adam was in a happy state.

In all the female race appears
Hypocrisy, deceit and pride,
Truth, darling of a heart sincere,
Ne'er known in woman to reside,

What tougue is able to unfold,
The falsehoods that in women dwelt
The worth in women we behold,
Is almost imperceptible.

Down with, the foolish man I say,
Who changes from his singleness,
WhQ.will not yield to woman's away,
Is sure of perfect blessedness.
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HYMN FOR THANKSGIVING.

Sing a loud and joyful anthem,
Wake earth'3 purest minstrelsy!

Let it sound from hill to valley,
And be echoed through the sky ;

Loud thanksgiving
To the God who rules on high.

Praiseg for the radiant sunshine,
For the dew, and genial shower.

For the soft and cooling zephyr
Brought in summer's golden hour -,

Riebly freighted.
When the storm bath spent its power.

Praise for heaUh, that priceless treasure.
Health of body, and of mind;

For the tree, unbounded pleasure,
Joys exalted and refined

Lavished on us,
By a God supremely kind.

For the'choice, unnumbered blessings
Sent from heaven day By day ?

Food and raiment—peace and friendship—
Cheering us in all our way,

Let us praise him,
In our humble^fervenl lay.

More than all for Hope unfading.
Plant of high, celestial birth ;

That hath shed its fragrant blossoms
O'er this wilderness of earth ;

Life imparting,
Where sin brought its fearful dearth.

Sine ye praises—sing ye praises
.. To the God of truth and love;
Let earth's jubilee resounding,

Mingle with the one above :
In thanksgiving,

Let each heart with rapture move.
A. C. P.

THE MARINER'S CHILD TO HIS MOTHER.
BY HISS LANDON.

Oh, weep no more, sweet mother,
Oh. weep no more to night;
And1 only watch the sea, mother.
Beneath the morning light.

Then the bright blue sky is oyful,
A nd the bright blue aky is clear,
And I can see, sweet mother,
To KLss away the tear.

But now the wind eoee wailing
O'er the dark and trackless deep;
And I know your grief sweet mother,
Though* I only hear you weep.

My father's ship will come mother,
In safety o'er the main :
When the grapes are dyed with purple,
He will be back again.

The vines were but in blnasom
When he bade me watch them grow,
And now the large leaves, mother,
Conceal their crimson glow.

He'll bring us shells and sea weed,
And blr « of shining wine;
But what are these, dear mother 1
It is himself he'll bring.

Our beautiful Madonna
Wil l mark how you have wept,
Tl>e prayers of early morning,
The vigils you have ke.pt.

She will guide the stately vessel,
Tlsirugh the sea be dark and dreary,
Auoiherweek ofxunuhine—
My father will be here.

I'll watch With thee, sweet mother
K.-t the stars fad«J from fliy sight;
Come, come find deep, dear motber,
Ob, weep no more to night.

JONATHAN SLICK IN NEW YORK.

To Mr. ZEPHENIAH SLICK, Esq., Justice of the
Pease and Deacon of the Church, over in
Weartherofield, Connecticut.

DEAR PAR :—
Wai, you see I'm as good as my word. I

had'nt hardly read t'other letter through afore I
sot right down and begun another right off the
reel. By the living jingo ! how it m^kes the
blood bile and tingle in a fellow's in art to see
his writing printed, and to hear people talking
about it. I wish you could a seen my office the
morning arter that fust letter cuin out. I
tnought my neck wold've got the cramp, I had
to bow so much to the folks that cum in to
give me advice about my letters. One feller
got awful wrathy ab.iut what I writ about poll-
tics, bat I jist told him to mind his own bisiness,
for I guessed my eye teeth was cut, if I did
cum from the country. He begun to git a lee
tie imperdent, so I got up and showed him the
door : and when he wouldn't go peaceably, I
jistg-iv him a specimen of Weathersfield sole-
leather, but its no use writing about BUCII var-
mint.

Now you know who I be, you wont think it
very odd when I tell you how awful wonoble-
cropt I felt to think wftat a chance the old folks
give Samuel to see the world, while they kept
me ncd down to the onion beds as tight as marm
Jones ueed to be to thatleetle squallen youngen
of hern, that was so cross that Us teeth
could'nt cut straight, but stuck out catecorner.
ina ail around its gums. It made me choke
awfully to see Samuel drive off with his wag.
eon chuck full of woioden clocks, all painted
and varnished up as neat and shinning a* one
of your New York gal's faces on a Sunday.—
1 could bite a ten penny nail right into, without
fcclW it a morsel; but it was of no use quar-
•reUng The <rW man said I had'nt got my
growth yet, which Was true enough, for it
kinder stunted me to be always bending over
thedarnation onion patches. It was awful
hard, I can tell you. I do believe, if it had nt
Seen for the resting spells I got in the winter,
I ehould a been as bow backed as an ox youe.

I'll be darned, if it did'nt take me from fall
to planting time to git the kinks out of my
back.

Wai, I grinned and bore it purty well, con-
sidering ; and, to own the truth, it, wasn t so
terrible hard while Judy White lived with
marm. For a hired gal, Judy was a_<-arnal
smort critter ; there wasn't a gal in all Weath-
ersfield could pull even yoke with her astnngin
onions. Nothin on arth puts a feller to his
stumps like pulling in the same team with a
purty gai-and between us, it aint no ways disa-
greeable to set downun the midst of a patch of
onions all rtinnin* to seed, to work with a gal
like Judy. I say nothin, but, by gracious . it
my heart hasn't beat like a patridge on a dry
log, sometimes when I've catched her a lookm
at me from under her great sun-bonnet; but as
for courtin, or any thing of that sort, she kept
a feller at a distance, I can tell you. I ruther
guess my ears catched it once, but I guess 1
wont tell of that, though. I don't mean to
say that Judy had anything agin sparking in
a regular way, on Sunday nights in the east
room, when the paper curtains were all down
and the old folks had gone to bed. It cum kin-
der nateralto set till 2 or 3o'clock; and Judy
want by no means old madish. But by-am-by
the old woman begun to make a fuss cause we
burnt out BO many of her candles. She neecln t
make such a rout, for they want made ot noth-
in but soap greese with tow wicks ; and I m sar-
tin it wasn't my fault if we burnt so many. 1 a
a ben glad enough to have sol in the dark but
Judy wouldn't hear a word to it, The old
woman got into a tantum one Monday morning
afore breakfast. She called Judy all sorts of
things but a good gal and a lady, and twilled her
about being poor and setting her cap for me.
At first Judy got her grit up, a.nd I rather guess
she finished off the old woman in .fine style.
I suffered a few between them, I can tell you.
The old woman begun to brag about Samuel, tor
she's felt mighty crank about him, ever since he
had that great dinner give to him down on the
Canada line there,-and says she to Judy, sez
she—

" I don't see how on arth you aim to think of
sfch mperdunce as setting up with my Jonathan.
Whv, aaitmyson Samuel one of tho biggest
authors in the country, aint he hand and glove"
with all the judges and lawyers, and the New
York editors, and all the bigbuge fur and near ?
I'd have vou to know my boys aint men ot tne
common chop, and I guess any on'them will
look a plaguey sight higher than to take up with
a hired gal. W%, who know* but Jonathan
will be as illustrated a man as his brother, one
of these days 1" ,

I could'nt begin to give the least idea of the
stream o'talk the old woman let out or. the poor
eal. But by gracious I rather gueSB she missed
it a few. I wish you would a'seen Judy Wh.te's
face, for by the living hokey, if it did'nt turn
five hundred colors in a ru.nit. I raly thought
the critter would a jumped out of her skin she
was so awful mad. v

" I don't care that for your son, Miss Jones."
sez she, "a snapping her fingers in the old wo-
man's face, I can marry his betters any day. I
would'nt have him, not if every hair in his head
was shining with dimonds ; no not if he'd go
down on his kees to me; you make a terrible fuss
Pause Sam's gone sneaking about among decent
People, but', after all, what is he but a wooden
clock p,edler, and as for you, you hold vinegar,
faced, good for nothing—"

• - She was a going on to give poor marm an aw-
ful dru-Wnng, but I always think a feller must

• be a mean shole that 'ill stand mum and her any
body call his mother names, whether she de-
earves them or not. So I stepped up and Btood

•fc
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182 THE GEM AND LADIE'S AMULET.
right afore Judy, ant I looked her right in the
face, and, sez 1, " Miss Judy," sez I, " I don't
want to hear no more of this ere ; oome now,
you and marm jest hush up, and don't let me
near another darned word for I won't stand it."

With that marm put her lineey woolsey apron
up to her face, and begun to boo hoo right out,
and, sez she " It comes awful tough to be trod
on in one's own house. I went bear it, eo there
now!* 3* j ,

11 Now Judy," sezj.ff'kinder coaxing, just
go and make up, marm's a good.hearted critter,
and you know iis kinder natural for woman folks
toflgit a little crabbed once in a while."

"By gracious, if I vvnuld'nt rather break a yoke
of steers any day, tban try to make up a quar-
rel between two women when they once git their
dander up, and of all horned cattle Judy White
did take the rag off the bush when she once got
a going.

" Git out of my way, you mean sneaking crit-
tpr you ;" sez she* hitting me a slap over the
chops that made my teeth rattle ; " I wont make
up, nor touch ter. I only feel sorry that I ever
demeaned myself to net up with you; I'll leeve
the house this minit." So out of the room she
went like a she-hurricane, and after she had
picked up her duds she made tracks for home,
without as much as bidding one of us good by.

Its curious how men will git used to eena-
most any thing ; now I don't purtend to say
that I hadn't a kind of a sneaking notion after
Judy White, and somehow when I seen the tears
come into the old woman's eyes, dimming her
old steel bowed spectacles, the water always
would start into my own eyes, spite of all I
could do to keep it, BO it wasn't to be expected
that I should feel disagreeable when they two
got their dander up, and went into such a tan-
trum with each other. But there sat the old
man a chawing an apple, and kinder larfing in-
side of him, all the time, jest as he'd a looked
on to see two cats scratch and spit at one an-
other. I axed him how he could do so, and he
tossed the apple core out of the winder, and
puckered up his mouth and said, "I hadn't got
used to the women folks yit; the best way with
them kjnd o' tilings was to let 'em alone."

Now it wouldn't a bin much of a chore to
have gone over to old Mr. White's two or three
times a week, and if Judy had done the clean
thing toward the old woman, I dont know but
I should a gone to see her over there, but some-
how a gal kicks over the milk pail when she lets
her ebenczer git up before a feller, jist as he's
beginning to hanker arter her. I couldn't make
up my mind to tackle in with a critter that had
shown such <an all6red spiteful temper, so the
next Sunday night I let her go home from sing-
ing-school alone. I saw her look back kinder
anxious two or three tinges, and jist for a min-
it my hear t iris up in my thioat till it eenamost
choked m e. But I kept a stiff upper lip, and
went on -without seeming to mind her; and
then she ossed up her head and begun to sing
as if she wanted to show me that she didn't care
a cent for all I could do. I felt awful bad for a
day or two, but a feller must be a sap-head if he
can*l make up his mind to give a girl the mit-
ten when he thinks she deserves it. Now if Ju-
dy a had the small pox, and had been pitted all
over like & hoaey comb, I'd stood by her to the
last minit. bui somehow I couldn't git over the
awful basteing she gave marm. I do like to see
old folks treated well. Jet ern do what I hey will,
and a gal can't be fit to bring up a family if she
doesn't know how to keep her own temper.—
Besides 6he hasn't much true genuine love for
a chap, when ohe wont try to put up with the
fault of his relations for his sake.

Wai, the long and the short of it wan, I gave
Judy White the sack right off the reel, wuhou'
slopping to chew the matter a bit.

Wai, arter this working alone grew awful lc-
dious and I begun to hanker to see the world.
So as farther was loading up a sloop to wend
down to New York, I came a little of Samuel's
•HOft soddcr over the old man, and told him how
<nuch better I could sell off the onions and red
cabbages, than eenamost any body else, and at
last'he said I might come down as a sort of su-
percargo. So he filled up the hold with pota-
to'*, real blue noses I can tell you, and piled up
a whole crop of garden sarce on the deck, and
we sot sail down the river. Now I'd made up
tny mind to stay in the city when I once got
olear of the homestead, but you may guess I
didn't let out a word to the old folks, fur it al
ways hurts my feelings to see marm take on,
aad I didn't like to mako the old man rip out

too much, for he was a deacon of the presbyte-
rian church. We was three days a coming
down the river, and it made me awful wrathy to
see that lazy old critter "the Cleopatra" go by
ua on her way to the city and back again before
we got into the East river. We give her two
cheers each time, but neither on 'em come from
below the palate I can tell you. We got into
Peck Blip at last safe and sound, and if I didn't
jump on'lo the wharf as spry as a cricket, then
there's no snakes on the green mountain, that's
all.

I am your humble servant to command,
JONATHAN SLICK.

T H E F A R WEST.

The Peoria (Illinois) Register of the 9th inst.

contains the narrative of Obadiah Oakley, one

of the company of 15 men organized in that

place for the purpose of emigrating to Oregon

Territory. Mr. Oakley arrived home on the 3d

inst., having separated from his companions in

the Rocky Mountains. His narrative, includ-

ing extracts from his journal, occupies six col-

umns in the paper above mentioned.

The company left Peoria about the 1st of

May last, consisting of 15 men, as before staled

At Quincy, 111., they were joined by another,

and all reached Independence, Missouri, on the

20th of the same month. At Independence two

more joined the company, one of whom, Mr,

Shortess, had been once before to the' Rocky

Mountains, and offered to act as guide. The

other was a man by the name of Pritchiixd, re-

cently from one of the Eastern Slates. After

supplying themselves with horses, pack mules,

two kegs of gunpowder, 150 lbs. of flour, and

other articles, they left Independence May 29th,

18 in number, taking the Santa Fe road. We

annex several extracts from Mr. Oakley's nar'

ralive :—Journal of Commerce.

At the Osage river, about 100 miles from In-
dependence, they were agreeably surprised at
meeting a returning party who had passed along
a few days before them to assist Capt. KeHey's
Santa Fe company, bound to the latter place,
over the worst part of the road. It consisted of
seven wagons, with a proportionate number of
men. They had assisted the company to Coun-
cil Grove, 50 miles beyond, and were now on
their return.

The Osage river is here about 30 yards wide,
and about knee duep. It was consequently
forded with ease and safety, and on returning
Mr. Oakley found it nearly dry. The face of
tne country thus far was a rolling prairie, with
no timber save a very few small groves at a dis-
tance from the road on the right and left. Two
or three inconsiderable streams had been crossed,
but they also were for the most part destitute of
timber.

Parting with the Santa Fe escort the next
day, the party contuiUL-d on to Council Grove,
50 miles further, which they reached on the 9tli
of June, 10 days from Independence. The dis-
tance is 150 miles. .They had consequently
travelled, including stoppages, 15 miles a day.
Here the/ rested a day to repair their pack sad.
dies and other damages.

On the 12i.li, while pursuing their journey,
they were overtaken by a tremendous storm [
more awful than any thing they had ever before
seen or read of. The thunder was petrifying,
and the lightning appalling beyond description*.
How they escape'] with their lives seemed a
miracle. Mr. Oaklty's gun, which he held in
his hand, was struck from him, and he nearly
thrown from his horse. The others were more
or less affected by the subtle element. Mr. O.
thinks more rain fell in fifteen minntes thaii he
had eveV known to fall here in the severest storm
during a day. The effect of this deluo-e in
swelling the streams which the party had to

, will be seen hereafter.ereafter.
The same evening they overtook Capt. Kel-

ley'a compa.iy, bound to Santa Fe, to which re.

fere nee has already been had. It numbered 14
wagons and 29 men. With them our adventu-
rers were fnvited to camp for the night, an offer

^whicli they gladly accepted, as they had no
wood, npr was a tree to be seen. The wagons,
however, were plentifully supplied, having
brought it with them, Nfo water was to be had
save that which had fallen a Tevr hours before,
arid whieji they scooped up from pools in the
prairie, fg*

By this time the provisions obtained at Inde.
pendence were nearly exhausted, and they had
met with no game,to shoot. It therefore became
necessary that the party should divide, by choos-
ing hdnters to go ahead and procure a supply.
Messrs. Oakley, Shortess, Jordan and Fletcher
were chosen accordingly, and they sat oat on
the following moreing. As this portion of the
history most abounds in incident, we shall give
in brief each day's progress.

June 13. The four hunters, leaving with the
main party all the provisions, sat out, them-
selves destitute, in search of game. They soon
saw seme elk, two of which they wounded, but
they afterwards escaped. At 4 in the afternoon,
when within 8 miles of Little Arkansas rivor,
they met a trading company, consisting of 30
odd men and 10 wagons, loaded with peltries
from the Rocky Mountains, under the command
of Mr. Bent, who resides at Bent's Fort, on the
Arkansas river. With it were also 200 sheep,
bound for a lower market. By this companv
the hunters were kindly treated and feasted fair
the night. Capt. Bent informed them that he
had lost from his caravan, since he left homo,
30 mules and 7 horses, which had strayed away,
and requested, if they found them, to take them
in charge and leave them at his fort as they
passed it. He also said they would find plenty
of buffalo meat tho next day at Cow Creek.
To-night another rain visited the company but
little less severe than (hat already spoken of.

14. Separating from the company just .men-
tioned, the hunters continued on, and in 8 miles
reached the Little Arkansas. Though about
such a stream as the Osage, between 30 and 40
yards wide, it was now prodigiously swollen, be-
ing at least 15 feel deep, and running with great
velocity. As it was impracticable to cross it,
the hunters planted themselves leisurely upon
its bank, took out their fishing lines, and com-
menced fishing. In a little while they caught
12 catfish, " fat yellow fellows," who proved
to be of excellent flavor. They made a fire on
the spot, and proceeded to roast one on the
coals, and though they had no seasoning, the
inoal was a very grateful one.. While thus en.
gagod, three men of Capt. Bent's company, who
had been left behind to hunt for the stray mules
and horses, appeared on the opposite side of the
river after an unsuccessful search. As they
were destitute of food, and the surest, resource
Jay in overtaking the company they had left;
the river was to them a feeble obstacle. Imme-
diately on reaching it, they drove in their hor-
ses, who swam directly across, then stripped
themselves and followed their example. One
of them, a Spaniard, whom familiarity with the
water had rendered half amphibious," took the
saddle from his horse and hdld it in one hand
while he swam across with the other. They
had eaten nothing for 3 days. Another fish
was consequently laid on the coals and speedily
devoured. After spending the night together,
the hunters sent by the strangers some fish to
Cupt. Bent, and after leaving three of the lar-
gest in the water for their comrades, when
they came up, and IO which their attention was
directed by a signal, they prepared to cross the
river.

16. As a euppdy of meat became more and
more desirable, the hunters determined, to leave
their baggage at the fpot where they had camp,
ed, and go forth unencumbered in the pursuit
ot" Buffalo. After riding seven miles and find-
ing none, it was arranged that two should go
back for the baggage, and take it on to a point
named—Walnut creete grove—while the oiher
two should sweep the country, atid meet the
others at sundown. Oakley and Jordon went
back for the baggage, aud dhorteas and Fletch-
er continue- the hunt. As the former, in pros,
eculing their journey, approached the grove a.
bout sundown, Jordon said he saw the glisten of
a gun barrel and that there must be Indians.—
They stopped to consult, when J ;rdon was for
returning ; but Oakley said that would be use-
less, as the Indians, if such, must have seen
them first, and would speedily overtake them.—
He was therefore for going boldly forward and
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meeting the worst. As they advanoed they saw
«xen and soon discovered the party to be a com.
pany of traders. They were bound for Santa
Fe, and numbered 93 men with 53 wagons.—
Our adventurers met with a severe reprimand
from them for travelling in the exposed] mafaner
they did, subject to be met almost hourly by In-
diana, who would prove hostile or friendly, just
as their inclination or their wants at the mo.
ment might prompt them. After dark, Short-
ess and Fletcher arrived without having killed
any thing. The four had been three days with
but one meal of catfish to eaU With the Santa
Fe company, however, they once more fared
sumptuously. They here discovered the reason
why they had found no Buffalo on and around
Big Cow creek, as Capt. Bent had told them
they would. The Caw Indians, who hovered
around and in front of this company, had driv-
en them off, that they might enhance their val-
ue, and by killing them themselves, sell the
meat at a good price to the traders.

18. The four hunters, being somewhat in ad.
vanee of the company, saw seven Buffalo bulls
and gave chase. They were seen by the com-
pany about the same time, and some of their
best men started also in pursuit; but Jordon
and Fletcher, having the beBt horses, kept a-
head. The bulls, as the pursuit continued, sep-
arated and fled in different direction ; but one
was run down after a chase of two and a half
miles by the two hunters named, and easily kill,
ed. He weighed about 900 lbe. After taking
the fleece, i. e. the most fleshy part, weighing
300 lbs., and leaving the carcass, they loaded
their horses and returned to the company. This
was the first Buffalo they had killed, and they
found the meat superior in flavor to any they
had ever eaten. The bulls are far before our
domestic cattle, and the cows, as they after-
wards proved, as much excel them as the meat
of a tame heifer exceeds that of the male in our
markets. The flesh now obtained they "jerk-
ed," and it lasted 5 or 6 days.

19.' Two of the hunters went back with a
portion of the Buffalo to meet their comrades,
from whom they had now been separated six
days. They found them eight miles back, with
nothing to eat, having in this interval, killed
but one antelope. They had found the fish al-
so, and had previously met Capt. Bent's com.
pany. They had also found his stray mules and
horses, and now had them in company. (On
leaving them afterwards at Bent's fort, Capt.
B's brother generously presented the company
with two of the mules and 200 lbs. of flour for
their trouble.) The same day the Santa Feans
who had proceeded but six miles from where
the two hunters separated from them. All en-
camped that night at Pawnee fork. The Caw
Indians, before spoken of, hat1 killed 62 Buffa-
loes, so that provisions were most abundant ;
but their mode of jerking it was any thing but
cleanly, and none of Capt. Farnliam's party, as
theyjhad plenty of their own, partook of it.

28. Reached the Santa Fe crossings of the
Arkansas river this afternoon. The distance is
computed to be 450 miles from Independence,
and one month had just been consumed in the
journey. Here it became necessary that the
two companies should separate, the larger to
continue the plain beaten road to Mexico—the
other to penetrate the trackless wilderness to
the mouth of the Columbia. In veiw of the lat-
ter prospect, three of the company became dis-
couraged and|determined to join the Senla Fe
party. They were Q. A. Jordan, Chauncey
Wood, and young Pritchard. The others main-
tained stout hearts, and responded to the motto
of their leader, " OREGON OR THE GRAVE,"

The next prominent point, after leaving the
Santa Fe crossings on Arkansas river, is Bent's
fort, 160 miles further up that stream. The
route is along a tolerable distinct wagon track,
and they reached tho fort on the 5ih of July,
six days after leaving the crossings. On the
way, in consequence of the mutinous and dia-
bolical spirit manifested by a few of the compa-
ny, Capt. Farnbam threw up the command, and
thenceforward abjured all control. Thus they
arrived at the fort without a leader. Tire fort
is an in closure of about one quarter of an acre,
with several rooms attached to the walls, capa.
ble of accommodating 100 men. It contains
1000 stand of arms and one brans cannon, the
force being intended to intiinidaie the surround,
jne Indians and keep the hostile in check.

The Arkansas river i« about aiwidi as the
Miwouri, and the water ot the iame color, tho'
farl«Ji8de«p and rap i d.

After spending six days at the fort, the party
prepared to leave, when it appeared that the
spirit of disaffection, to which reference has
been made, had resulted in a division of the
company into two parties. One*, and the larg-
est, was composed of Shortens, Moore, Fletch-
er, Fash, Kilburn, Yates, Homer and Cook,
with Shortess for their leader. The other was
composed of Farnham, Oakley, Smith, Wood,
Blair, Kelly and Osa, with Kelly for their leader
and guide. He was a Kentuckian who had
been in the mountains for eleven years, and
who here joined the party. Blar had joined at
the Santa Fe crossings, and Osa was a Span-
iard, who had for some time resided at the fort
or in the neighborhood.

Both parties left the fort on the 11th of July,
with the design of reaching the Columbia river,
—Shortess's for Bent & Subletted fort on the
south fork of Platte river, 220 miles distant, by
a plain wagon road,—and Kelly's for Brown's
Hole in the RockyjMountains, a route estimated
to be 200 miles nearer. The tent was left at
Bent's, and such a divison made of the. other
property held in common as could be agreed
upon.

July 18. At 10 o'clock entered the Rocky
Mountains by a ravine, aiid were soon saluted by
a most tremendous hail storm. The heights
around were covered with snow, and the atmos-
phere indicated a degree of cold about equal to
freezing. For some nights past, whenever the
weather was clear and still, there had been sharp
frosts.

20. Killed a buffalo bull, an antelope, and a
mountain hen, called by the hunters sage cock.
While dressing the buffalo, a multitude of others
came round, bellowing and pawing as if they
would revenge the murder. The men sprung to
their horses and guns, expecting the enraged
animals would tear them to pieceB. After a-
while, however, they retreated. The road to
day was equally rugged with that of the two last,
and the Mountains destitute of trees save here
and there a hemlock, pine, balsom or willow.—
The latter were generally*seen on the banks of
the streams.

21. Saw several fresh tracks in the sand,
which their letder and guide (Kelly) pronoun-
ced to be those of Indians. As these were to
have been expected, the event produced no oth-
er change than to cause the party to keep a bet.
ter look out. Encamped to n ijrht in a beautiful
valley, called Bayou Selard, 28 miles from the
head of the south fork of Platte. It is a level
prairie, 30 miles long and 3 wide, and was cov-
ered with a thick growth of flax, which every
year springs up spontaneously.
- 22. Made between 18 and 20 miles, in the
course of which they crossed a blanch of the
south fork of Platte.

23. Crossed the dividing ridge between the
stream just'mentioned and Grand river, the first
western water, and emptying into the Gulf of
California. They were consequently upon the
back bone of the western continent, and de-
scending towards the Pacific ocean.

26. Found to-day the clearest and beBt water
they ever drank. ,

30. Swam the main branch of Grand river, a
stream nearly as large as the Illinois, and very
rapid.

31. Very rough travelling to day, through and
over fallen pine timber. Though constant dil"
igence was used, the company were unabld to
overcome more than four miles.

August 1. Crossed the dividing ridge between
Grand and Little Bear rivers, the latter emptying
into Green river, one of the branches of the C o v

lumbia. Country exceedingly rough, approach,
ing to precipitous.

2. Met three trappers belonging to a company
ef ten, who had with them tlieir Indian wives
and children. Their names were Charles War.
fluid, Burrows, and Ward, all from St.
Louia.

7. First pleasant day since entering Moun-
tains. For the last twenty-ono, it had either
rained, hailed of snowed,, on each. Tne ante,
lopes seemed inclined to improve it, and were
grazing and sporting about in great numbers—
Continued down Bear river, along its untrod-
den bank.

13. Arrived at Brown's Hole, the men near,
ly famished, having been without food for four
days. 1 his is a trapper's fort in tUe mountains,
on the east brancli of Green river, belonging to
Craig & . and affords nhelter and acoommo.
dationfor30 men when all are present A "All

were n >w out on a trapping excursion but two
and these were without any provisions except
dog meat, Which they obtained from the Indians.
Some Indians passing with dogs shortly after, a
bargain was struck for three or four, the dogs
being valued at $15 apiece, and the articles
given for them as follows : Powder $ 4 a pint,
vennillion $1 a paper of 1J ounce, tobacco $ 5
a pound, and the lead and knives at correspond-
ing prices. They found the dog meat excellent,
much better than our domestic beef, and next
to buffalo.

Here the party remained six days, when an
they were preparing to resume their journey, a
company of five persons appeared in sight, trav.
elling from the west. They proved to be a party
which had a few weeks previous escorted to Fort
Hall, in the Nez Percea or Flat Head country,
about 300 miles further, two missionaries, viz.
Rev. Messrs. Monger and Griffeth, with their
wives. The party were Paul Richardson (lead-
er,) Dr. Wislizenus, Eugene———, Mr. Koontz,
and CharlesJJKline. Capt. Richardson had spen t
two years in the Oregon country, had been to the
mouth of the Columbia, was well acquainted at
Fort Vancouver, and had visited the Methodist
missionary station at Wilhamet. To meet and
converse with him was therefore a matter of the
deepest interest to our adventurers. The prose/,
cution of the journey was deferred, and all gath-
ered around the speaker to liBten to his relation.
With an air of truth that demanded implicit con-
fidence, he represented the country as undesira-
ble in all its aspects. In the richest portions,
about Vancouver and Wilhamet, not more than
15 bushels of wheat could be raised to the acre.
The rainy season continued five months and this
was followed by dbout six months drought, in
consequence of which neither corn nor pota-
toes ever came to maturity. The ears of the
former sprouted from the stalk at the ground,
and after a sickly growth were invariably cut
off by tho frost, and the Utter seldom exceeded
the size of a walnut. In point of health the
picture was equally gloomy, the Indians labor-
ing under fever and ague the year round.—
These representations were without their effect
upon the minds of two of the parly, Oakley
and Wood, who determined to abandon the en-
terprise and return.

Leaving Capt. Kelly with Farnham, Smith,
Blair, and Osa, at Brown's Hole, where they
were determined to remain till the arrival of
some parly bound to Oregon, with which they
would unite, the homeward bound party set out
on the 18th of Angust for the south fork of
Platte. For the first five days they were with,
out food. On the 6th day they killed an elk,
and subsequently a buffalo, which supplied them
till they reached the post spoken of. On their
way they met with a remarkable adventure,
which had nearly cost- them their lives. This
was their coming suddenly upon a Sioux village
containing, as they were informed, 1500 lodges,
each numbering 9 souls, giving a total popula-
tion of 10,800. Finding it impossible to retreat,
they yielded themselves prisoners, and were de-
tained three days. A council was held to decide
whether they should be killed or not; and dur.
ring its progress, the young Indians, between 12
and 15 years old, would come up to them, and
drawing their bows, would shoot the arrows into
the ground, looking with savage grimaces into
the faces of the captives, and crying tabababo,
(white man,Signifying thereby that their fath-
ers were then deciding thus to shoot them. The
appearance of 41)0 friendly ChiaiiB, who interpos.
ed in their favor, broke up the council and saved
their lives. A Chian chief immediately came
to them and advised their instant departure. As
they were saddling their horses the young Sioux
would come around them and endeavour lo pre-
vent it. To secure their guns they were com.
polled lo stand firmly upon them, while three or
four of the men would keep off the Indians
while another was securing the saddle*on the
animal. The old Chians at length came to their
aid, and when fairly mounted, they pushed on
with all the speed in their power, outstripping,
if pursued, their followers. No other adventure
worth mentioning occurred on Hie way to the
Platte, whicli they reached on the 3J of Septein.
bei. Here they found Shortess's party where
they had been 42 days. All their horses had
been stoleu at night by the Indiana some time
previous, while out on a buffalo hunt, and th,ey
ware unable consequently to continue their jour,
imy. Tuey intended removing here till Me.
Craig went nut lo Brown's H >lle, and would
tlKre winter,
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184 THE GEM AND LADIES; AMULET.
THE Y A N K E E GIRL.

She laughs and runa a cherub thing,
And proud ia the doating sire,

To Bee her pluck the buds of spiinp,
Or play by the winter fire.

Her golden hair falls thick and fair,
In many a Wavy curl ;

And freshly sleek is the ruddy cheek
Of the infant Yankee girJ.

The years steal on, and day by day,
Her native charms expand.

Till her round face beams in the summer ray
Like the rose of her own bleBt land.

There's music in her laughing tone,
A darker shade on the curl,

And beauty makes her chosen throne
On the brow of the Yankee girl.

She is standing now a happy bride,
At the holy altar rail.

While the sacred blush of maiden pride
Gives a tinge' to the snowy veil.

Her eye of light is the diamond bright.
Her innocence the pearl ;

And these are ever the bridal gems,
Of a happy Yankee girl.

From the New.York Whig.

TAMING OF THE COQUETTE.
" Do you love me,*Ellen ?!'
" Have you kept account of the number of

times you have asked that question, Mr. Wil-
hams ?"

" Do you love me, dcaT girl ?"
Pray, do begin ; I really have quite a curiosi-

ty to know the exact number. Won't you ?"
" Do not trifle with me thus, dear Ellen. I

pray you, put all doubts at rest by an answer.
Do you love me ?"

"Why, my dear Sir, you cannot conceive
what a very delicate situation we are placed in
Fray, Sir, get off your knees.'*

"Not till you answer me."
" Mr. Williams ! don't wring and squeeze my

poor hand in this manner; do get up—how ex-
tremely ridiculous!"

" Is it possible ! and can you trifle thus with
my feelings, and ridicule an honest attach,
ment of the heart that is yours ?"

•' Ha, ha!—Truly, a gallant knight and not
less devoted. Ha, ha!"

•• Ellen!"
11 Let me inquire, Sir Knight of the Woful

Face, how many heads your lance has broken
for the sake of your mistress? how many unfor-
tunate warriors thy doughty self has tumbled on
our mother earth, vanquished by thy valorous
arm ?—Say."

"If you love me not, tell me at once that I
may know my fate. I will not rise until "

" Why, Mr. Williams ! what, a very bore you
are. Your pertinacity astonishes me."

" You love me not 7"
"Certainly not."
•' Another then has——"
•• The Count BertoIdJ."
" Enough! You will, in future, be troubled

no more with my presence. I am not wanted
here—I see it—that careless yawn—that tmile—
' tis proof en ough. Fare we 11!"

We pause. In the scene above, we have en-
tirely forgotten to make our friends an j ait with
OUDcouple, and other numerous et ceteras. One
is very hopelessly in love—you know that, how.
ever. Whether the other is afflicted with this
universal malady, deponent saith not. That
Ellen Clarence is a coquette is certain, as a sad
array of transfixed hearts will show. That she
is beautiful as fickle, is another item among her
good or bad qualities—whichever youchoa.se.
And that her heart is really engaged so rue.
where, we don't profess to know; that she is
an heiress—(hat her eyes are blue, her lips very
rosy, and so forth, ditto.

George seized his hat and advanced to the
door. His hand was already on the knob. He
turned to Ellen, who sat turning carelessly her
handkerchief while her bewitching lips were
busy in framing a certain provoking air, that
she often sung for the Count to the;displeasure
of George. He would speak, butane commotion
within was toe great. His voice choked, and
he stood gazing painfully on her.

" We hope to be honored, sir, with the pleas-
ure of your company-at our soiree," said 'he,
with a careless indifference and provoking
•mile; " the Count will be delighted to see ybu."

Thio was too much. It roused his spirit and
quelled every motion. He grrasped his hat con.
vulsively. An ashy paltmew overspread his
face.

" Ellen, you could, have spared this insult to
my feelings, You may repent this harshness
one day. 1 am going—but it is nothing to you.
Oaoe more, farewell!" jmm,

The door opened; she expected him to stop;
it shut; she prang forward, tears in her eyes,
and her whole demeanor totally altered.

"George, dear George ! You will not leave
me thus? Stay—comeback."

But he was gone. She flung herself upon the
sofa and burst into tears.

" Fool, fool, to trifle with so noble a being,
to wound his proud spirit. Fool, to think to
bend and warp him to my wayward fancy, that
he c^uld admire such a hateful trait."

George gained the street and walked on-*-he
knew not whither, with a velocity that seemed
to proceed from the excited state of his feelings.
A sudden and violent concussion against some
object, equally obstinate as himself, brought him
up "all standing."

"Diable!" cried the object in a petulant
voice that proceeded from the capacious folds of
a cloak.

" The devil!" growled George, passing on.
" Hillo!" said the man, clutching his coat

tail.
"Aha! is it.you, doctor? good,day," and he

would have resumed his headlong pace.
" Slop—stop! What's the matter-^feverish ?"
" She's cut me, doctor.1'
" Parbleu ! Monsieur WilHJ&ns, hold on !"
"It's all over with me—she don't love me,

doctor."
" She! the minx! the, jade !—she does."
"She don't!"
" Arreiez-vous; I know the coquatte better

than she herself.. Promise to abide, by my di-
rections and she shall say she loves you and all
that"

" If you could, dear doctor—"
•• That! promise."
"Here's my hand."
The next afternoon the servant announced

Mr. Williams, and soon after the person bear-
ing that name walked into the parlor where ^at
Miss Ellen Clarence, mnsiug over the events of
yesterday. The color rushed to her face and,
her eye sparkled wi|h delight as she rose to re-
ceive him. He was very pale, very sad, and
very mysterious. There was something inex-
pressibly solemn in his manner as he pro-
nounced,

" Miss Ellen Clarence,"
Ellen, who saw him returned, could not re-

sist the habit which had long grown upon her,
and which now returned with redoubled finer,
of teasing her lover. There was no malicious
twinkle'in her roguish black eye as she copied
his manner and said—

" Mr. George Williams, body guard to the
knight Don Quixotte and heir to the title—who
has battled manfully with a whole legion of
blue-devils for the past night^weicorne to our
caslle."

" Ellen !" said he, without relaxing a muscle
from the rigid and stern bearing he addressed
her with, and without abating one jot from the
coldness and hollowness of his voice—" Ellen,,
I am come."

44 So I sec, Sir; I thought you were going
yesterday."

"I floTgoing, Miss Ellen—"
44 May I aak where ?"
411 am going to—"
«• Well, going to—well."
41 To—to—commit——"
44 By the bye, Goorgc, what a very tragic face

nature has blessed you with; cant't you give
me a specimen of your powers in the stage line 7
Do George."

" Hark, Ellen!" and his eye fell on her and
assumed a frightful stare. His hand drew ihe
perspiration from his brow and then elevated a
lohjr, naked dagger ; his other motioned her to
loou on it. He approached her, and his man.
ner was impressively solemn and earnest " El.
len!

4 There is my dagger,
And here my nuked breast >, within a. heart
Dearer than Plums' mine, richer than gold.''

" George, does any thing ail you ? What is
the mailer? Tell me."

44 Once I loved to court life; now life is a tor.
ment, and now—steel, steel! 'tis a very keen
edge."

" Look on me, George ? put that horrid thjng
away and point it not at your heart. Wkat
would you?"

"Die!"
14 Ha! George, dear George, don't look on

me BO sternly—BO frightfully : you surely do not
intend aught of harm to yourself—let me take

that knife—giva it me."

441 am going to commit ""
44 What ? dear George."
" Suicide ! Let go my hand ; take off that

arm. I would not strike my heart through that
AwayJ" cried he vehemently, thrusting her
from him, and brandishing aloft with a tragic
air, the knife; at the same time he bared hie
breast and made evident preparations to slay
himself. So, at least, thought the distracted
Ellen, who implored him in piteous accents to
desist.

44 My heart thirsts frfr it. Come, come,
friendly steel, and end my wo. Let me feel
thee hissing here. I would open the pent-up
flood-gates of my heart, and die a death too no-
ble for any but a Roman."

41 Help! help ! he will kill himself."
14 Ha! ha! ha! Girl, when all those thou

thoughtest most of, desert thee, as with me, it
will not frighten thee so much to point a naked
dagger at thy breast."

44 And have you no friend ? Does none care
for you ?"

44 None friend me but this. Hold off now !
I would be better acquainted with him. I loved
you once, Ellen—I thought I was loved in re.
turn—but no. Farewell forever! the shades
beckon me on—I go—I hear ye and obey—I
come!"

" Hold ! hold, dear George. If you value my
happiness, my peace, my life—hold."

• Dear George I"
" Dearest, beloved George !"

What more, Ellen ?"
' Put away that horrid thing—oh, do for my

sake."
14 Aha!"
'Oh! I will love you so much, only put it

from you. I do love you ; I ever djd, I ever
will; I live but for you, I adore you, and I
will "

44 Marry me?"
" Yes, dear George—dearest George, any

time you will; next week, to-morrow, now!"
There, Ellen*, it is away. And now, sweet

coz, hold up thy lips—there, you rogue-t-a kiss
without even a scratch to win it. But I will try
thee once more, my Ellen, for thou hast held
thy sway of late so unlimited that I must have
my revenge. If I tell thee that I did but threat-
en my life to try thy love, wilt thoq take back
all tha t thou hast said ?"

41 Oh, surely not."
" And you will love me just as much ?"
44 As much and'more." •
44 Another kiss for that, dear girl. And wilt

thou marry me as soon ?"
Can you doubt it, you suspicious one ?"
11 You will not teaze me ?"
441 won't say a word."
•* Not even if I taste thy lips again ? Plague

it! but, my sweet tormentor, thy Jipa are tempt-
ing."

44 Just as often as yon please, dear George. I
will show you that a wayward girl can become
a faithful and submissive wife."

"Good! So, now for the wedding; and
therefore, I believe I had better postpone my
affair until some other time; what say you,
co»?" J J

It is related of him that1 his postponement is
still postponed, though twenty years have rolled
their summers by ; and of Ellen, it is suid* that
she is the meekest and best of wives: so well,
and so thoroughly George tamed the proud co.
quo tie. s , p.

Take it Easy.—The editor of the Concord,
Mass. Gazette, who has but one paper a week
to puhlish, announces that he shall publish no
newspaper thanksgiving week. He says : "Tlie
truth of the matter is that the printer can hard-
ly get a chance to eat roast turkey and plumb
pudding on the great festival, without working
very hard before and after he has thus gratified,
his palate." What a gormandizer!—Express.

•_, "•_ ' -•-{•

It is stated that Lord Brougham designs vis
iting the United States the ensuing summer.—
No stranger could come among us. who would
be more cordially received. Every American
delights to honor genius, and Lord B- may be
considered one of the most splendid men of the
present century.

A late English writer makeB anarch boy ask,
41 As risers have mouth*, have they teeth too ?*
An American would have answered, "No ! bat
we have some that have $nag*."
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From the Boston Mercantile Journal.

A THANKSGIVING DINNER.

It was a bleak day in the month of Novetn.
bar. The north wind howled mournfully
through the leafless trees—the broken clouds
flitted rapidly across the face of the heavens—
and the whole face of nature assumed an aspect,
cheerless and uncomfortable—well calculated
to remind the moralist of the closing scenes in
the great drama of fife—as a traveller, with
weary stepfs, wendtffl his solitary way through
one of those beautiful hamlets which abound iu
New-England—andwhich constitute the noble
ornaments, emblems of freedom, peace and
happiness, of which he is justly proud.

To judge from his costume, this traveller be-
longed to the humblest ranks of life—or had
been singled out as a victim by misfortune.
His coarse straw hat, his patched doublet, and
his canvass tronsers, soiled by tar in many pla.
ces—while they proclaimed his occupation and
hia poverty, seemed but poorly calculated to
protect him from the inclemency of the weath-
er. Hia form was cast in a noble mould, de-
noting great activity and strength. His manly
features, bfonxed by exposure to the tropical
sun, and partly concealed from view by his luxu-
riant locks of coal black hue, showed that he
was still in the dawn of manhood. And his
eyes seemed lighted up with an intelligent spir-
it—by a gleam of expectation and hope, which
showed that his humble fortunes did not accord
with his noble nature—and that however severe-
ly fate had dealt with him, his energies were
still unbroken—and that maugre the chill north-
ern blast, and the fatigues which it was evident
he bad recently undergone, he was resolved to
push onward until the object which he had in
view was accomplished.

" It is now three years," said he to himself,
as he plodded along the road, " since I very
foolishly left my happy home, urged by a silly
pique, and a love for a life of adventure, to brave
the hardships and perils of the ocean. Since
then my life'has been a constant series of mis-
fortunes. I have met with storms on every
lack. But thank Providence, although my can.
vae is sadly reduced and pretty well worn out—
and my pockets are destitute of ballast—my hull
is unimpaired and my spirits are as unbroken
and buoyant as ever. I hope my parents are
still living, and prosperous and happy—I was
a fool to leave them. And my brothers and
sisters—how happy we were together—and cou-
sin Mary, that bright little fairy, whom I loved
with a love surpassing that of coisins—and in
whose company I pasBed so many rapturous
hours! Oh, I was a great fool to leave such,
blissful scenes. And I believe, after all, that
the little fairy loved me! I know she did—she
all but told me so. But it is too late now to re-
trace my steps—I can only regret my folly. I
dare 6aythe bright and joyous young thing has
forgotten Ned Willis, and was married to some
worthier fellow than 1 am loHg since. For her

. fosv cheeks, and laughing eyes, and sweet dis-
position, to say nothing of the property sne was
to inherit when she came of age, attracted many
admirers—and made sad havoc among the hearts
of the youths of the village. Well, if she is
married, there is no more to be said—1 have no
right to complain. But I hope she has chosen
a g.iod husband. I will see her once m o r e -
wish her a long life and a happy one-r-and away
to sea again. But if she'is not married "
He did not finjsh the sentence, but a change
came over the countenance of the ill-clad and
weather beaten mariner, as he was indulging in
a vision of rapture—and he involuntarily quick.
ened his pace.

As Edward Willis journeyed onward towards
his home—anticipating by turns happy and ad-
verse fortunes, he wae surprised to find that al-
though it was in the middle of the week, there
were no signs of labor among the inhabitants.
All wan quiet—even the oxen were browsing
contentedly in the pastures—the school houses
were closeuVand the meeting houses were open—
the people wbqm fee -JUeJ. with were neatly ar-
rayed in their Sunday clothes—and their coun
teuances were wreathed in smiles of gratitude
»nd joy. On inquiry, he learned that it was
THANK-GIVING DAY. He hailud the information
as a clad omen.

On the day when this poor, forlorn looking
traveller after years of wandering, wa» pursuing
hid way tdwards his native village, the fire
hum«d brightly on the hearth stofte of h> pa.
rents ©»aei>n Wil if wu a New England

farmer—a man who, by cherishing the virtues
of industry and frugality, had become possessed
of a handsome property—and who, enjoying a
competeuce in a free country, protected by a
wise government, surrounded by kind and mtel.
ligent neighbors, and in the midst of a happy
and virtuous family, envied neither nabobs their
riches, nor monarclis their power.

It was thanksgiving day—and great had been
the bustle in Deacon Willis' family for the pre.
vious week. Descended in a direct line from
one of the earliest settlers of New England, no
consideration could have induced the worthy
Deacon to abate one jot of the "pomp and pride
and circumstance" of the Thanksgiving of the
Puritians. Thanksgiving was religiously ob-
served by him, as it had been by his father be-
fore him—and the gratitude which he expressed
to his Creator for the mercies which he had re-
ceived, was not a more formula of unmeaning
words, but came directly from the heart.

Oi> this day his children were collected all a.
round him—and all anticipated a joyous
Thanksgiving. Several of his distant relations,
who were not so well provided with the good
things of this life as the worthy Deacon, also
accepted an invitation to be present. Among
those who were sheltered by his hospitable roof
on this'occasion?the greatest favorite seemed
to be Mary Wordsworth, a blue-eyed damsel,
whose lovely and expressive face told more a-
bout sweetness and purity than I could describe
in a folio volume. She was the only daughter
of a cousin of the worthy deacon's, and at an
early age was deprived of her parents by death.
But deacon Willis had been to her a parent—his
house had been her home—his wife had treated
her with a mother's kindness—and his children
regarded her as a sister and a dear friend.

Mrs. Wilts' situation as mistress of the fam-
ily, was no sinecure on that day. Her duties
were various and important—for it was the
Mew England Holiday— and all her skill as a
housewife—rail her excellence as a manager
were put to the test on Thanksgiving day. Af.
ter the family relumed from meeting, for they
Werebflhe old fashioned sort, who would al.
most as soon lose '.their Thanksgiving dinner,
as be.deprived of their Thanksgiving sermon,
the table was set in the large front par!or,
which was wont to be only on extraordinary ac-
casions, and serious preparations for the festival
commenced. A good fire made of walnut and
yellow oak wood, burned cheerfully in. the large
open fire-place—and all the females belonging
to the house, were put in requisition to bear the
abundance of the good things from the kitchen
to the parlor—and which when deposited in
their respective places, made the tables groan
again.

At the head of the table, was placed a portly
Turkey, the choicest of a large and pampered
family—at the further extremity, was deposited
a ham of a size and flavor to make a Wcspha-
Han's eyes wparklc with joy. On the centre
was stationed, plucked, roasted and ready for
thecarvingknife, one of those celebratBd ani-

• mals, which whilom saved from the ravages of
the Gauls, the capitol of Rome, and which in
vulgar parlonce, are ycleped geese—while here
and there scattered round the table, in apparent
disorder—bul with deliberate care and precision,
were boiled fowls, roasted fowls—jellies, kuick-
nacks, and plates of vegetables ofiriore varieties
and excellence than I would willingly under-
take to enumerate—while on the kitchen, table
arranged apparently as a corps de reserve,
might be seen a stalely plum puJding suppor.
ted by several enormous Thanksgiving pump,
kin pies, with mince pies, apple pies, squash
pies, and custard pies, wi.h fruits of Various
kinds, not forgetting nuts and apples, to bring
up the a ear. As a beverage on this happy
occasion, water was the only article provided-
water brought from a clear and sparkling
spring , which bubble/! up a few rods from the
house; for Farmer Willis contended that water
was the best drink, even on festive occasions—
andihat hilarity and joy should be promoted,
not by wine or strong drink of any kind, but by
facial communion, by a free interchange of
inoughts and ideas, by generous feeimgs, born
and nurtured in a noble bisora.

It was nearly two o'clock, long after their ac.
customed hours vf dinner, before the assembled
company were invited into the parlor to partake
of the good cheer which had bucn so hauntifully
provided. . And as the happy company stood
around the table, waiting fir their lioit to ask
the Divine Blessing upon the meal which was

placed before them, a shade flitted across the
good man'i) brow—for his eldest son, a noble
boy was absent. Among the joyful faces which
surrounded him, Edward's was not seen. He
had left hiB home, years before, to embrace a
sea. far ing life—and the wanderer had not return-
ed. There was good reason to believe that he
was no longer in the land of the living—and
although they still strove to cherish hopes in
each other's besoms, many and bitter were the
tears of affection which had embalmed'hie mem-
ory.

'• My poor, dear boy !" exclaimed Mrs. Wil
lis—" Ah, I much fear we shall never see his
smiling face again."

Mary Wardsworth said nothing—but a tear
started into her eye—and any casual observer
would have seen at once that Edward Wil-
lis wa9 dearer to her than a cousin or a friend—
and that, she cherished his memory in the very *
depths of her heart.

Just then old Bose, the house-dog, was heard
to mark some angry remonstrance to a passing
traveler, which attracted attention, inasmuch
as it was by no means an ordinary occurrence
—for Bose was a well nurtured brute, and sel-
dom accosted a well.dressed, gentlemanly per-
sonage, in a rude and angry manner, but he en-
tertained the prejudice against the victims of
misfortune or intemperance, who-wear the garb
of poverty, which is cherished by noble animals,
who boast the attributes of reason. In truth,
Bose, although a faithful dog, was a real aris-
tocrat in his principles. The traveler, from his
appearance, moved in the humblest rank of life
—and Bose evidently intended to give him a
reception corresponding with his shabby appear-
ance, and was advancing towards him in a surly
manner, and with a trbulen\look, when Deacon
WilliB, who well knew the peculiarities of his
dog, told his son James to go out and protect
the stranger from violence. " He seems a sailor,
too," said he, "and on a day like this, we should
not refuse the rites of hospitality to the humblest
being who passes along the road. On Thanks-
giving day, no individual, rich or poor, sailor or
landsman, should want for a plentiful meal.—
Ask him in, my son, continued the noble-hearted
farmer—" and let the poor wayfarer take a seat
at our board."

The stranger entered the parlor, and room
was made for him at the table. But his appear-
ance and manner were strange, and he seemed
as if he was but ill-disposed to requite his kind
host for the hospitality ho enjoyed. He did not
even raise his dilapidated hat from his head—
and to the kind enquiries which were made of
him, he scarcely deigned any reply—but as if
overcome with fatigue, or agitated by contend,
ing emotions, he threw himself into the nearest
chair, and covered his brow with his hands.

The wondering group witnessed his conduct
in silence. "Come now, my good man," at
length exclaimed Mrs. Willis, in a kind, moth-
erly tone, " I dare say you arc tired and hungry
—take a seat al the table, and make yourself at
home. We like sailors—and would gladly do
you a good turn tor the sake of one who has
long been absent. Don't cry, Mary—you should
learn to restrain your feelings,"

Just then old Bose, who, when the sailor first
came in sight, was disposed to regard him &s
an enemy, appeared to have overcome his com-
bative propensities, and, much to the surprise
of the children, seemed suddenly to have .con-
ceived the inoBt lively attachment to the •• poor
straggler." He wagged his tail with unwonted
energy, absolutely danced around him, whined
forth his joy in the most expressive manner, and
continued the pantomime uy jumping into his
lap and attempting to like his face!

The stranger hardly attempted to repulse the
affectionate animal—but gently patting his
head, addressed him with the endearing epithet
of "Poor old Bose"—adding, "you have not for-
gotten me."

He then raised his head, took his hand from
his forehead—removed his hat, and brushed a-
way the long matted looks which partly con.
cealed his features. His voice seemed to have
touched a chord in the bosoms of persons pres.
ent, which had long ceased to vibrate. Tue
eyes of Deacon Willis and his wife were turn-
ed upon him in eager expectation. Mary
Wardsworth slarted-the rose on her cheek gave
place to the lilly—and her deepseated and pure
love proved more quick-sighted than even pa-
rental atf.;ction. She gazed upon him with a
look in which joy and surprise were blended—
and met his gUucc which beamed with tender-
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ness and rapture—expressing the fruition of
earthly enjoyment. Her maidenly reserve was
conquered by her surprise and joy at beholding
before' her, a dear one whom she had long
mourned as forever lost. "It is my cousin
Edward !" said she, and she threw herself into
his arms.

The scene that followed may be imagined,
but cannot be described—nor shall I attempt it.
There was no longer any alloy in the enjoyment
of that httppy family—and Deacon Willis, al
beit, always noted for his piety, never offered
up a thanksgiving prayer with greater feivency
and sincerity than on that occasion. After
dinner was over, Edward had a long tale to tell
to which auditors listened with breathless atten-
tion, of the perils and sufferings he had experi-
enced during the three previous years. The
vessel in which he had sailed for South Amer-
ica, had been suspected of carrying on a con.
traband trade—and the crew were all condem-
ned to ihe mines for life.' Edward, with two of
his companions, at the imminent risk of his
life succeeded in effecting his escape, and had
worked his passage home in a vessel bound to
Providence. Misfortune still pursued him ; the
vessel .was wrecked on Block Island during a
heavy gale—and he, after a desperate struggle
with the waves, succeeded in gaining theBhore.
He lost no time in proceeding to Providence in
a fishing craft, when he took his land tacks on
board—and wearied, hungry, destitute of mon-
ey and clothes, a poor shipwrecked Bailor, Ed*
ward at lehgth reached his home.

"And aou are welcome home, my boy" ex-
claimed his father— "and I hope you will never
again leave us."

Edward looked at Mary, who blushed like a
penny.

"I see how the wind sits/1 said the worthy
Deacon—"Come hither, Mary Wards worth."

Mary, with trembling steps, approached her
guardian.

"Mary," said the Deacon—"We must look to
you for security that Edward will never play
truant again."

fie put her trembling hand into that of his
son.

Edward has never been to sea since, tie is
a happy and prosperous farmer—and , blessed
with an affectionate wife and three lovely chil-
dren, he every year welcomes the approach of
November,and reads in the Mercantile Journal,
with keen gratification, the Govornor's Procla-
mation for THANKSGIVING DAY.

WOMAN'S LOVE.
Wherefore do we toil in youth ?
Wisdom grey, confess the truth.
Wherefore dare the battle Btrife
Deeming light of death and life ?
Wherefore haut the Muse's spring.
Or touch Apollo's golden string f
Wherefoie pore o'er learned page,
Full of precepts quaint and sage ?
Wherefore in the crowded hall,
With hired fury loudly hawl ?
Wherfore in the senate sit
And brandish eloquence and wit;
Fire the breast with patriot zeal,
To struggle for the common weal ?
Wherefore thus in youth and age,
Toil we o'er this weary stage—
But, seated by the sacred hearth,
The loveliest, holiest spot on earth,
Woman's smile should meet our eyes,
And gild with love our energies,
We think, we toil, we war, we rove,
And all we ask—is woman's love !

Reciprocal Attachment.—"John I always take
a beau witli me, when I go a promenading, mere-
ly for a walking stick."

"You does, eh! well I alters takes a gall 'long
with me, jist for a pocket.handkercher to wipe
my nose on."

The Rev. Mr. Bayless, of the Presbyterian
church has sailed from Baltimore for Texas,
with the design to settle as a minister in the
new republic.—Star.

Cheap enough—"What did you give for that
horse?" inquired a friend of the facetious Mr.
B. as he was riding by. »» My note," was the
significant reply; •• wasn't that cheap enough ?

First Sleighing—In Putsfield and other
towns ia (hat part of western Massachusetts,
they had sleighing on Thur«4aj—-ihesnow being
aix incites deep,—Star.

T
SATURDAY, NOVEMBER SO, 1839.

, Early Winter.—Wednesday night the snow
fell about half a foot deep.and as we had rain and
sleet during the most of the previous twen.
ty.four hours, succeeded by freezing weatber.the
sleighing yesterday for light vehicles was quite
good.

But we look with the greatest interest to its
effect on the business of the country, should the
Canal be closed suddenly at this time. Though
the principal lines have been drawing off their
boats ever since the 10th, agreeably to a reso-
lution of the forwarders as we announced two
weeks ago, transient boats have been busy up to
this moment in bringing on merchandise and
taking away produce—and the effect of a sud-
den embargo fcy "Jack Frost" must be serious-
ly felt all over the country. And there is eve-
ry prospect that these fears will be realized.—
Yesterday the surface of the canal was covered
with snow, and the atmosphere was freezing
cold all day. We should not be surprised to
find this morning boats stopped altogether, or
propelled through the ice by double or quadru-
ple teams.

VOLUME TWELVE.
In our last, and also in this number, is pub.

lislied the Prospectus of the next volume of the
Gem. We have taken measures to give it a more
extended circulation than ever before. Of this
number we shall distribute several hundreds,
principally to Post Masters, who are specially
requested to aid in extending our circulation.—
If any of them cannot act as agents, or, if they
are not disposed to do so, we hope they will put
the Prospectus, together with the specimen
number, into the hands of those who will take
a sufficient interest in the matter to procure sub-
scriptions.

O" We tender our unfeigned thanks to Post
Masters, and others, who have heretofore exer-
ted themse ves in obtaining subscribers ; and re-
quest them to continue their very acceptable
services.

Advance Payment.—The subscribers to the
present volume will remember that they will
not be considered subscribers to volume Twelve,
unless they renew by sending the money.

New Subscribers.—Those who intend to sub.
scribe for the new volume, will do so with the
least possible delay, that we may know how
large an addition to print. AH that can, will
please send in by the last of December.

Assistant Post Masters—Are entitled to our
thanks for their activity as agents. From their
situation and business they can obtain many sub.
scribers when others could not. Will they "fry"
for the new year ?

[TF EDITORS who will give our prospectus
two inscrstioiis, sending us a copy ot their pa-
per containing it, shall have the Gem sent them
for one year, with an exchange.

E P A N ELEGANT PLATE will embellish the first
I number of the new volume.

The Dark side of Matrimony.—Lately, a slave
in the West Indies, who had been married to
another slave by one of the'c'ornimissionertf, at
the end of three weeks brought his wife back
to the clergyman, and desired him to take her
again. The clergyman asked what was'the
matter with her. " Why, maaaa, she no good.
The book says she obey me. She no wash my
clothes. She no do what I want her to do?"—
The minister: "But the book says you were to
take her for belter or for worse." *' Yes, mas.
sa, but slie all worse and no better. She had
too much worse and no good at all."

ACCOUNT CURRENT.
WOMAN, DR.

Oh, the \vo that woman brings !
Source of sorrow, grief, and pain!

All our evils have their springs,
In the first of female train.

Eve, by eating, led poor Adam
Out of^Eden, and astray ;

Look for Borrow still where Madam,
Pert and proud, directs the way.

Courtship is a slavish pleasure
Soothing a coquettish train :

Wedded : what! the mighty treasure,
Doomed to drag a golden chain.

Noisy clack and constant brawling.
Discord and domestic strife ;

Empty cupbord, children bawling.
Scolding woman made a wife. "

Gaudy dress and haughty carriage,
Love's loud balance fled and goq£ ;

These, the bitter fruits of marriage,
He that's wise will let alone.

CONTRA, CR.

Oh ! what joys from woman spring}
Source of bliss and purest peace,

Eden could not comfort bring.
Till fair woman showed her face.

When she came, good honest Adam
Clasp'd the gift with open arms :

He left Eden for his Madam,
So our parent prised her charms.

Courtship thrills the soul with pleasure !
Virtue's blush on beauty's check :

Happy prelude to a treasure
Kings have left their crowns to sock!

Lovely looks and constant courting,
Swee-t'ning allUhe toils of life;

Cheerful children, harmless sporting,
Lovely woman made a wife !

Modest dress and gentle carriage,
Love triumphant on his throne ;

These the blissful fruits of marriage,
None but fools would live alone.

T H E VISIT.
On one of the freezing days of our climate, a

young physician, but recently married, invited
his wife to accompany him on a visit to one of
his patients.

" You are romancing, James; what, visit a
family without an introduction, or invitation, or
exchanging cards ?"

" In this family, my dear Amanda, there is
no ceremony of cards," said James ; "but they
will not be less pleased to see you."

" I never used to go out to see people,">said
Amanda thoughtfully ; " but," continued she,
after a little deliberation, ".I'll go with you any
where."

They passed the handsomest street of their
residence to a public square, and crossing over,
entered a small alley, in which Amanda saw a
row of houses in a manner that showed they
were for the laboring class. Crossing the
whole range they entered the last house, and at
the first door Dr. Lf dson gave a gentle rap,. A
common woman opened it and welcomed him.

Two chairs were immediately set, one with
the back broken and the other rickuty and un.
stable.

Before the fire were two little children seated
on the hearth, making a noise which the attend,
ant female vainly endeavored lo quell. A girl
of about tea years of age came out of a small
pantiy bed room and smiled as she spoke.

In a large rude chair sat a thin female. She
rocked her incessantly. She looked up when
Dr. Ledson addressed'her, but neither smiled
nor spoke. Her complexion was sallow by ill-
ness ; her lower jaw had fallen from its Bockel,
and nor teeth chattered with the vain endeavor
to elose the mouth.

On receiving some nourishment from the
hands of her companion, she seemed revived.

" I am glad to see you, doctor, though I had
hoped io have been released from my wretched-
ness^before now. I do not complain; but my
bones have started through my ukiu, and I suf-
fer—" she shivered and stopped an instant.

" I thought it very hard when 1 lost uiy baby
last summer; but I nee it wan kind—what would
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have become of it now ? I must leave these
young as they are, to take care of themsel
as my husband is none of the studieat" &

She did not weep—-she was past all human
feeling. Amanda looked on in s i lence^ Bhe
had learned more of life's state from this seen*
than could have been acquired from volumes.
She felt now a wiser woman at eighteen, than
she would otherwise have been at twenty.five.

'It brings down all our vanity and repinings
a spectacle of such WQ. Even the almost total
insensibility of the sick was more touching than
ordinary sorrow. It gave a feeling to so much
that mast have been endured before.

41 Is this your sister T" asked the woman.
" No," said James, and Amanda smiled as he

replied, •• she is my wife."
••Is she your wife ?" said she, showing some

vivacity; "how sweet she looks! Can she
sing ? Oh, can she sing— l1 would not live al
ways?'"

How often had Amanda sung that carelessly
before. She felt awed and humbled by every
syllable that floated on her soft, rich tones
through the confined apartment.

The dying looked up so thankfully, that she
even looked pretty. A light hectic relieved her
vivid countenance. She said audibly, " I hear
the angels singing now around me," and then
relapsed into a monotonous groan of weariness.

The little girl shook hands beseechingly, as
the young couple left, and in a subdued voice
Amanda whispered, " we will take care of you."

Who like the physician, save indeed the min-
ister, is called upon to see human nature in eve-
ry shadow of a tint? The rich and the poor,
the delicate and the learned and the ignorant,
come before him without disguise.

Amanda thought before that she had loved
her husband; but it is a dead-sea atmosphere,
in which the noble passions sicken and lie mo
tionless. She clung to James as he returned
home with a feeling of devotion to,him which
8he had never imagined before; and in the
pleasure she experienced in softening tho hor-
rors of her fellow creatures' poverty, she found

'every day new cause to rejoice in having shared
her fortune with one, who, if he had brought
her no addition of earthly wealth, had taught
her that there is a way of employing it that will
awaken delight.

MR. GRAHAM'S LECTURES.

Perhaps ridicule never effected more mischief
than when directed against the effjrta of this in.
vidual to reform the physiological habits of the
community. That the present generation are
far from enjoying the same degree of health and
longevity that was enjoyed by our pilgrim fore-
fathers, is evident to every intelligent and re.
fleeting mind; but if any one hints at the ne-
cessity of a reformation in our diet and other
habits, he is met by the sneers of nine out of
ten around hirn^—and instead of listening to any
argument but that of appetite, the cry of " saw
dust puddings"—" bran bread"—" wheat in the
bundle"—"walking shadows"—and such like
scare-crows, are sufficient to deter from inves.
tigation. Men live to eat; and tfcu?y eat such
things, and in such mixtures and quantity, as to
render what little life they have, a burden,—
and if reason gets the ascendancy for a season,
and they resolve to " try the experiment,-'* and
live on a more simple diet, the change is so mud)
like reforming a drunkard or the long estab
lished habit of taking stimulants of any kind,
that before the taste has had time to become
corrected and the system to conform itself to
simple aliment, the experimenter gives tfp in
despair, resumes his former mode of living, and
having failed in the attempt, Is fortified against
all further admonitions of conscience, experi-
ence or friends.

We are led to these remarks by seeing the
following communication in the last Troy
Whig,' and as Mr. GRAHAM is expected to lec-
ture in Rochester soon after he closes his course
in Troy, we thought it could do no harm to call
public attention to the subject a little in ad.

We have praetically tested the Lcctu,>

rer's system for the last two years. We know
it is conducive to real enjoyment,' and though
we long since abandoned the idea of making
proselytes to it ourselves, we hope our citizens
will give him an opportunity to convince them
that he does " know bran," as well as some other
things.

The writer in the Troy paper says—

" The leetures are not composed of a batch of
bran bread and water, seasoned with puerile at.
tempts to persuade men to adopt such a diet;
but ihey embrace an exposition of the whole
science of human life, according to the lectu-
ref's peculiar views. And these views are not
the result of a twelve.month's desultory study,
but the legitimate offspring "of many years of
ardent application. If any man, of an intelli-
gent and sane mind, which all admit Mr. Gra*
ham to be, proposes to publish the ascertained
results of many years persevering study and
experiment, he is at least worthy of the atten.
tion of a civilized community. If, as a nation,
we may be allowed to claim native philoso.
phers, Mr. Graham is certainly one of the most
talented and. learned among that class of citi-
zens. He has delivered between fifty and sixty
consecutive lectures on Anatomy and Physiolo-
gy, to crowded and deeply interested audiences,
in the Atlantic cities, and it is not toomiuch to
say that the medical profession have reaped
from them permanent advantages. As rational
beings, we should not condemn a man without
a hearing. Let us not act the part of the unwise
Athenians, who voted the hemlock to Socrates,
or of that pontiff who forced Galileo to write,
in sanguine ink, a recantation of eternal truth.
Peradventure, our descendants may honor the
principles which this age despises.

" A s a matter of intellectual enjoyment, I
know of no place whore an hour and a half can
be spent so agreeably as in listening to these
lectures. MEDICOS."

From the Knickerbocker for June.
OLD MASSACHUSETTS.

4 There is her'history.; the world knows it by
heart. There is Boston, and Concord, and Lax.
ington, and Bunker Hill ; and there they will
remain forever.'—Webster.

The nation's wcath is lit with stars,
A bright and glorious number;

And o'er them Freedom's eagle keeps,
A watch that knows no slumber.

In every gem that garland bears,
Fair beauty lias a dwelling ;

Yet beams old Massachusetts star,
Wuh lustre far excelling.

A halo guilds Virginia's name,
For Yorklown tells a story ;

NewYork hath Saratoga's fame,
And Jersey, Monmoulh's glory ;

Points Djlaware to Brandywine,
And La Fayette, the finger ;

And still o'er Carolina's fields,
Doth Eulaw's memory linger.

Vermont may boast of Bennington,
And Pennsylvania wonder,

O'er unforgtutten Valley Forge,
And Red Bank':* fatal thunder.

But O, tins Massachusetts tells,
Of Bunker's fame ne'er ending,

And guards their dust who earliest died,
Their inborn righiE defending.

Ay, on her 'dculchoen, b'azoned high,
Reud,L9xingi(.n'e invasion ;

Where cannon peal and rolliiicr drum,
To freedom woke the nation ;

Those inunsy walls whence death shots fell,
Like hail upon the freeman,

Speak prouder things'then Grecian fanes,
More glorious than the Roman !

They heard the knell of Britain's power,
When first in thunder given:

They first caught Freedom's 'Jarum cry,
And echoed it to heaven !

Thry saw the bloody fountain ope,
To s,eal her priceless charter-; '

And heard the latent anguished prayer.
Of freedom's earliest martyr.

Time honored Massachusetts! thou
A sacred trust art keeping ;

For there the dust of pilgrim sires,
And patriot, is sleeping ;

I

Their names are whispered on the hills,
And murmered by the fountain;

And tireless echoes fling them back,
From, valley, rock, and mountain !

And never shall thy sons forget,
The • haunted air1 they're breathing ;

Bold hearts shall guard the altar fires,
Their fathers died bequeathing.

While Bunker lifts its awful hight,
And Boston lives in story,

Shall Massachusetts guard her trust,
And hand it down in glory.

/ From the New-York Evening Signal.
Pretty and graceful as the following lines are»

the reader can form but an inadequate idea o€
their touching sweetness and descriptive accu-
racy unless he has visited the spot they com.
memorate, and had the good fortune, as was our
ease, to hear them sung by Mr. Knight to his
own delicious music. The song is in the press
of Messrs. Firth & Hall, and will shortly %e
published in a style worthy of the words arid of
the melody. The vignette, which represents the
Hudson Highlands, is from a design by Weir,
and form8 the frontis piece of Drake's Culprit
Fay. Among our lady readers, this song can-
not fail to be a favorite, and will be frequently
sung. The lines appear to us to flow as tune-
fully as the silver current of the Hudson itself.
Listen:

"WHERE HUDSON'S WAVE."

BY GEORGE P . M0RM8.

Where Hudson's wave, o'er silvery sanda,
Winds through the hills afar.

Old Cro'nest like a monarch stands,
Crowned with a single star :

And there, amid the billowy swells
Of rock-ribbed, cloud.capt earth,

My fair and gentle IDA dwells,
A nymph of mountain birth.

The snow-curl that the cliff receives,
The diamonds of the showers,

Spring's tender blossoms, buds and leaves,
The sisterhood of flowers,

Morn's early beam, eve's balmy breeze,
Her purity define;

But IDA'S dearer far than these '
To this fond breast of mine.

My heart is on the hills. The shades
Of night are on my brow :

Ye pleasant haunts and silent glades,
My soul is with you now !

I bless the star-crown'd highlands where
My IDA'S footstep's roam :

Oh, for a falcon's wing to bear
Me onward to my home !

Ftom the New-York Mirror.

THE BLUSH.
BY CHARLOTTE E. VANDERHOFF.

Unbidden I come,
From my prison home,

Where I linger witli smiles and tears :
Oh ! the sweetest word
I ever have heard,

Has waked me with fluttering fears!

And first o'er the snow
Of the bosom I flow,

Then change the fair hue of the brow :
And see, on the oheek,
Though silent, I speak,

Sweet seorets revealing there now,

A traitor am I !
For a gentle sigh

May be breathed for another's wo ;
And the crystal tear,
All bright and clear,

From soft pity may ofttimes flow,

But one little thought,
With tenderness fraught,

One word, into life makes me start;
LOVE bids the tongue hush—
He speaks in a hlush :

A blush tells the tale of the heart!

MARRIED.
In Sullivan Madison eo., by the Rev. Mr. Clark,

ERASTUS S T A N N A R D , of Ogden. to Miss ZEVIAll'
KNOVVLB5, of tha former plac«.
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From the N. Y. American.
Ijpr the following spirited version of one of

Beranger's fine lyrics, we are indebted to a hand
that unfailingly adorns whatsoever it touches ;

FALLING STARS.
Shepherd, say'st thou that a star

Rules our days, and gems the skies 7
Yes, my child, but in her veil,

Night conceals it from our eyes.
Shepherd, they say that to thy sight
, The secret of you heaven is clear, „
What is then that star so bright *

Which flies, and flies to disappear ?
•

My child, a man has passed away,
His star has shed its parting ray ;
He, amid a joyous throng,
Pledged the wine-cup and the song;
Happy, he has closed his eyes

By the wine to him so dear.
Yet another star that flies,

That flies, and flies to disappear!

My child, how pure and beautiful!
A gentle girl hath fled to heaven ;

Happy, and in love most true,
To the tenderest lover given.

Flowers crown her maiden brow,
Hymen's altar is her bier ;

Yet another star that flies,
That flies, and flies to disappear !

Child ! the rapid star behold
Of a great lord newly born ; *

Lined with purple and with gold
The empty cradle whence he's gone.

Ev'n now, the tide of flatteries
Had almost reached his infant ear.

Yet another star that flies,
That flies, and flies to disappear !

My child ! what lightning flash is that?
A favorite has sought repose,

Who thought himself supremely great,
When his laughter mocked our woes.

They his image now despise,
Who once worshipped him in fear.

Yet another star that flies,
That flies, and flies to disappear !

My son ! what sorrow must be ours ?
A generous patron's eyes are dim ;

Indigence from others gleams,
But she harvested on him.

This very eve, with tears and sighs,
The wretched to his roof draw near.

Yet another star that flies,
That flies, and flies to disappear !

A mighty monarch's star is dark !
Boy ! preserve thy purity ;

Nor let men thy star remark,
For its size, or brilliancy.

Wert thou bright but to their eyes,
They would say when death is near:

" It is but a star that flies,
" That flies, and flies to disappear!"

THE WORLD IS BRIGHT BEFORE THEE.

BY FITZGREEN HALLOCK.

The world is bright before thee ;
Its summer flower is thine ;

Its calm blue sky is o'er thee,
Thy bosom virtue's shrine :

And thine the sunbeam given
To nature's morning h>ur :

Pure, warm, as when from heaven
It burst on Eden's bower.

There is a song of sorrow—
Tho death.dirge of the ga'y-^

That t 11s, ere dawn of morrow,
These charms may melt away ;

That sun's bright beam be shaded,
That sky be blue no more,

Tlie summer flowers be faded,
And youth's warm promise o'er.

Believe it not: though lonely
Thy evening home may be;

Though beauty's bark can only
Float on a Summer sea ;

Thoagh time thy bloom is stealing,
There's still, beyond hie art,

The wild flower wreath of fooling—
The sunbeam of the heart I

From the Troy Morning Mail.
D E S T I N Y .

Oh, over life's departing scroll
What varied scenes of memory roll,
Bidding the proudest and the best
To linger for the church-yard rest—
And pray on being's farthest brink
That the wild meteor soon may sink.
Hark, to the new-born infant's cry;
Hark to the oldman's heavy sigh—
With prophecy and memory rife :
The music this of human life !
Wild o'er the world my course has been,

Aye, guided by an evil star,
Upon each sad, untoward scene,

Shedding its baleful light from far.
What wonder jf I look to heaven

Indignant that it sheds suoh ray,
And murmuring that fate hath striven

To mar each effort—cloud each day ?
No—let the stubborn spirit break,

It shall not bend submissively
To the wild winds that rudely wake

The foamy waves of destiny!
On ! fated bark—the storm is nigh ;

But near us is the welcome shore,
When that false star shall cheat the eye,

With its fell radiance nevermore !
Of what avail against my doom
' Firm heart, and ceaseless energy?

Go ask the tenant of the tomb,
To bid himself again to be—

Then, tell the lone predestined man,
That he can rule the secret power

That guides him thro' life's little span,
And governs every darksome hour. B.

From the Evening Post.

MAN.
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 his weakness own

That mystery and marvel bind
That lofty thing—the human mind !

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,
That seat of love, the lair of hate—

Self stung, self-edified!
Yet do we bless thee as thou art,

Thou restless thing—the human heart!

The human soul-if-that startling thing!
Mysterious and sublime!

The angel sleeping on the wing
Worn by the scoffs of time—

The beautiful, the veiled, the bound,
The earlh enslaved, the glory.crowned,

The stricken in its prime!
From heaven in tears to earth it stole,,

That startling thing—tho human soul!

And this is man—Oh ! ask of him,
Tho gifted and forgiven—

While o'er his vision, drear and dim,
n The wrecks of time are dijven,
If pride or passion in their power,

Can chain the tide or charm the hour,
Or stand in place of heaven ? ^
He bends the brow, he bows the knee—
" Creator, Father! none but the !"

No Jonathan.—A school boy, 14 years of age
at a public Seminary not 100 miles from Ilmin
ster, being lectured by his teacher for not ru.
taining until morning the lesson he had learnt
over nitrlu, and being'asked the reason, replied,
"I don't know, sir, unless it is because I sleep
without a nijrnt cap, and U evaporates before
the morning."—Dorset. Chronicle.

Mr. White, the Irish melodist and accomplish
ed scholar, is winning golden opinions by hii
musical lectures. He is now in the Canadas
—Star.

The Amistad.—Further proceedings in this
caso have been postponed until the 1st Tuesday
of January next, until which time the Court has
adjourned. The Africans have been sent back
to New Haven.

In luck for once.—Some three or four years
ago a gentleman of Detroit bought.a turkey,
for which he paid fifty cents, and forthwith sent
t, together with a note, to Mr. Brooks, auc-
ioneer of the Episcopal Ladies? Fair, which

society had met that evening at Ben Wood,
worth's, hotel for the purpose of selling off the
little trinkets of their own manufacture, and
tendering the fund for some useful purpose.—
The turkey was immediately put up at auction,
and boarders of the E.tc&arige and Mansion
House ran it up to one hundred, dollars—at which
price it was struck off. At that time our atten-
tion was attracked by a little old man, with a
round top hat, and rather singular-features, who
stood there with his mouth wide bpen, gaping
at the auctioneer with an eager and inquiring
look, evidently anxious to find out what such
eatables were worth in that market. Our hero
had just arrived that evening from Ohio with a
load of hogs, and was trying to find a purchaser
for them at a " fair price." When Mr. Brooks
struck off the turkey at one hundred dollars, the
little old man jumped up and down, so tickled
that he could scarce contain himself. Says he,
' I've hit it this time, Joe, (addressing his com.
pan ion) let's go and take a horn. If turkeys is
worth a hundred dollars in this market, I wonder
what hogs is worth V—Theller's Advocate.

In N. York on 19th inst in the church of St. Thomas
by the Rev. Dr. Hawks, the Hon. LUTHER BRAD-
ISH, Lieutenant Governor of the State of New York,
to Miss MARY E HART, of that city.

On the 23d instant, by the Rev. E . Tucker, Mr. Ed-
ward Sweeting, to Miss Maria O'Donald.

DIED.
In Parma, on the 3d instant, with a lingering con-

sumption, Mrs. LOUISA, wife ef Samuel D, Webster,
aged twenty four years.

EFThe Pougkeepsie Eagle will please copy the aboAe
In this city, on the 23d instant, Richard Bray man,

aged 35 years.
At Uxbridge, Mass.,4on the 17th instant, after a lin-

gering illnes-s. LOUISA, wife of F.' YV. Paterson, late of
this city, and daughter of the Hon. B. Taft, of the for-
mer place. •

Tl.ougn called away so prematurely, it may be some
consolation to those friends who knew her best, and
whom to know, was but to love, that she bore her, long
illness ilhe latter part of which was attended with
much suffering,) with Christian fortitude, and looking
forward with cheerfulness to the time when she would
be permitted to lay off this tabernacle of clay, at last ex-
pired in the full hope of a blessed inuportality.- COM.

VOLUME TWELVE
OF THE

GEM AND LADIES' AMULET,
Ouc of the cheapest Semi-Monthly Publications in the U. Slates,

A Semi-Monthly Journal of Literature,
Talcs* and Miscellany,

THE Twelfth Volume of the GEM, will be
commenced in the second week in January,
1840; and it is intended that it shall exceed
the previous volumes in the points of utility,
interest, quality of paper and mechanical ex-
ecution. •Tendering to our readers the
thanks which their liberal patronage demands,
we respectfully solicit a continuance and an
increase of that support, under the assurance
that we shall devote more time and exercise
more zealous care, in selecting such matter
as will be, not only interesting and amusing,
but also pf real and permanent usefulness.
We shall aim to make the best selections, and
original articles will not be published unless
thev combine talent and interest.

TERMS—As heretofore ; to city subscri-
bers,, who have the paper left at their doors
$1,50 ;—co those who call at the office $1,£5;
—and to Mail subscribers, $1,00 a year.
PAYMENT IN ADVANCE will be requir-
ed in every instance. Subscriptions will not
be received for less than a year,-and all sub-
scribers must commence with the beginning
of the volume.

AGENTS.—Any person who will remit
us $5,00, postage-free, shall receive six co-
pies ; for $10,00, 13 copies.

SHEPARD & STRONG.
ROCHESTER, N. Y. NOV , 18S9.
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T H E MAGICIAN'S V I S 1 T E R .

It was at the close of a fine autumnal day,
and (he shades of evening were beginning to
gather over the city of Florence, when a low
quick rap was heard,at the door of Cornelius A.
grippa, and shortly afterward a stranger was in-
troduced into the apartment in which the Phil,
•osipher was sitting at his studies.

The Slranger, although finely formed, and of
courteous demeanor, had a certain indefinable
air of mystery about him, which excited awe,
i f indeed it had not a repellent effect. His
years it was difficult to guess, for the marks of
youth and age were blended in his features in a
most extraordinary manner. There was not a

. furrow in his check nor a wrinkle on his brow,
and his large black eye beamed wjth all the vi-
vacity of youth ; but his stately figure was bent,
apparently beneath the weight,of years; his
hair, although thick and clustering, was gray ;
and though his voice was feeble and tremulous,
yet its tones were of the most ravishing and
eoul-scarching melody. His costume was that
of a Florentine gentleman ; but he held a staff
like that of a Palmer in his hand, and a silken
sash, inscribed with oriental characters was
bound around, his waist. His face was deadly
pale, but every feature of it was singularly
beautiful, and its expression was that of pro-
found wisdom, mingled with poignant sorrow.
, "Pardon me.rlearned Sir," said he, address,
ing the philosopher, "but your fame has travel.'
led into all lands, and has reached all ears ;—
and I could not leave the fair city of Florence
without seeking an interview with one who is
its greatest ornament."

" Y o u are rigbt welcome, Sir," returned A.
grippa; "but I fearth§t your troubled curiosity
will be but ill repaid. I am simply one who, in.
stead of devoting my days, as dp the wise, to
the acquirement of wealth and honor, have pass-
ed long years in painful and unprofitable study;
in endeavoring to unravel the secrets of Nature,
and initiating myself in the mysteries of the oc.
culet sciences."

" Talkegt thou of lotng years J" echoed tho
•Stranger, and melancholy smile played over hid
features ; " thou who hast scarcely seen four-
scorw since tfcou leffsH thy cradle, and for whom
thequiet grave is now waiting, eager to clasp
thee ir#hcr sheltering arms ! I was among,the
tombs to-day, the still and solemn tombs; 1
saw them smilling in the last beams of the set.
ting eun. When I was a boy, lused , to wish
to be like that sun ; his carreer was so long, so
bright, so glorious ! But to night I thought it
is better to slumber among those tombs than to
be like him, To-ni^ht he sunk behind the hills,
apparently to repose, but to-morrow he. must
renew his course, and run the same dull and
unvaried, but toilsqme and unqf iet race. There
is'no grave for him ! and the night and morn-
ing dewe are the tears that he Bucds over his
tyrannous/destiny." •

Agripppa was a deep observer and admirer o*
external rftlure, and of all her phenomena, and
had often gazed upon the scene which the gran-
ger d< scribed, but the feelings and ideas which
ft awakene<Hn the mind of the latter were so
different from any thing which he had htmeeir
experienced, that he could not help, tot a st,a.
son, gating upqn him in speechless wonder.—•

* Hi* gneat however, speedily resumed the dis-
coiirse.

" B u t I trouble you, I trouble you ; then to
my purpose in making you ihnf visit. I have
heard strange laltsof a wondrous Miftor,which
your potent a't has enabled y°iU|> Construct, in
which whosoever looks may ttiethe distant, or
the demd,[-fin whom Be> desirous igaifiip fix
his gaze. My eyes see nothing""m this outward
visible world which can be pleasing to 4heir

sight; the grave has closed over all I loved ;—
and Time has carried down its stream every
thing that once contributed to my enjoyment.—
The world is a vale uf tears : but among all the
tears which water that sad valley, not one is
Bhed for me ! th« fountain in my heart, too, is
dried up- I would once again look upon the
face which I loved ; I would see that eye more
bright, and that step more stately, than the an.
telope's ; that brow, the broad smooth' page on
which God had inscribed his fairest characters.
I would gaze on all I loved, and all I lost.—

-Such a gaze would be dearer to my heart than
all Uiat the world has to offer me ; except the
the grave! except the grave ! except the grave !"

The passionate pleading of the Slranger had
such an effect upon Agrippa, who was notinsed
to exhibit his miracles of art to the eyes of all
who depired lo look in i t; although he was often
tempted by exhorbitant presents and high hon-
ors to do so, that he readily consented to grant
the request of his extraordinary visiter.

" Whom wouldst thou see ?" he inquired.
"My child' my own sweet Miriami 1" an.

s we red the Stranger.
Cornelius immediately caused every ray of

the light of heaven lo be excluded from the
chamber, placed the stranger on his right hand,
and cbmmenced chanting; iri a low soft tone,
and in a strange language, Borne lyrical verses,
to which the Slranger thought he heard a res.
ponse; but it was abound so faint and iridis-
tinct'lhat he hardly knew whether it existed a-
nywhere except in his own fancy. As Come,
lius continued his chant, the room gradually be-
came illuminated, but whence the light proceed,
ed it wa» impossible to discover. At length
the Stranger perceived a large Mirror, which
covered the whole of the extreme end of the a-
parltnent, and over the surface of which a dense
haze, or cloud, seemed to be vapidly passing.

'• Died she in wedlock's holy bands " inquir.
*ed Cornelius.

"She was a virgin, spotless as the snow."
V" How many years have passed away Bince
the grave closed over her ?"

A cloud gajJicred on jJtitiWangerfl brow, and
he answered somewTiafTmpatiently, " Many,
many ! more than I have now time to number."

"Nay," said Agrippa, "but I must know ; for
every ten years that have elapsed since her
death; once must I wave this wand; and when
I have waved il for the last time, you will see
her figure in yon mirror."

" Wave on, then," said the Stangor, anil
groaned bitterly, "wave on ; and take heed that
tliou be not weary."

Cornelius Agrippa gazed on his'strarige guest
with something of anger, but he excused his
want of courtes\, on the ground of the proba-
ble extent of his calamities. He then waved
his magic wand many timts, but, to his con-
sternations/it s emed to have loot its virtue.'—
Turning Again to the stranger, he exclaimed,
" Who, and what art thou, man ? Thy presence
troubles me. According to all the rules of my
art, this wand has already described twice two
hundred years : stjll has the surface of tho mir-
ror experienced* rife alteration. Say, dost thou
mock me, and did no such persou.ever exiet as
thou hast d scribed to me V1

'•Wave on, wave on !" was the stern.and on.
j v re.pJy which ihis interrogatory extracted from
the Stranger. .
."*• The curiosity of Agrippa, although he was
'himself a dealer in wonders, began now to. be

excited, and.a mysterious fee King of awe for?-
%ade him to (Jesist from waving his wnnd, much
as be doubted the sincerity of his visitor. As
his arm grew slack, he heard the deep solemn
tonee of the Stranger, exclaiming, f* Wave on,
wave on !" »nd'at Jength, after his wand, accord-
ing to the calculations of his art,had described a

period of nearly fifteen hundred years, the^loud
cleared away from the surface of the nfirror,
and the Stranger, witlvan exclamatiotf of de-
light, arose, and gazsd rapturously upon the
scene which was there represented.

An exquisitely rich and romantic prospect
was,before, him: in the distance arose lofty
mountains crowned.with cedars ; a rapid stream
rolled in the centre, and in the foreground were
seen camels grazing ; a rill trickling by, in which
Borne sheep were quenching their thirst; and a
lofty palm-tree, beneath! whose sh>de a young
female of exquisite beauty, and richly habile.i
in the costume of ihe East, was sheltering her.
self from the rays of the noontide sun-

"Tis she!j,'tis she!" shouted the Stronger,
and he was rushing towards the mirror, but was
prevented by Cornelius, who said,—

"Forbear, rash man, to quit this spot! with
each step that thou advancest towards the mir-
ror, the image will become fainter, andshoo&det
thou approach too near, it wi'l entirely vanish^'

Thus warned, he resumed his station, but his
agitation was so excessive, that he was obliged
to lean on the arm of the philosopher for sup-
port ; wl ile, from time lo time, he uttered inco-
herent expressions of wonder, delight, and la-
mentation: '"Tisshe! His she ! even as she
lopked wlnle living! How beautiful she is !
Miriam, my child ! canst thou not speak to me?
By heaven ! she moves ! she smiles ! Oh ! speak
to me a single word ! or Only breathe, or sigh !
Alapl all's silunt: dul^ and desolate as their
cold heart! Again thaCsmile ! that smile, the
rsmembrance of (which a thousand^years have
,not,been able to freeze up in my Heart! Old
man, it is in vain to hold me ! I inuat, will clasp
her!" J *

As he uttered these last words^ he rushed
fran,tinally towards tlio mirror ; the scene repre-^
senled within.it faded a away : the cloud gather.4

ed again over its surface, and tho stranger sunk
senseless to the earth.

When he recovered his consciousness, he
fnund himself in iho arms of A.rippa, who
was chafing his temples and gazing on him with
looks of fear and wondor. He immediately
rose on his feel, with restored strength, and,
pressing the hand of his host, " Thanks, thanks,
for thy cfourlesy and thy kindness ; and for the
sweet but painful nigh'i, which thou hast present-
ed lo my eyes."

As he spake these words, he put a purse into
the hand of Cornelius, but the laUer returned
it, Baying, '' Nay, nay, keep thy gold, friend.—
I know not, indeed, that a christia-i man dare
take it; but, he that as it. may, I shall esteem
myself sufficiently repaid if thou wilt tell me
W^O tllOU lit1!.." . . .

" Behold !"' saiuHhe Stranger, pointing to a
largt historical picture which hung on the luri
handiof the. room.

" I , see," said the philosopher, " an exquisite
work of art, the production of one of our b<*t
and.uarliest, artists, representing our Saviour
carrying his cross."
*" But look again !" said the stranger, fixing

his'keon dark eyea intently on him, and point-
ing to a figure on the left hand of the picture.

Cornelius- gazed, and si-v with wonder what
he had'nol obai/rved before, the extraordinary
ruscmblanco which this figure boro to tl.o s l im-
ger, of whom, indeed, it might be saiil to by a
port*ail* VT n a t-" 8a i^ Cornelius, with an emo-
tion of hdn-or, "is intended to represent t|iu uu.
happy infidel who 6inote the divine sufferer Tor
not walking faster; and was, therefore, co...
demne^ l» walk tho eartU himself, until the pe-
riod oi' that sufferers second coming. " "1 U
I! ' fs I!" exclaimed tho stranger; and rusking
out of the house, rapidly disappeared.

Then, did Cornelius Agrippa know that he ha.4
beeu conversing with t*ie Wandering Jew.
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From the New York Express.

JONATHAN SLICK IN NEW YORK,

To Mr ZRPHENIAH £LICK, Esq.. Justide of the
Pease and Deacon of the Church, over in
Weathersfield, Connecticut.

î EAR P\R :—
I have just received your letter, and BO I sot

# right down to answer i t; for'what you writ a-
bout my treating Captin Doolittle and using
fticli bad language, made me feel bad enough.—
I dont know tliereas n on it, but when a feller's
away from hum, it makes him feel awful un.
«asy to think lie has done any thing to hurt his
par or mar's feelings. Now, about that Captin
Dqpljttle bis ness, I don't think, arler all, I was
much to blame. Wnat I writ about him hurt
the critter's feelings a good deal, and I didn't
know of any way to make up but to treat, and
«o I did give him a drink of New England and
a long nine or sq, but I didn't drink any my.
*elr, not*a single horn, and, it warnt more 'an
half fair for (he.miniBier torbegin at you about
it arter meeting last Sunday,.and (o tell that you
liadn't brought me uf> in the virtue and admoni-
tion of the Lord, and to say that '-you be darned
and darnation," is just ss bad as cussing and

• ewearing right out, and to say that "jist as the
twig is bent the tree's inclined," and I would'nt
bear it nor touch to if I was you—he knows as
well as can be that if I warnt bent right it
wa&'nt no fault of yourn, for I'm ear/in it
wouldu't a been in the nntur of things to have
bent me any other way than head forerd if you
calculated on my weeding the onions as they
ought to be. Now the truth on it is I begin to
think that your ministers there in Connecticut
pull the bit on the church members a leetlo too
tight sometimes, and instead of giving you
g'od holesome doctrine, right pure out of the
bible, and taking the potatoes and apples and
wood and chickens and turkies that the deacons
and old maids send to them as part pay, they
sometimes contrive to make their being minis,
ters an excuse for poking their fingers into ev.
ry body's fire as well as their own. I am afeard
you wont like to hear me say so ; but it does
make me awful wrothy to hear that the minis-
ter threatend to turn you out of the church if
you lot me go on s<>, but you need'nt be a bit
concerned about that, he'd no more turn you
out of the meeting than lie'd 6trike his own gran-
ny, 'not as long as you own the best farm in all
Weathertfield, andswid him a fat turkey every
thanksgiving day besides paying a pew tax and
all ill« other taxes as you do. I dont know
what lie might do if you was to fail and bust
up. for as soon as a man begins to git poor the
ministers grow awtul particular about his mo.
rality and religion, but there's no tear of that,so
jest tell him the next time he threatens to
cjiurch you for what I'm doing down here in
York, that you*I carve him as the*p*ai limHiH in
England used to fix ilieir king when he begun
to grow obstrnptilous, and as they would that
!u lie skittish Queen of theirn if she warnlcd to
have a way of her own—tell him you'l "stop
his supplies." Dont send him a turkey next
thanksgiving, and loll marn^notto carry a sin.
g!i- dcuglmut nor a ekeignsof toe yarn to the

next spinning bee that his churqh members
make for him snd I rulher guess that this will
bring him to his senses. As for me tel] him t<
go to graas and beg hay till he s as fat as Ne
buchadnexzar. I arntone of his church mem.
be re anyjiow, and if I was I shouldn't ask him
to take care pf me. I know what I'm about and
he needn't be scared about me. I know as well
as he does that York has a tarnel sight of bad
people in it, and I know too that there's a good
many rale down right honest hull hearted fellers
hefe"R>6, ahd as for the women, though they are
dreadfully stuck up and enamost ruin their
husbands with dressing fine and given parties,
there's pome of them that aint to be sneezed at
in a fog 1 uaii tell you. I dont want to say any
thing to hurt the minister's feeling, but he nedn't
come his church threats over me, for it. wont
do no good, I'll be darned if it will.

Wai, since I writ my last letter to you, I've
sent one to the Editors of the Express, to give
them a little idea about my life in Weathersfield.
So now [Ml jist begin back and tell you what
has happened since then here in York.

One morning, a little black boy cum into my
office with a heap of letters, and he give, me one
without speaking a word, and went off again.
I opened the' letter, and there dropped out a
square piece of white pasteboard, and on it
.was printed, in leelle fine6ed letters, " Mrs.
Bee be at home—Thursday, evening." Wai, sez
I to myself, if this don't take the rag off the
bush—cousin Mary's got to gadding about so
much, that she has to send round word when
she is a going to stay at hum one evening. I
do wonder how Mr. Beebc can stand it. I
shouldn't blame him if he took to drink, or got
into bad company, if his wife goes on s o ; for
if a woman wont stay to hum nights, and keep
every thing nice and snug agin her husband
comes away from hisbisness, a feller must have
an alIfired good heart, and good head too, if he1

don't go off and git into scrapes on his own
hook. I sot down and hieted, my feeton the top
of the stove, and began to think it over, till it
seemed to 'be my duty to go and talk to cousin
Mary about the way she was a going on. I re.
inembered what purty, smart little critter she
was when she lived in Connecticut, and how
kind hearted she was,; and then I thought of
her queer stuck up ways niuee I'd seen her here ;
and it was as much as [ could do to keep the
tears out of my eyes, for if cousin Mary had
been my own sister, [ couldn't a liked her bet.
ter than I did when she was a gal. Wai, arter
thinking it all over, I made up my mind to go
and ask J»hn if he didn't think it best/or me
to go a*nd task to her, for I felt kinder loth to
meddle with his hisness, if he didn't want me
to; and anyhow, I didn't expect much thunlia
forgiving her advice—for when a feller steps in
between man and wife, it's like trying to part a
cat and a dog, and he is lucky enough if he
don't git scratubedjby one an<Lworried to death
by t'other; but I looke<Tat the piece of paste,
board agin, and made up my mind that some,
t'ling ought to be done, and if John dirln't take
it up, I would ; for if there's any thin? I du
hate on arth, it's a gadding woman—and 1 didn't
feel as if I could'give cousin Mary up quite yit.
Wai, I took my hat, and put my hands in my
trousers packets, and walked along kinder slow
thruugli Cherry sired, till I cum to Franklin
Squarr. I didriH seem to mind anybody, for
my heart felt sort a heavy witb^thmking of old
times. I kept a look ing do wn on the stun walk,
and felt eenamost as much alone is if I'd ben in
a Connecticut Cramberry swamp, yit there vas
more than fifty people a walking up and down
the Square. I'd got jist agin the old Walton
House, that was built afore the revolutionary
war, but was so busy a thinking, that 1 forgot
to look up at the arms and figgers carved , out
over the door, that were put up there by a British
lory family afore GiqpraL Washington drove
hem out of house and hum^-when all to once

somebody hit me a aclap on my shoulder that
made me jump uenamoat into the middle of next
week. I looked up, and their was cousin Beebe
a looked like all natur because.he'd made me
jump so.

" Hello, cousin Jonathan !" SPB he, 4< what the
deuce are you thinking about?" ' •

"About that," says I, a forking out the piece *
x paste board from my trousers pocket, •'a<lit-
le stuck up nigger jest gave me that are."

11 Wai, what of it 7" says cousin John, " its
II riffht, I see, I suppose you'll come of course?"
" Yes," sez I, " I was jest a going down to •

see you about it, and if you'd jest as live I'll/go

right straight up and, talk to her now ; I feel as
if I could say enough to break her heart, 7 i f it
has.got ever so tough/1 ' •,*.

With that cousjn Beebe bust right out a larf.
ing " That's ri£ht," says he •' you're coming
on bravely, don't talk about one heart, I haven't
the least doubt but you'll 6reak a dozen—yea
literary chaps carryall before you in that way,"

I felt kinder unsartin how to take his mean,
ing for it seemed as if he was a poking fun at
me, for wanting to give hid wife some good ad.
vice, at last I spoke up, antfsez Is—

"If cousin Mary has got one good sound
heart left to break, since she come here to York,
she's a good deal better off than I took her to •
be.^

With that John began to stare, and at last he
bust out a larfing again.

"Why" sez he, "you haintno idee of getting
up a flirtation with Mary, have you? 'by ray
word, cousin Slick, you'are a shaking off your
steady habits in a harry. It generally takes a
feller, though, some months training,'in fashion-
able society, before he can bring himself to
make lpve to another man's wife."

II Now," sez I, "cousin Beebe, what on arth
do you mean ? as true as I live I shall g-it wra-
thy, if you keep on in this way, haint my father
a deacon of the church, haint'I sot undee Minis,
ter Smith's preaching since I was knee high to
a toad 7 It's an alfired shame for yon. to talk to
me as if I was a going to demean myself by ma-
king love, to any body, much less to another
man's wife. When I do make Jove, sir, I can
tell you what, it will be with a hull heart, and
an honest one too; I'll never'be afeared to look
a gal in the face when I ask her to take me, or
to let her look in mine for fear she'll see villain
writ out in my eyes. As for your married wo.
men, they neen't be a feared that anybody, I
don't care how indifferent he is, will make love
to them, without they begin first; now, cousin
Beebe, seeing as we've gone so far, jist look a
here what your wife has sent me !"

•With that I gave him the paper which the
paste board was done up in, where cousin Mary
had writ, "Mrs. Beebe hopes Mr. Slick will not
fail to come-"

Cousin John.read it, and says he, "Wai, what
harm is there in this, I'm sure it was-very
thoughtful of Mary, and I'm glade she did it.—
You will go of course there will be a good deal

-of company, and Yhey are all anxious to pee
you, since your letters have come out in the
Express."

'•What," sez I, " is Miss Beebe a going to
have a party—why didn't she say so then ?"

'Oh its only a awarry, she often has them,"
sex he. v

'A what 7" sez I.
'A svoarry—a eonversttionanny," sez he. I

couldn't think what he meant, but I remember-
ed that jist afore Mary was married she used,to
have hysteric fits, now and then, and I thought
they give them things some other name,down
here in York.

" Dear me," s< z I, '«I'm sorry, but if I can
do any good I'll come up, I spose you'll have a
doctor." •

'Oh yes," says he, "there will be two or three'
besides lots of lawyers, and poets, and editors."

"You don't say- so," sez I, "why wlat will you
do with them all T"

" Oh Mary will take care of them*" sez he,
she does those things very well, indeed, consid.

ering 9he was brought up in the country."
'But I thought you wanted us to take care of

ler," SLZ I.
Why, of course, you will all mike yourselves

as agreeable as you can ; there will be lots of
handsome women thero, and I haint the leae>t
doubt but that we shall have a very pleasant
party."

"A party!" sez I, "is Miss Beebe a going to
haye a party 7"

••Certainly," sez he, a looking little puzzled;
didn't you understand that by the card and tho

note 7'1

I felt my heart rise up in mouth, and I could
have begun to dance on the stun walk: I do be.
lieve nothing on arth makes a feller feell BO hap.
py as to find out that aoineb >dy he can't help
but like., but has been a thinking hard things
about, don't desarve them. Cousin John kept

l««ifcypg at me, and I be,gun to feel most awful
treaked, for it ate in ad to me as if he suspected
ill that I'd been a thinking agin his wife. Ar.
er a minit, I up and tajik my hand out of my

pocket, auu^ I took rigtyt hold of hiasen, and, sez
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"Cousin John, I've been making a darned
fool of myself; I didn't know what this ere
piece of pasteboard meant, and I—"

"Never mind. Cousin Jonathan," sez he, all
of a sudden shaking my hand, " you know what
it meant! now—so come up*on Thursday. Now
1 think of it, you had better git a new suit of
clothes; that blue coat and those shiny brass
buttojis, did very well for Weathersfield; but
here something a little more stylish will be bet.
ter—supposing you go over to the Broadway
tailors, and let them fit you out."

" Not as you know on," sez I, a taking hold
of the edge of my coat and a dusting off the but
tons with my red silk pbeket hankacher. " The
picter that they printed of me in the Express
newspaper was taken in these clothes ; and if
you'd jist as lives, I'll keep cm on."

Cousin John warnt to be put off so, and at
last he cum his soft sodder over me, till I agreed
to git another suit of clothes, New.York cut,
for parties and meetings. So we shook hands,
and he turned and went back to his store agin,
for he was a coming up to my office ; and I jisl
turned into a narrer street, and took a short cut
across to the Express Office. The Editors gave
me some money, for theJy aint no wavs mean
about paying me for what I write for their pa.
per: and they put on the soft sodder purty strong
about my letters. They said that every body
was a reading them, and a trying to find out
something about me, and that lots of young la.
dies had seen my picture, and Were a dying to
git acquainted with me. I warnt much surprised
at it. Arter writing that piece of poetry, I was
sartin that all the gals wuuld be a talking about
me. Nothing take? with them like poetry. I
had my eye teeth cut when I wrote that I can
tell you. I couldn'thelp but feel tickled to hear
them praising me so ; but somehow one gits
used to being puffed up, and arter a little while
a feller don't seem to care so much about it.
Wai, I pocketed the caBh and went to the tai-
lors'' store; it was a plaguy handsome place,
and there were two or three spruce looking
chapB standing about: but they looked at me
kinder slanting, as if they thought I didn't want
to buy anything; and I could see one on em
looking arnestly at my coat, as if he didn't like
the fit on't. I declare I begun to git ashamed
of the old blue, when I cum to see the handsome
coats and vests and trousers hanging around.

"Have you got any first rate superfine broad-
cloth coats and trousers to sell here ?" sez I, a
chinking the loose change in my trousers pock-
et a leetle, jist to show them that I was as good
as the city banks, and held out specie payments

y i " Yes," says one of the clerks, a bowing.
" What color do you wish to look at ?"

••Wai," sez I, " I ruther think I'll take that
color that looks so much like burnt coffee, or
else a rale indigo blue, I aint particular, only I
want it in the tip of the fashion—a rale hand-
some fit, and all that, for I'm a going to a swar.
ry and aconversationanny, and I want to shine
like a new pin." .

While I was a talking, a knowing sort of a
feller cum out of the back room, and when he
see me a looking at a coat that I seemed to take
a notion to, he cum up and begun to talk about
i t _ b e pinted out the silk lining and the way
it'was stuffed and quilted under the arms, and
would have me try it on. So I stripped off the
old coat and put the new one o... I can tell
you it sot as slick as grease; t.iere warn a
wr.nkle or a pucker in it, from the top of the
velvet collar to the eend of the flap. I ldoked
as trim and as genteel as could be in it—it
Beemecl to me that I warnt bigger round Chan a
qnart cup when it was fluttoned up tight.

Sez the gentleman, sez he. » that's a capital
fit, sir; you won't do better than to take1 it.

" W a i " eez I " I donl't know as I shall; I
kinder seem to like myself in it—how much do
vou ask, hey 7"

" Why," eez he, " that's a first rate coat, su-
nerfine cloth and first rate trimmings; but the
«m» are bard, and I'll let ? ou have it low for
cash ;" *SM then he sot Iris price; " but," sez he,
"voumusn't tell how cheap you got it, for 1
couldn't sell any more at that P"ce.»

» W a l •' «ez I, M I rather guesB I'll take it;
now let uu look at some of your vesta and trou-
LTB I shall have to beat you down a leetle on
Iheni. for I'm rajy afeard my money won't hold
°U-VN o t mupb fear of that," sez he, and he opened
, drawer and took out an allfired heap of • rou.
Jew Arter I'd tumbled 'em over a w b i l e 3

picked out a pair of rale handsome checkered
ones, and then I bought a black vest with yaller
stripes all over it, and between ue I ruther guesB
it made a considerable hole in thb money that I
got from the Editors of the Express, to pay for
'em all. The man had done 'em up, and I was
jist agoing to take them hum under my arm,
but sez he,—
* •• Where will you have them snnt sir ?"

11 Wai," sez I, arter thinking a minit, «• you
may direct them to Mr. Jonathan Slick, and
send them round to the Express office,if you've
no objection.1"

I wish you could a seen Che feller ! he looked
all struck up in a heap when I said this, and the
clai'ks looked at each other, and cum toward us
as if they had never seen any body that wrote
for newspapers afore. **''

" Mr. Slick," says tire head man making a
bow ecnamostto the ground, "I'm much obliged
for your custom, and I hope you'll cum agin,
and if you find the clothes suit you perhaps
you'll send any of your friends to our establish,
ment who happen to want anything in our line.
We shall always be happy and proud to serve
Mr. Slick or any of his friends."

Here he mad? another bow, and I Btepped
back, and bent for'erd loo, jist to let them see
that his soft sodder warnt put on at all course ;
and sez I, "Wai, I'll try the clothes, and if
they turn out first rate, maybe I'll mention where
I got them in one of my letters. There is a
good many chaps^jist a going to be married a-
bout Wealhersfield,and it wont do them no harm
to know where to come for the wedding clothes."

With that the tailor bowed agin, and. sez he,
" Mr. Slick, where shall^I have the honor of
sending you one of my'first rate vests, or a
pair of handsome panterloone ? I'll take your
measure, and have them made on purpose for
you."

" Wai, now, I don't know as I can afford to
buy1 any more jist yet," sez I ; but when these
are wore out, I think as likely as not I shall
come agin."

'• O," 80Z he, a rubbing his hands a little, and
a smiling and bowing agin, " let us lake your
measure, and we shan't quarrel about the pay,
we shall be most proud to supply you with a
good article; and if you will accept of them,
the honor—' Oh," sez I, a bowing, "you are ve-
ry obliging, I'm sure. Mr; ." "Where
sjiall we send them when they afe^done ?" sez
he. •' Direct them as you did the others, to
Mr. Jonathan Slick, to the care of the Editors
of the Express. And look a here, Mr.-^—, I
wish you'd try and make the trowsers so they
will stay down, and not keep hitching up to
the top of my boots, if you can." "Depend on
it they will please you," sez he, a following me
to the door, " Good morning, Mr. Slick. I'm
very much obliged to you for calling ;" and
with that he made another bow, and I give him
one back agin,and made tracks for Cherry street
as tickled as could be.

Wai, when Thursday cum, I begun to feel
mighty anxious about the party; I had all,the
clothes sent down to my pffice, besides a prime
hat, which I got at Keeler and Pine's store, in
Wall street, and a pair of real dandy boots.lhat
sot to my foot like wax. As soon as it was dark
I shut myself up and began to fix. I declare I
never did see any thing fit as them checkered
thousera did ; they sot to my legs like the tin
moles to a pair o1 taller candles in freezing
time, and I felt as if I'd beencorked up in a
junk bottle, foot foremost. Arter I got them
on, and all buttoned up tight, I begun to think
that I should have to go to the parly in the blue
mixed socks that marm knit for me. the last
thing afore I cum away from hum ; for my feet
had got hung in a slip of leather, that was sow-'
ipd across the bottom of the trouser legs, and
how to get 'em out, so aB to.put on my boots, I
couldn't tell. I pulled and kicked till I eena-
most pulled off my gallows buttons, but they
wouldn't give a morsel, and at last I jest took
holdton the leathers, and I gave them an allfired
jirk till they slipped over my heel, and arter
that I made" out to roll ujp the trouser legs till I
eotfld pull my boots on. WHten I pulled them
down agin the leather stuck out from the heel
of my boot behind, as if I had got spurs on ; I
didn't exactly like the feel of it, but "Who
cares." sez I to myself, '• a feller may as well
be out of the world a« out of fashion, especially
down here in York."

Ae soon as I'd got my trousers purty well
braced up, I put on the vest, and it sot like a
button for there war boles behind and strings

that laced up like a girls corsets, and I girted
up pretty tight I can tell you. I swan—but the
yaller sprigs did glisten, and arter I'd put on
the new Block that I bought along with the
clothes, 1 ruther guess I cut a dash. It was all
bowed off and curlaoued over, with red and ya'l.
ler sprigs, and it made my neck look, as., slim
and shiney as our old red rooster's used to when
he stretched his head out in the sun to pee how
many old liens and spring pullets he'd got about
him.

I swany if I hadn't been in. such a hurry to git
on my new things that I forgot to wash my
hands, and face till jist as I was a putting on my
coat, I looked in the little looking glass that I've
got hung up in my office, and my hair was stand,
ing out every wiiiqh way, and some how my ,
teeth looked as yeller as if I'd^een chawing J.o.
baceo a hull week. What to do I could'nt teU,
but I picked up the Express, and looked into the
advertisements, to see if I could find out.ajiy
thing to make my grinders while—there warnt
nothing there; but I happened to think that I'd
seen Doc. Sherman's tooth paste puffed up in
some of the papers : arid though 1 don't mean to
patronize anybody that dont advertise in our pa-
per, I thought, seeing as I was in a hurry, meb-
by it would be as well to go out and get some
of it. I slipped Qj) my old coat, and down I
went into Nassau street,, eenermost to the cor-
ner of Fulton street, and I bought a little chany
box full of red stuff, about as thick ae hasty pud.
ding, and as sweet as honey, and back I went
agin to the office like a gtrick of lightning. I
didn't know how to use the stuff, but thinks, sez
I, they must rub it on to their teeth somehow, "
so I spread some on the corner of tny towel, and *'
begun to polish away like all notur. It warnt
two minits afore my teeth was as white as a
nigger's; so I jist washed them in my little
hand basin, and again went at my hair, tooth
and nail. *

How on arth these York chaps make their
hair curl so I can't guess—I tried to coax mine 4

to twist up a little on each side of my face, bat
it warnt of no use, I combed it out with a fine
too'h comb, and I put some hogs lard scented
wilh some of the essence of pepermint that
marm give me lo use if I should git a pain down
here, and I twisted it round my fingers, but it
wouldn't slay curld a minit, so at last I give it
up for a bad job, and put on my die w coat as Tiad
as could be. 9JuF

I rather guess you could^nwRftve found a bet.
ter looking chap of my size any where about,
than I was, when I put on my yaller gloves, and
fixed my new red silk hankercbief in my coat
pocket, so as to let one eend hang out a leetle,
arter I'd.put a few of the peppermint drops on
it,—and the way I pulled foot up Pearl street
and toward Broadway, wasn't slow I can tell
vou. It takes a feller /orever to fix here in
York,—I'd ruther slick up for twenty quiltings
and apple bees, than for one swarry I can tell
you. I was eenamost scared to death for fear I
should be loo late, for it was e" en a most dark' a.
fore I lefi the office, BO I didn't let the grass grow
under my feet on the way to cousin Beebe'ts you
may be 6artin»

When I got to cousin Beebe's door, I pulled
the silver knob kinder softly, for I felt a sort of
palpitation of the heart at going into a room
chock fuil of quality ; and I jist pulled up.my.
dickey a little, and felt to see if my handkercher
hung out of my pocket about right, afore the
nigger opened the door. At last he made out
to come, and when I asked if all the folks was
at hum, he begun to show his chalkes jist as he
did afore, and scz he, "yes, but they haint come
down yit."

With that I pitched in, and, sez I, " Look a
here, Cuffy, none of your grinning at me, but
jist mind your own bisness. Iv'ecome to see the
swarry that Mr. Beebe's ben a buying to treat
his company with, so jiBt shut your darned liver
lips, and show it lo me."

"Oh," sez he, a trying to choke in, "the swar-
ry is a going to be in the drawing room there,
walk in."

'What, haint it come yit," scz I, "and where
is all the folks ?—I thought he was a going to
have a parly, too."

" Wai, so he is," sez the nigger, •' but, they
haint begun to come yit."

'Wai, now," sez I to myself, "if this dop't
beat all creation. Now, in Connecticut it would
a ben eenamost time to go hum agin ; these Yor-
kers do beat all for laziness,"—and with that I
went into the rcom. By the living hokey, I
never see any thing like i t ! The room was e.
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nough to dazzle one'B eyes ; the two doors were
slid back into the partition, and it seemed like
a great ball-room ; and, besides that, there were
two great winders at the further eerid, that o.
pened into a place that looked like a garden. I
didn'tknow what to make of it, for it was chuck
full of posies that looked as bright and as green
as if it was the fourth of July, and yit it was
freezing like every thing out of doors. I went
down the room and stuck my head through the
winder, and as true as I live it was a little room
all full of bushes and rases sot up on benches ;
it had a glass ruff, and the sides were one all.
fired great winder wilh little vines a hanging
down over it, and a great tree chuck full of
something that locked like oranges, a standin

^np agin it. There*were five or six cages fulf of
little valler birds a hanging among the bushes,
and right back of the tree stuck over with or-
angps, stood a marble woman a holding up a
bunch of grapes cat out of marble, with a lot of
green leaves twisted round it as nal'rul as could
be. It was awful handsome, but I swan if it
didn't make me feel Ptreaked to look at her a
standing there among the boshes, for she hadn't
tlie least rag of kiveriog on, and it raly was e-
nough to make a felhr blush to see her a hold-
ing the grapes over her head^as if she wanted
to make people look at her. Thinks, sez T, is
tliia the swarry that Cousin Beebe has bought to
show his company. I think he'd better have
bought a calico frock or something of that sort
to kivcr over it. I couldn't bear to look at it,
Mid so I jist turned about and stood still by the
winder with my eyes wide open, for at the tother
end of tl.e room was another garden with a na.
ked owarry and bushes in it, as much like the
one I'd been looking in as could be. I went to-
ward it, but stopped short, and burst out a larf-
ing a\l by myself, for it was nothing but the
same garden a shining in the great big looking
glass that I wrote to you about thaVhung right
up afore me. After I'ri stole another sly look
at the orange tree and the swarry, I just stuck
tny hands in my pockets as well as J could, con-
sidering they were so tight, and sticking out
one foot leaned back agin the winder frame and
looked round the room. A hot sweltering pun
in dog days cô uld not. have been brighter than
every thing was. There were two great things
hung by chains frjtfh^be middle of both rooms,
with hundreds anfflNHareds of chunks of glass
a hanging all wver^ftiem ; and they were stuck
full of candles as white as curd, all a burning
and blazing, till they looked like a. heap of ice
and snow hung up to melt in a fire; and both
the mantle shelfs were covered over w ith them
things that I told you about that looked HO much
like gold ; some on em were lamps and some
had great white candles stuck into them; and
there were lots on lots of flowers set in among
them that smelt as sweet as new day, and such
a shining and glistening I never did see. The
best on it all was, that the whapping looking
PIOSPBP on both eenHs the rooms made them necni
twice as long, and ae if they had twice as many
things in them than they raly had. There were
two round tables mode out of some kind of
cloudy elun, about as large as marms cherry
wood tea table, a standin at both cends of the
rooms, all covered over with Ikfle picters and
all sorts of plaything.1, besides heaps of books
with morocco backs and sprigged off with gold,
all lying among them every which way, as if
ttomebody had been in a hurry, and had pitched
tlirtii on the table without staying to pile them j
up. Besides all that they had brought in a whole
bcap more of them footstools that I told you
about, and U>ey had put square kind of black
pillows all l o l l ed off and covered over with
flowers, at theeendBof the two settees, besides
a good uiany other things that 1 liainl time to
write about. "Wai," pez I to myself, "if
rousin Becbe doii'4. take the shine off these-N«w
Yorki-i-8 in his, pa-ny I loose my gue^s; but I
wonritr wlirrc on auh he contrives to raise mo-
fiey to do it with these hard times, for all this
iniiHl have, cost him a few I'm sarlin."

Jiet a« I was thinking this, the cuffy came
into the room, and sea I—

• Look a here snow ball, when is the party a
coming, I've fern »he swarry all I want to, and
I'm eenarnunl tired of standing here and doing
nothing."

••Wai," 8035 he, "I spose they'll be here in an
hour or two—itaint mor'n eight o'clock yit."

'• I ruther guess J shan't stay here all alone
any longer," sez I, and with that I buttoned up
my coat and jist took a walk into the Apollo
ga 4ery to sue the jiicluuB till it was time (or the

party to cum. I haint time to say anything
about the heap of handsome picturs that I saw,
and besides I mean to write you all about them
some day afore long, for they are curious I, can
tell you. I felt BO much pleased with looking
at 'em, that it was lone arter nine afore I thb't
of it. So I jist started off agin for cousin Bee-
bee's. When I went in this time the rooms
were brirn full of people, and I was eenamost
scared to death. I unbuttoned my coat an.d
pulled up my dickey a leeUe, besides giving
my hair a brush—and then I went in with my
head straight up, and my new silk hat in my
hand, jist as I used to go in the singers' eat,
there in Wealhersfield. Thinks sez. I, I'll jisl
let 'em kuow that I haint been to dancing school
tor nothing. So I held my hat a leelle afore me
by the rim, and I made,a geniee! bow, first to
one side and then to tolher; arter that I went
and sot down on one of the settees, and 1 looked
round for cousin Mary, for I felt kinder awk-
ward ; and I hadn't the least idee that she.
wouldn't have cum up as she used to in Weath.
ersfield and put out her hand and ask me if
she should take my hat. But there I sot with
it between my hands, a fingering it over as if it
had been a hot potatoe, and she never cum hear
me. I felt dreadfully, for there was a lot of
handsome gals a staring at me, and a puckering
of their purty leetle mouths, as if they would
a gin the world to larf right out. Arter a min.
it cousin John cum up to me, and sez he, " cou
sin Slick, I'm glad you've cum,|step in tlie next
room and take a glass of wine with me. Mrs.
Bebee is so crowded you wont git near her jist
yit."

I got up and we went in the entry way to
gethcr, and then sez cousin Beebe to the nigger,
sez he, "Here, Ben, take Mr. Slick's hat."

The nigger took my hat and carried it off up
stairs, and, arter a few ininits, cousin John
went back into the room where the company
was, without saying another word about the
wine.

" You had belter go up and speak to MaTy,
now," sez he, kinder low ; " there she stands by
Count ." I didn't hear the name, but,if
was some darned crabbed word, that was enough
to choke a feller; I hadn't looked round much
when I cum in afore, for somehow my head
didn't feel steddy, but arter cousin John cum
and spoke to me, I didn't s em to mind it, so I
jist looked round as bold as coulcTbe. I declare
I never djH see any body dressed put as cousin
Mary was ; she had on a frock of shining satin,
with great pink sprigs all over it, and there was
a great wide ruffle round the bottom, made out
of something: that looked as wtiile and thin as a
gal's veil the day arler she's married ; and that
was hitched up on one side half way to her waist,
wilh a pink rose, made out of ribond with long
eends, that fell down eenamost to the fl tor. A
heap of some kind ofshiney thin stuff was ruf.
fled round her bosom, and hung down round
her arms, for her frock sleeves were short, and
made like a little gal's; and she had on a pair
of white gloves, wilh lops to 'em, that cum eena.
most to her elbows. One on 'em was fastened
round her wrist with a wide piece of ^old, and
tother she let slip down so us to show her arm,
which was plaguey white, or else I suppose she
WMIIIH not have let folks see it. Mary always
had a tarnal purly little foot, but I never see it
look so small as it did in that glistening white
shoe of hem, and to own the rale downright
truih, she didn't eeciu to be much ashamed to
show it, out kepi it stuck out from under hur
rufHt.-r, as independent as could be, an if ohu'd
made up her mind to be ready to make a curcliy
any tninit. There was one thing that kinder
puzzled me a good deal; Mary's1 skin was never
over white, but somehow it looked like wax
work, that night, and you never sec a meadow
pink Jook brighter thao her cheeks did ; but in.
stead of corning into her face and going away
agin, as every man loves to see the color in a
gal's face when Bhe's a talking, and knows that
fin's a looking at her, Mary's always kept jist
so; it didn't seem as if an arihquake would
make her turn pale. The hair hung in long
curls down her checks and on her shoulders,
jist as ii did the other day, and she had a gr«al
white rose stuck in among the curie, on one side
of her head, that looked as if it hadn't but jist
been plucked off the bushes. I looked at
her purty earnestly, I can tell you, and I do
think she would have been a critter that John
might be proud of, if it warn't for that stuck up
way which she'd got since she cum down here
to York. 3he don't do nothing on arth uaVral,

and as she did when she was a gal in Con nee ti
cut. Instead of standing up straight, and speak-
ing to her company as if she was glad to see
them, she stood with one foot stuck out and her
hands jisl crossed afyre, and' kinder stooping
fared, as if she couldn't but jfint stand alone ; I
never Bee a critter's back stick up as hers did;
I raly thought she was a getting .the rickets,
and I felt so anxious about it that I turned to
cousin Beebe, afore I went up to speak to her,
and sez I, a sojt of low—.-;

"Cousin John, how did your wife hurt her
back so? I declare it makes me feel awfully
to see what a great hump Sue's got a growing
since, she cum away from Connecticut !"

With that Cousin John looked at her and larf.
ed a little, but I could see he didn't feel jest
right, and arter a min it he said sez he, "Hush
Cousin, yon must not speak so loud ; its true
Mary has put on rather too much bustle, but its
the feshion you see." I looked round, and as
true as you live there warnt a gal in the room
that hadn't her back a stacking out jist the same
way. Such a set of humpbacked critters I nev-
er did put my eyes on, and yet they alt stood
about a smiling and a talking to the fellers as
if nothing ailed them, poor things ! I never
see a set of folks dressed so and so awfully"stuck
up as they were. Some of the gals had'feathers
in their hair, and some had flowers or gold
chains twisted among their curls, and I didn't
see one there that wasn't dressed up in her silks
and satins as crank as could be. As for the
men I thought I should have haw hawed' right
out a larfiu to see some of 'em; there was ono
chap that stood a talking to Miss Beebe with his
hair parted down from the top of his head down
each side of his face, and it hung down behind
all over his coat collar like a young gal's jist be-
fare she begins to wear a comb, and there was
two. bunches of hair stuck out on his upper lip
jist under his nose like a cat's whiskers when
she begins to git her bank up. Every time he
spoke the hair kinder riz up and moved about
till it was enough to make a feller crawl all over
too look at him. Thinks, az I, if jt wouldn't
be fun to see that varmint try to eat. If he
didn't git his victual* tangled up in that bunch
of hair, he must know how to aim alfired straight
with his knife and fork. When I eome to look
round there were more than a d zen chaps, rale
dandy looking fellers, with their lips bristled
out in the same way. Thinks, sez I, there are
some mun that would be hogs if they only had
brustles as we say in Connecticut, but these
chaps needn't keep out of the gutters for want
of them, they are ready for sarv ce any timn.—
There were two or three ruther good looking
chaps that didn't let the hair grow on their up.
P'-r lips, but it coma up in a pint like a letter
A from the tip of their chins eenamost to their
mouths. These fellers had gre it hairy whiskers
that made them look as if they had run all to
head like a seed onion. I swanny I never did
sue such a set of infarnal looking coots in all
my life,—a tribu of ribbed nosed bsooons would
have looked ten times as much like men ; and
yet they didn't seem tho least bit ashamed of
themselves, bul strutted round among the gala
as large as life, showing off with their while
gloves on and while cambric handkachers,
that I s'pose they borrowed from their sisters,
stuck into their pookets.

I wouldn't go up and speak to Miss B*ebee till
that ninnihaminer with the brustles went away
from her, for I was af« ared that I couldn't hold
in, butshould haw haw right out in his face, if
I got to looking athiintoosliddy. I raly didn't
KIIUW which looked the worst, men running
about among decent people with dirty brussefe
under their noses, or women a trying to make
themselves look humpbacked so as to be in the
fas'n'on.

At last the chap with brustles went off with
a' young gal into 'the room where the bushes
were, f.o look at the swarry I 'dpoee, and so
then I went up to Miss Bcebj and i made a bow,
and sez I—

'•It's a pleasant evening, Miss Beebe.'*
'•Yes,"Hez she, Mit is very pleasant.'"',
I didn'L seem to stand easy, so I put tother

foot fore<\ and wiped my node a little with my
red handkacher.

"Any news aatirin' ?" sez I.
"Nothing in particular that I know on," soz

she.
'I changed feet again.
VI ruther thought it would rain, but 1 guess it

wont now," sez I.
"No, I ruther think not," sez she.
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We stood stock still a minit, and then I put

my handkercher in my coat pocket again, and,
sez I—

" Now I swanny Miss Beebe, youv'e got a
grist of handsome gals here to-night. I'll be
darned if I aint eenamosl iii lore with some on
•em."

*'I'm sure you ought to be," sez she, a puck-
ering up her mouth, "you don't know how much
they have been talking about you, I declare you
have got to be quite a lion since you took to wri-
ting, cousin Slick." *

"A what ?" sec I.
"A literary lion," sez she, with one of her old

Weathersfield smiles.
"Wai," scz I, "that's a queer name, but I don't

care what they call me, if they dont call me late
to dinner.1'

Jist at that minit a tall, handsome young
feller cum up to us, and Miss Beebe turned to
him and spoke sofily, jist as if she might have
been a dying off, and asked him if he wouldn't
sing.

With that he puckered up his mouth and said
he conldn'l, cause he'd.gotsuch a cold, but any.
body that had his eye teeth cut might have seen
that he only wanted her to coax him. A lot of
young gals crowded round and begun io put the
soft sodder over hjim. '-Oh do—now pray do,"
scz one, and the rest on 'em took it up till the
poor feller, he didn't know which eend his head
was on. So he sot down and flung back his
head with his eyes half shut, and he begun lo
sing. I swanny it eenamost made the tears
cum into my eyes to hear him, it was rale gin-
uine music; but the very minit he begun the
young gals that had been a teasing him so to
sing, went on a talking and larfing, as if he
hadn't done jist what they wanted. I raly felt
sorry for the feller; but lie did.i'l seem to mind
it much, but sung away as if everybody were a
listening.

Jist then, nousin Beebe called out my name
from tother side the room. I wish you could a
seen how they all stared ; it warut more than
ten minits arter that afore eenamost every one
in the room was at cousin Beebe to be introdu-
ced to me—the fellers wilh their bruslles arid
all. The purtyest gals in the room kept a n\>ok.
ing round me as if they'd never seen a man that
wrote for newspapers afore. Talk about soft
sodder—there's nobody on arlh can put it into
a chap so smolh as a handsome gal. Somehow
they melt it with their smiles, till it sinks into
his heart afore he knows it. I was talking with
a rale peeler of a gal, with two of the brightest
black eyes that I ever see, when somebody
struck up a tune on the pianner forty, and two
or three couple got into the floor as if ihey want-
ed to dance.

••Do you dance quadrills, Mr. Slick ?" sez the
black eyed gal, as if she wanted me to ask her to
dance.

"Wai, Idon'tknow,"sczI"I never tried them
kind of things, but I ruther guess I can, if you'll
BUOW me how."

With that, I took the tip eend of her white
glove between the fingers of my yaller one, a .d
went wilh her into the middle of the room. I
didn't know what they were a going lo dance,
but I warnt much afeared, anyhow—lor there
warnt a chap in all Weathcrsfield could beal me
at a double shuffle, or could cut so neat a pigeon
wing without music, as I could.

Wai. the music begun, and one of the fellers
that had ihe hair, on his lip, began to slide aboul
wilh his eyes half shet and his hands .a hang-
ing down, and looking as doleful as if he'd just
come away from a funeral. Did you ever see
a duck swim a mill-dam, or a hen turning ils
eyes np when its a drinking ? If you have, you
can git some idee how the lazy coot danced —
I thought I should go off the haudle to see him,
but the gala all stuck out their little feel, and
poked about jist in the^sarnc way. Thinks,
gtz I, when ii comes my turn, I'll jiive a speci-
men of genuine dancing. I only wish I'd lUo'i
to put a litlle loose change in my pocket lo jin-
gle a litlle, just to snow how well 1 keep step.

A young lady wilh her hair twisted all up
with litlle while flowers balanced up to me just
as you've teen a bird walk, and then it cunie
my turn. 1 took iwo steps fore id and then!
cut a peeler of a pigeon wing, and ended off
wilh a little touch of ihe double shuffle, but mv
trousers were »o plaguy light that I couldn't
maketny legs rale limber all I could do,besides
the music warnt much more like a dancing tune
than Greenbank or Old Hundred. At Jam I
went up to the gal that was playing, and sez 1,

" Look a here—jist give us something lively
—Yankee Doodle, or Marroy Miss, or the Irish
Washerwoman, or Paddy Carey. I aint a eo-
ing io twist jand pucker round in thhvway!"—
With that the young.fellers with the hair lips
begun to push their Cambric handkachers into
their mouths, and the young gals puckered up
their mouths as if I'd done something to poke
fun at, but instead of sneaking off and letting
the stuck up varmints think they'd scared me so
that I darsent dance, I felt my dander a getting
up, and sez I to myself, "I guess I'll let 'em see
that I warnt brought up in the woods to be
Beared at owls any how, so I jist turned to the
balck eyed gal that was my partner, and sez I,
"come now Miss, let us show'em how its done,"
and wilh that I begun to put it down right and
left like a streak of lightning'.' It <war.nl more
thun two in in its afore I heard the gals a talk-
ing-.to each other, and a saying, " How odd-—
how strange—quite ihe excentricity of genius
—these literary lions never do any thing as oth-
er people do 1—I don't wonder Miss Beebe's
proud on him." The young fellers joined in
and stopped larfing as quick as could be, the
minit they begun lo see how the wind was a
blowing up in my quarter, and when I finished
off and led the black eyed gal to one of the foot-
stools, there was no eend to the soft sodder they
all put on to me. Sez I tu nlyself, nothing like
keeping a stiff upper lip with these stuck up
fashionables, for arter all they aint more than
half sartin what's genteel and what aint.

Just ihen. the music begun again, and one of
them tall hairy lipped fellers got up with a pret-
ty little gal that didn't look more than eighteen
years old, and he puts his white gloves on a lit-
tie tighter, and then 1*11 be darned if he didn't
begin Lo hug her right before all on us-^-he put
one arm round her waist jist above the bump
on her back, and he took one of her hands in;
hisen, andlhen she looked up into his eyes and
he looked down into hers as loving as two pu«-
sy cats, and then they begun to make cheeses on
the carpet till you couldn't have told which was
which. I never fell my blood bile so in all my
life; it raly didn't seem decent, and if she1 had
been a relation of mine, I'll be darned to darn-
ation if I would not have knocked that indecent
varmint into a cocked hat in lc9S than no time.
I'd a made him gla1d'lo eat himself up, hair and
all, nasty as it looked, lo have got out of my
way. Oh but I was wrathy with the coot for a
mink; and then sez I to myself, -'I dont know
as the chap's so much to blame, arler all, its the
gals own fault, if she likes to be hugged and
whirled round so afire ihe folks, the feller must
be a:i allfiied foul not to like it so much as she
does, but, thinks I. if the gal means to git mar-
ried, her head will be all dough agin, arter this,
for no decent honest man would want to marry
a gal after he'd seen her tousled about afore fif-
ty people, by such a shote as that chap is. '

An soon as the two critters sot down the fel-
lers and the gals all locked arms and begun to
stream out of the room. I thought I mignt as
well see where they were a going so I jim crook-
ed my arm and this black eyed gal put hers
through it and out we went into the entry'way
to a room further back, where all the company
was a standing about r.und a table sot wilh eve-
ry thing good on arth ihat a feller ever thought
of eating. -I thought the table, when I eat din-
ner at cousin John's,, took tlie shine off from
every thing that I'd ever *eeu afore in my life,
but it warht a circuinst^nce^o mis. Them was
no eend to the silver dishes apd baskele all sot
out with fl)wers, and a running over with
bundles of white grapes and oranges, and eve-
ry thing else good that ever a feller thought on,
and there were more than half a dozoii liltjp
staples a 1 made out of red and white sugar can-
dy, all hung ovjr with flowers and curlecued
about wiUi little sugar images, and sich lots ot
cake and preserves and jelly, and thiga thai Id
never seen afore in my life. Every thing gilt,
icred and shone so it fairly look away my appe.
lite There was another little table cuvsred
over wilh decanters and with a lot of them ci-
der bottles that I've told you about standing on
it, but I kept party clear of that I can tell you.
Coiisyi Beebee come to me wilh one of 'em in
his hand, and sez ii •, sort ol larfing,

'• Come cousin Slick, lake a glasn"
Says I " No if you'd jisi as lives I'd a little

rather not, your York Cider dont agree wilh

'•Oh," sez he, " iis only sharn pain, try a lit-
lie." *

11 I'm ji«t as much, obleged to you, but I'd a

little ruther not, it warn't aham pain that I had
in my head the day arter I drunk it before, I
can tell you." . ,

"With that cousin Bebee larfed, and sez he
"you must be gallant, and help Mies. Miles, she
hasn't got no refreshments yet." I looked to- *•'
ward the black eyed gal, and sure enough, there
she stood as mute as could be a looking on, while
all the rest was a eating. I went up lo her agin,
and I made her a bow and sez I,

"Miss Miles what will you take? arter you
is mariners for, me, and I begin lo feel a little
as if I should like a bite." . '•

I could see that tarnal purty month of hern,
begin to tremble as if it wanted to say some-
thing funny,, but she looked in my face and scz
she,

"IM1 take u little blue monge if you please."
I did'nt know what she could mean, but there '

was some stuff in some little blue glasses, that
looked as much like soap suds as any thing else,
and I took one on em out of the silver thing
that it stood in, and I jist stirred it up a little
with the spoon, afore I gave it to her. I don't
know what on arth become of the blue monge,
but I hadn't more than touched it, when off it
went, and left the glass eenajist empty. Miss
Miles larfed a little, and, sez she, '• thank you,
the sylabub will dq jist as well. A few grapes,
and a trifle of that jelly, if you please."

" But," sez I, a holding the glass, and a look-
ing down on the carpel and over my new trous-_
ere, " where on arth can that monge have gone
lo ! I hope there aint none of it got on to your
silk frock, Miss Miles."

" Oh, no," sez she, •• don't mind it, the grapes
will do jist as well."

I took up a plate and I gave her a great whop,
ping bunch from off one of the dishes, and then
I made another bow, and sez 1— ?

"Any thing else, Miss Miles, I'd do anything
to oblige you."

She twisted up that plump little mouth of
hern in one of the handsomest smiles I ever sou,
and, sez, she, "I'll lake that rosebud that drop-
ped from the grape basket when you took these
out."

I swan, but she looked plaguy handsome. I
couldn't but jist keep from Blaring right in her
face all the liitie. I felt my heart floundering
about, like a pullet with his neqk twisted, when
she said this, and I took up the rose bud be-
tween the fingers of my cellar gloves, and I
stepped back and made'as genteel a bow as I
could, considering 1 hadn'l room to square my
elbows, and, sez 1—

"I hope you'll keep that are to remember me
by."

She gave me another of them tarnation bright
smiles, and she stuck the rose in her bosom,
and sez she, kinder larfing a lUtle—

"What Bhall I give you, Mr. Slick ? This
myrtle sprig, it'll keep green longer than your
rose."

'•No thank you," sez I, a looking at her as
killing as could be, "I'll take it ; but I don't
want any thing lo make me remember ydu."

1 kinder expected that she'd have blushed a
little wljpn I said that; but somehow these city
gals don'l color up very easy. She smiled a-
gin, and scz Bhe—

"Well, Mr. Slick, you must call and see how
well your rose keeps with me. Mrs. Bee bo will
come wilh you any lime."

Sez I, "but I ami sartin as you'll be glad to
see me,you must have a great many beaus. and
I may be in the way." She, was a going lo an-
swer me, but jisi then Ift'al etarual varmint
with the hair come up with a plate in his hand,
and act he—"Lat me help you to a jelly, Miss
Miles."

I could have knocked the crittur into the mid-
dle of next week} I was so tarual mad ; but
there he stood a bowing and a smiling, through
his hair lip like an etarnel monkey that had got
the slomach ache, and I couldn't gel a word in
edge ways. I couldn't eai a morsel, but I took
up one of the cider bottles without a thinking
what I wan doing, and I drunk two glasses right
off, and arler lint I felt & little belter ; but I'll
be darned if il didn't make me grit my teeth to
see that stuck up ooot work his arm as if ho
wanted lo go into lother room with MIPS Miles.
She looked round as if lo see where 1 wan, and
then I went right straight up, and, scz I io
him—"Arter vie is manners for you." With
that I;took her little hand in my yaller glove,
and 1 put it into my arm as genteel as could be,
and walked straight into loluer room with hor.

I She sal down on one of the settees, and 1 jist
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pulled one of the footstools OIOBCI up to her, and
there we both sat as sociable as could be till the
folkB all came back agin. Arter that I had to
git up and give a pale-looking gal my seat;—
but I kept a standing up by the eend of the set-
tee, till Cousin Beebe came up to me, and, sez
he—"Cousin Sliek justBtep this way a minit."

He went right between the silk winder cur-
tains into the place where the bushes, and the
birds, and the swarry was, and sez he—

"Cousin Jonathan did you know that the straps
to your pantaloons had slipped out from under

4 your boots ?"
"You don't say so," sez I, a looking down at

hisen, to see how he fixed 'em, for I didn't want
him to think that I'd left 'ein so on purpose;—
but I felt awful streaked when I see his was
buttoned under the Boles of his dancing pumps.

"Here, jiet lift up your foot," sez he.
I hisled my foot up, and he jirked the straps

down quick enough ; but I swan if I didn't feel
as if he'd corded me up to see how long I'd
keep. I didn't wonder the chap9 sidled and
wriggled about so when they tried to dance, a
feller couldn't take a regular strong step to save
his life, girt up in a pair of these new fashion-
ed trousers.

"Look a here, Cousin Beebe," sez I, jist as he
was a going out. and I pinted to the naked mar-
ble woman a standing among the bushes, with
the light a coming in from tother room onto
her, till 6he looked like a handsome ghost a
walking among the bushes by moonlight: "if
you take a fools advice you'll buy a frock and
petticoat for that purty swarry of yourn afore
you, have another party. How should you feel
if some of them young gals was to come in here?"

John bust out a larfing, and I raly thought
the critter never would stop.

"Now what are you a'haw hawing about,"
sez I, sort a wratby, "because I cum here with
my pantaloons slipped up a leetle 7 I dont
spose anybody but you see them."

''Oh never think about it," sez he, a biting
in, but the tears kept a running down his cheeks
for all that. "If they did Bee it, they'll set it
down for the excentricity 'of genius, as the
young ladies say. You literary chaps' can do
a'moKt anything now a days."

"I begin to think we can," sez I, for jist that
minit I remembered all that tarnal sweet critter,
Miss Miles had been a saying to me, and I look-
ed down to see if the^prig of myrtle was in
my button.hole yit.

When we went into the room, there warnt
scarce any of the party left. I stood by one of
the doors till I saw Miss Miles cum down with
her purty face half buiied up in a silk hood,—
so I jist went with her to the door, and there
stood a carriage with a nigger a standing by the
door,—so I jist took hold of her hand and help,
ed her to git in ; and arter that I felt so lone-
some, I jist bid cousin Mary good night and
made tracks for my office. 1 rulher think I
wont teil what I dreamed about—you old steady
folks do love to larf at a young chap so—and
as I ruther think I shall come hum to thanks,
giving, I dont mean to lctyou all poke too much
fun at me. Your loving Son,

JONATHAN SLICK.

The Siamese Twins have bought ajarm -in
Wilkes Co. N. C. and are going to farming.—
There are some branches in the farming line in
which they cannot but excel—hoeing euro and
potatoes,for instance.those who know anything
about the business will easily perceive, can be
done by them to grew advantage. Chang can
make one side of the hill while Eug is making
the other; and as .there will bo no "changing pf
hands" from right to left and left to right, any
one can understand that the time lost by others
in that manoeuvre Will be gained by the'Twins.
—Boston Transcript.,

Their ultimate intention, we presume, is to
i un for Congress; and as they are said to be of
opposite politics, they will, of course, run a-
gainst each other. What the result may be,
cannot be exactly foreseen ; little is hazarded,
however, in predicting that the canvass would
terminate in a tie. Both would be entitled te
a seat, and in all exciting questions they could
pair of together.—Phil. Gazette.

Two Jews were distinguished, one for his
skill in boxing, and the other for his fondness
for women. A. gentleman being asked to what
tribe they belonged, answered, "I rather think
that one is an Amorite and the other is a Hit-
tile."

From the Newark Daily Advertiser.
The folldwing anecdote was related to a wri-

ter in the Jerseyman of this week, in a farm
house in Virginia, during a night spent there
some six years ago : M :; •

'• In December, 17—, towards the close of a
dreary day, a woman with an infant child were
discovered half buried in the snow, by a little
Virginian, seven years old. The lad was re-
turning from school, and hearing the moans
of some one in distress, threw down his satchel
of books and repaird to the spot from whence
the sound proceeded, with a firmness becoming
one of riper years. Raking the snow from the
benumbed body of the mother, and using means
to awaken her to a sense of her deplorable con-
dition, the noble youth succeeded in getting her
upon her feet; the infant nestling on its moth-
er's breast, turned its eyes'* towards their youth,
ful preserver, and smiled, as it seemed, in grat.
itude for its preservation. With a counten-
ance filled with hope, the gallant youth cheered
the sufferer on, himself bearing within his tiny
arms the infant child, while the mother leaned
for support on the shoulder of her little conduc-
tor. " My home is hard by*'," would he exclaim
as oft as her spirit failed; and' thus for three
miles did he cheer onward to a happy haven the
mother and child, both of whom otherwise muBt
have perished had it not been for the humane
feeling and perseverance of this noble youth.

A warm fire, and kind attention, soon reliev-
ed the sufferer, who, it appeared, was in search
of her husband, an emigrant from New Hamp.
shier, a recent purchaser of a farm in the neigh-
borhood of—— 1 near this place. Dilligent
enquiry for several days found him, and in five
months after the identical house in which we
ace now sitting was erected, and received the
happy family. The child grew up to manhood
—entered the army—lost a limb at New Orleans,
but returned to end his days, a solace to the
declining years of his aged parents."

" Where are they, now 7" I asked the narra-
tor.

" Herei" eyclaimcd the son. " I am the res-
cued one, there is my mother, and here imprin.
ted on my raked arm, is the name of the noble
youth, our preserver 1"

I looked, and read " WINFIELD SCOTT,"

Origin of the name of Niagara.—Daniel Mac-
kenzie, Esq. an old traveller in America, gives
the following etymology of Niagara. "These
falls have been called Niagara, Iagara, Ocbni-
agra, by the Indians. Some Cayuga chiefs in-
formed me, that the true name (perhaps in their
language) is Ochniagara, an old compound
word, signifying a large neck of water. Hav-
ing heard the superstitious reverence had been
paid to this sublime object by the Indians, I
was inclined to trace its etymology in some
words characteristic of the Deity; and I
found that Ni®b in a vocabulary of the Mo-
hawks and Qnoniiagas, signified God. It is
highly probable thai the remainder of the word
has some allusion to the sublimity of the cata-
ract."

Swallowing a Farm.— A farmer in Connec
licut, who has occupied the same farm on lease,
for about thirty years past, was complaining
that he had not been able to lay up'atiy tiling
from his thirty years' labor. A neighboring
store-keeper offered to explain to him the rea-
son, and proceeded aa roilows : " During the
last 30 years thiifVou have been on tbv farm, I
have been Iradingfrin this *«tore ; and the dis-
tilled spirits I have sold you, with the interest
of the money, would havje made yog the owner
of the farm you hire."—Journal of Humanity.

When'Gen, Burgoyne was once at a play,
which was most indifferently performed, he call,
ed one,of the actors and asked him the name of
the piece. ''The stage coach, sir," replied Bus.
kin. "The next time you play it," said the
General, " I must ask to be an outside passen-
ger.

Something new.—The Connecticut folks are
making cigars of the morus multtcaulis leaves.
We expect it will be fashionable to smoke a fat
silk worm next.—St. Louis Argus.

Names.—An Ohio paper says there are two
men living in Indiana by the name of Drybread
andJNoSop. "They do pot live very lar from
Mr. Starvation.—Buckeye.

Editing a Newspaper,—The following eensi.
ble and correct remarks are from the New York
Sun. Read:

Editing a newspaper is no easy task. Many
people estimate the ability of a newspaper and
the industry and talent of its editor, by the va-
riety and quantity of the editorial matter it conr
tains. Nothing can be more fallacious. It is
comparatively'an easy task for a writer to pour
out' daily columns of words, upon any and all
subjects ; his ideas may flow freely and his com.
mand of language may enable him to string
them together like a bunch of onions, and yet
his paper may be a meagre, poor concern. But
a judicious, well informed editor, who exercises
his vocation with a full conviction and conscien-
tiousness of the responsible duty he has to per-
form, will conduct his paper with the same care
and assiduity that a clever lawyer bestows on a
suit, or a humane phisician upon a patient. In.
deed, the writing part of editing a newspaper
is but a small portion of the work. The indus-
try even is not shown herei The care, the taste,
the time employed in selecting, is far more
important, for the fact of ^ good editor isfshown
more by his selections than in any thing else;
it is half the battle. But (as we before observ-
ed) an editor ought to be estimated and his labor
appreciated by the general conduct.of bis pa-
per—its tone, its temper, its manners, its uni-
form consistent course, its aims, its manliness,
its courtesy, its dignity, its propriety. To pre-
serve all these as they should be preserved,, is
enough fully to occupy the timo and attention
of any man. . But if to this be addded the gen-
eral supervision of the office, which most editors
have to do, it will appear that editing a news-
paper is indeed no very easy task.

Curious Courtship and Christian Resignation.
—Deacon Marvin was a worthy Deacon in
Lynn, Connecticut, and he fell in love—Dea-
cons as well as ministers are " made of such
frail stuff as all the lighter sons of vanity," and
are just as liable to stub their toes, bark their
shins, or fell in love, as any other men. Dea-
con Marvin fell in love with Betty Lee, as pret.
ty a lass as ever stepped into Lynn's meeting
house of a Sabbath day, and shs was as con.
stanthere as the Deacon himself, to say noth.
ing of the minister. When the D aeon's love
had waxed so warm ahd uproarous that he could
no longer restrain himself, he mounted his
plough horse, and directed bis course to Cap-
tain Lee's. Reflecting^ on the way, that it
would ill become the dignityof a Deacon to
make love as do the world's people, he deter-
mined to conduct operations with a serious
gravity befitting the occasion. Hu had studied
his bible to good purpose, and resolved to make
the patriarch Jacob his pattern. Accordingly
on finding himself by the side of Miss Betsy,
he lifted Up his voice and kissed her, yea, he
kissed'her again and again, and he said, " Bet-
sy, verily, Betsy, the Lordjhath sent me to mar-
ry thee." Betsy had hitherto been little butter
than one of the wicked ; but the Deacon's kis-
ses had wrought wonders, and, although there
was a little mischief in her eye, she answered
with all the resignation and submission of a
Deacon's intended, to the great joy of Deacon
Marvin, "the will of the Lord be done." They
were man and wife in a fortnight.

Influence of Food in Promoting Growths—Dr.
Millenger, in his Curiosities of Medical Expe.
rience, mentions a curious experiment of Drf
Berkeley, Bishop of Cloyne, to ascertain the in-
fluence of food in promoting extraordinary
grown. He selected for his.purpose an orphan
child of the name of Macgraih ; and, by dint
of feeding, at the age of sixteen he had grown
to the height of seven feet; but his organiza.
lion had been so exhausted by this forced pro.
cess, that he died in a sta.e of moral and physi.
cal decay at the age of^wenty.

Coming to it.—A western editor lately had the
audacity to announce to his subscribers that be
would not lake in payment for his paper, either
woodchucks, dried apples, terrier puppies, tow,
birch brooms, axe handles, wool or vegetables.
But his subscribers, with that sturdy indepen-
dence, which such people generally possess, re-
fused to pay him any thing else, and he now
says that he is ready to take them at the market
price's. A public meeting is to be called to set;
whether it is best to pay him at All—Star.

( U The best women in the world, says the
Boston Post, mend their husband's stockings
with care, and keep their children's faces clean.
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From the Token for 1840.

THE SILVER BIRD'S.NEST.
BY MISS H. F. GOULD.

Founded on the singular incident of finding
the nest of a hanging bird, in a sycamore tree,
formed entirely of silver wires, plucked from a
soldier's epaulette.

A standed soldier's epaulette
The waters cast ashore ;

A little winged rover met,
And eyed it o'er and o'-er.

The silver bright so pleased his sight,
On that lone idle vest.

She knew not why she should deny
Herself a silver nest.

The shining wire she peeked' and twirled,
Then bore if to her bough,

Where on a flowery twig 'twas curled,
The bird can show you how.

But when enough of that bright stuff,
The cunnig builder bore

Her house to make, she would not take,
Nor did she covet more.

And when the little artizan
With neither pride nor guilt,

Had entered in her pretty plan,
Her resting place had built;

With here and there a plum to spare,
About her own light form,

O f those, inlaid with skill she made
A lining soft and warm.

But do you think the tender brood
She fondled there and fed,

Were prouder when they understood
The sheen about their bed ?

Do you suppose they ever rose
Of brighter powers possessed,

Because they knew they peeped and grew
Within .a silver nest T

T R U T H S T R O N G E R T H A N FICTION.
We eopy the following detail from the do.

ings of the St. Louis police office, as reported
in the Bulletin of the 8th ult. We doubt not it
is true in every particnlar.

George Mortimer Wardwell, a genteel and in.
telligent young man, of about thirty years of
age, was brought up this morning on a charge
•of being drunk in the streets, and disturbing the
peace. He plead gifilty to the charge, and evi-
dently labored under the greatest emotion.—
When requested to give some account of him-
self, he replied:

' Sir—I have now arrived at that extremity of
degradation which, long ago, I became satisfi-
ed would one day or other become my position.
Sir. I do not believe I was born to this. In my
youth, when T first started in the world, my
prospects and hopes were as bright as the sky
which bent over me. I married a beautiful
wife when I was twenty-eight years old, and
had acquired a considerable competence. Sir,
I need not tell you how I loved her! I see by
your countenance that you know something of
human nature, and are already satisfied that I
am not a common flafer—that I have been dri-
ven to the present ext rein iiy by some extraor-
dinary circumstances. But I will proceed with
mv story:

Two years efter I was married to my wife—
who was a young English lady of handsomo
expectations—and had a beautiful boy to bless
me, with his innocent endearments, we received
letters from England, announcing the death of
my wife's lather, and soliciting me to come to
England immediately, for the purpose of settling
up the affairs of the deceased, and receiving
my portion of the cs'ate. I immediately made
preparations for my departure, and leaving my
wife under the protection of an intimate friend,
whose name was Henry Anson VVilloughby,
(curse him I) I set sail for England. My busi.
neefl detained me longer than i had anticipated,
and I began to feel the most intense anxiety in
regard to tny family. The letters which I re.
ceivedflfrorn my wife grew brief and unfrequent,
sometimes startling me with their abruptness.
Just before the final steps in regar'l to my wife's
portion were about to be completed, I received
a letter from America, written by an eld friend
of my father's family, warning me to hasten
home, if I would preserve my future happiness
and the honor of my wife J Imagine my din.
w a y ! I hurried home, leaving my business

still unsettled, and arrived in time,to find my
hearth desolate, my wife eloped with my friend
Willoughby, and tny boy—my darling b*dy— în
the Orphan Asylum—an object of publicichari.

Willoughby had represented himself as a rich
planter from Alabama, and that he was sojourn -
ing at the north for the purpose of regaining
his health. Placing my-child tinder proper pro.
tection, I flew in pursuit of the destroyer of my
peace, with my heart bursting with revenge.—
At Montgomery, (Ala.) 1 learned that Willough-
by had been jjjiere, in company with a lady who
he called his wife—that he had Seen for years a
notorious blackleg and swindler, and bad gone
to Mobile, his wife (tny wife .') behind in cir-
cumstances of destitution. After waiting for
some time, and hearing nothing from her base
paramour, she boriowed money of some of the
citizens and followed him.

Mad with rage and disappointment, I pur,
sued. At Mobile I lost all traces of the vrilain
and his wretched victim. I proceeded to New

, Orleans; arid, on making inquiries of the differ
ent boats, I was told by the captain, of one of
them engaged in running to St. Louis, that a
woman answering the description I gave, had
gone up the river on his boat some time since.
I immediately embarked for this place, sir; and
my money being nearly exhausted, I was com-
pelled to take a passage on deck. I arrived
here in^a state of complete-destitution ; and be-
ing unable, to learn any thing of my wife or the
villain Willoughby, I became discouraged and
disheartened. The bottle was my resort. I
mingled with the vilest of the vile;'and, last
night was persuaded by several others to visit
a house of ill.fame. I entered—and the first
object that met my gaze was my wife, sitting
upon the lap of a disgusting ruffian, and resign-
ing her tender cheek, which I had not suffered
1 even the winds of Heaven to visit too roughly,'
to his disgusting caresses. Sir, sir, I became
mad i I can tell no more, but that I rushed from
the house invoking the mjst impious maledic-
tions upon him who had been the cause of so
much jmisery and anguish; and found myself
this morning in the situation which you behold
me. Sir, nothing whiph you can inflict will be
a punishment to me; and you can beBtoW no
greater favor than to take my life. I have liv-
ed too long—I am ready to die.'

He was discharged.

The Ohio State Journal has adopted the cash
system. This we are glad to see, and hope it
may Be matte a general rule with publishers in
this State.—Toledo Blade.

The Picayune thinks that the Earl of Wai.
grave, who married Miss Brahman, is a very
fortunate man to be in Abraham's bosom while
on this earth.

A TKIBUTB TO THE MEMORY 0 7

MARY A. E. W 0 0 D S 0 N .
A star hath left our sphere—

A Pleiad gone away,
Not lost, not perished here,

But melted into day
Amid the rn ruing stars that gem
The rising sun's bright diadem.

Say not that Mary's dead ;
For while she languished on,

The angels thronged her bed—
We looked—and she was gone!

And when we knew she had become
An angel, and gone with them home.

Amid the cares of life,
Amid the smiles of love,

Amid the dying strife,
Her treasures were above ;

And when the world was nought to her
She left it, and wen I where they were.

We wept that we should part,
As human nature will;

For she hath left the heart
A void we cannot fill;
The fireside group—the house of prayer,
Alike shall mourn her absence there.

None knew her but to praise,
None miss her but to sigh ,

But fow as were her days
Shu was fitted for the sky ;

And should we keep her if we could.
From the palace of her God 1 &

v J f H. B.

Seasonable Hints.—The following extract
from Colonel Macarone's •'Seasonable Hints,"
appeared in the Mechanic's Magazine, dated
February 8, .1838. After stating the utility of
sheepskin clothing, for persons whose employ,
ment renders it necessary that they should be
much out of doors, & c , he says—" I will not
conclude without inviting the 0tetit'ion of your
readers to a cheap and easy method of preserv-
ing their feet from wet, and their boots fron»
wear. I have only had three pair oC boots for
the last six years (no shoes) and I think that I
shall not require any others for. the next six
years to come. The reason is that I treat them
in the following manner : I put a pound of tal-
low and a half a pound of rosin into a pot on
the fire; when melted and mixed, I warm the
boots, and apply the hot stuff with a painter's
brush, until neither the sole nor the upper leath.
er will suck in any more. If it is desired that
the boots should immediately take a polish, dis.
solve an ounce of bees' wax in an ounce of spir-
its of turpentine, to which add a tea spoonful of
lamp-black. A day or two after the boots have
been treated with the tallow and rosin, rub over
them the wax in turpentine, but not before the
fire. Thus the exterior will have a coat of wax
alone, and shine like a mirror. Tallow, or any
other grease, become rancid, and rots the stitch,
ing as well as the leather ; but the rosin gives;
it an antiseptic quality which preserves the
whole. Boots or shoes should* be so large as to
admit of wearing in them cork soles. Cork is
so bad a conduct jr of heat, that, with it in the
boot, the feet are always warm on the*-coldest
stone floor."

Meanness.—Some newspapers _ are etarnally
harping on that foolish theme—"Do, good pat-
rons, pay us our money and 'permit us.to eat.—
Dear, kind, honest, good-natured,benevolent,
charitable patrons, pay your subscriptions ; we
cannot get along without money, we'know your
disposition to enbourage the press j1 don't forget
your poor slavish, beggarly printer," &c. &c.—
Now, as the saying is, the world owes every man
a living; to obtain it he may work, beg, pick
pockets, make shinplasters, according to tho di-
rcction ofhis taste and talents. Butone of these
branches of business is enough; if he choose
to work, let him work, and if he prefer begging,
let him beg ; but it is curious indeed if a man
must work and beg both. The pitiful tone of
supplication usedvby certain papers confesses a
wa ntof worth ; they appeal to the. wrong prin.
cipl e—they address themselves to the compassion
of their subscribers, when they have demands on
their justice. If they ask payment for an equiv-
olent rendered, let them speak out like men, and
not whimper, whine and sue like mendicants.
If they ask for money when they have no claims
founded in law and juetiee, they are beggars, in
fact, nnd may act accordingly. Of this we are
certain, that any business which must needs be
eked out with beggary is not worth following ;
and, if we have a correct view of the subject,
hoeing potatoes, cleaning sinks, or any other
kind of honest employment, is much more re-
spectable than that "pay me for the sake of cha-
ity" 8yslem,.<—Philad Ledger.

A Yankee paper thus pathetically describes
the fainting of a lady:

"Ddwn fell the lovely maiden
Just like a slaughtered lamb;

Her hair hung round her pallid cheeke,
Like sea weed round a dam.,

11 Where the dewey twilight mingles."—Dr.,
Dewey in his lectures at Boston, thinks steam
machinery will bo so perfected that instead of
the hissing and crashing, we shall hereafter have
dulcet notes of music as sweet aa those from or-
gan or "scft recorders."

Cellar windows may be left open frequency
till tho middle of winter, without danger of the
cellar being filled with snow, but the air which
thereby circulates in the cellar is injurious to
potatoes and other roots. Jack frost sometimes
enters these places before we are aware of it.—
Light too, is injurious to potatoes. Therefore
the windows shuulu be closed as soon as the
vegetables are nut up, to exclude the air and
light.

A locomotive stiamengino has been arrested
at Bangor, fora violation of the Municipal law
which punishes making "in the streets or else-
where."
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Written for the Gem.

• T H E GOLD C U P S .

Lines written.on finding some Gold Cups bloom'

ing in the fields in the snow, in the latter part

of November.

The last of all tbe lovely ones
That through the autumn lingers,

I found thee where the north wind moans,
In Winter's icy Angers.

I grasped thee from the blasted turf,
The last of all the flowers;

A sailor from the slormy surf—
A captive from the towers.

The lastof all the lovely train,
Two blossoms on one caulis;*

Five petals all thy bell contains,
The bee's sweet summer aulis.t

> But BOW in winter it is strange
To see such lingering beauty; v

Meihinks that Winter in his range
Fulfilling His sad duty ;

Subdued by thy rare loveliness.
Took pity on thy fleetness,,

"*• And left thee in.this sore distress,.
With all thy summer sweetness.

The last of all the lovely ones—
The last and yet the fairest;

As are the harp's last dying tones,
The tenderest and rarest.

So the bright gold cup nodding gay,
Amid the winter weather;

Thoa wast not half so fair in May,
When,gold cups bloom together,

Thus in Misfortune's frowning hour,
True friendship shines the brightest;

And rising in its pride and power
Blooms where the false one blightest.

D. W . C . R.
* Botanic term for stem.
t Latin for hall,or dwelling.

tyiUten for the Gem.
MY HOME.

What is my home? Oh! is it not
On oarth thedearesl, happiest spot?
Ah yes; for there, tho' fortune frowns,
The welcome back still sweetly sounds.
The father's smile, ihe mother's tear.
The sister's kiss, are all sincere.

And where is he who wandering far,
To scan the globe or strive in war,
Feels not his blood high thrilling come,
When fancy paints his native home:
Whose well rememberod scenes recall
Those friends, those joys, so dear to all?

Sweet home! how often hntli thy praise
Inspired tlieyouthful poet's lays!
And justly doth thine influence mild,
Awake the song of feeling's child;
He strikes a cord, whose kindred tone,
The high, the low, alike will own.

And when "sweet home" in music floats,
How eloquent ihpec simple notes!

, They ask no master's hish control,
To bind and lead thecap:ive soul;
A feeling heart, and that alone,
Can tune tho voice to "home, a went home."

PSI THETA.

SHE DIED IN BEAUTY.
She died in beauty! like a rose

Blown from its parent stem;
She died in beaut>! like a pear

Dropt from some diadem.

She died in beauty! like a lay
Along a moonlit lake;

She died in beauty! like the song
Of birds uihong the brake.

She died in beauty! like the snow
On flowers dissolved away;

She died in beauty! like a star
Lost on the brow of day.

She lives in dcry ! like night's gema
Set nround the silver moon;

Slit lives in glory! likeihoaun
Amid the blue of June.

O* The following is the document, of wliich
we spoke yeBterday, disposed of at 25 cts. apiece
at the Ladies' Fair, on Wednesday evening.-r
Ed. Democrat.

LADIES' PAIR—EXTRA.
. • . i WASHIHOTON, Dec. 1839.

Menage of the President of the United States to the
Ladies of Grace Church in General "Fair" assem-
bled.

LADIES—Once more I cast my guardian eyes
Over the country and behold it true

To Liberty and Love. Our Flag stiff flies
Triumphantly—-aB it has always flew-r-

Its stars still glitter in our clear blue skies.
But what are " stars1' compared with Ladies' eyes!

Oh, Ladies' eyre! their magic bow complete—
Their lovely power how potent and profound!

I think the very best mode to defeat
The Florida Indians would be to surround

Them with the bright "Promethean fires" that dwell
Within your eyes—such " council fires" would quell

The savages! and the fierce shouts that rise
From warriors' lips, and rude barbarian throats,

Would soon be changed for Love's delicious sighs—
Ah, Love,8ioeet Love! there's music in those notes!

There's music in those sentimental words
As beautiful as that of singing birds !

Ladies, PAiR-well. Whene'er I gaze above
To the bright stars I'll think upon your eyes,

Your hearts are my sub-treasuries of Love,
For you alone my bosom loudly sighs—

So loud indeed that through the White House halls
They often sound to me like thunder squalls.

M. VAN BUREN.

FIRST GRIEF.

They tell met firs' and early love
<>Uv lives all after dreams;

But the memory of a first great grief
To me more lasting seems;

The grief that marks our dawning youth
To memory ever clings.

And o'er ihe path of fuiurje years
A lengthened shadow flings.

Oh, oft my mind recalls the.hour,
Wnen to my father's home

Deuth came—an invited gups'—
From his dwelling in the tomb!

I had not seen his face before—
I sliuililer'd at the sight,

Ami I shudder still to think1 upon
The anguish of that Might!

A youthful brow and ruddy cheek
Became all cold and wan;—

A P eye prow dim In which the Jight
Of raadiant fancy shown.' ••'

Cold was the cheek, and cold the brow»
Thi) eye was fixed nnd (liin,

Ami one there mourn'd a brother dead,
Who would have dieu for him!

I know not if'twas summer then,
I know not if 'twas spring,

But if the birds annir on the trees,
I did no hoar IIHMII sins;;

If flowers fame forth to deck1 the earth,
Their, bloom [ did not see—

I looked upon rtne wither'd flower,
And uone else bloomed for me!

A sad and ailnnt %\mn it was
Within that hone of wo,

All eyes were dull and overhaat,
And every voice was low!

And from each chee at intervals
The blood nnpeured to start,

As it recalled IU smlrl̂ n haste,
To aid the sinking heart!

Softly we trode, as if afraid
To imir the sleeper's steep,

And stnlo last looks of his paleface.
For memory to kenn.

With him ihn ngony was o'er.
And now the pain.wus ours,

As thoughts of )iis.«wfet childhood rose
Jjiki! odor from dead flowers!

An-1 \vhnn at last. ho. wag borne afar
From this world's wpary strife,

How oft in thought .id we again
Live o'er his little |jfi. <

His every look—his every word
His vpry voice's tone—

Cnme back to us like things whoso worth
Is only prizud, when gone!

The irrief nan pass'd wilh years away
Ann joy has bpp.n my lot;

But the one is oft remnmuerM,
And the ofhnr so in foi-eot.

The cayest hours trip lightest by,
And leave the faintost'trnct;

But the deep, d^ep track that sorrow wears,
No time can e"«r eflhee!

THE SUMMER'S GONE. '
The summer's gone—and every flower

That waved its beauties to tbe sun,
Has bloomed its brief, but lovely hour,

Has shed its fragrance and ia gone.

The -siiunner'n gone—and many a hope
That budded with the early spring,

Has seen its blossoms brightly ope
•To wither like a blighted thing!

The summer's gone—and many an eye
That brightly shone, in tears are shrouded,

And hearts that loved u s - withered ire.
Or worse than this, by coldness clouded.

The summer's gone—but soon again.
Shall blush and breathe upon the air,

The enamored flower, and paint the glen,
But those I loveu will not be there

TO CORRESPONDENTS.
The welcome communications of CTLLENB

are reserved for the first number of the new vol.

"Psi THATA" has our thanks for his offer,which
we accept.

11 THE FATE OP A TRAVELLER," may appear,
with some amendments, which we shall make
If the author is unwilling we should do so, we
will desist upon due notice-

" J. R " we shall be happy to hear fr.om of.
tener. His favor will appear in the first num.
ber of the new volume.

MARRIED.
On the 12th instant, by Rev. Mr. Church, Mr. David

Carpenter, to Miss Atmira Brunson.
On the 10th instant,-by Rev: George Bencher, Mr.

SAMUEL E. FARRAND, of Newark, New Jersey,
to Miss JANE E. A LLING, of this city.

At Gates, on the 5th instant, bv 9 . A Yerkhs, Esq.
Mr. Lorenze Bengle, of Rochester, to Miss Jrfary Ann
Streeter, of Gates.

At the Ilethel Church, on thi> 9th instant, by the Rev.
D. W. Mernt, Mr. Robert Barrett, to Miss Carolino
Moggridge, all of the city.

On the 9th instant,bv Rev. P Church, Mr. ENOCH
TRUAX.to Mras KL1ZA A. RIDNER. all Of this city.
' At Leicester, on the-3d instant,- by'the Rfev. Moses

fiillet, Mr. U. B. 3HRLDQN. of Mt. Morris, to Miss
MARY WASSON.ofthe former place. "

AGENTS FOR THE GEM.
C. P. LEE, Buffalo Postoffice, New York.
W. A. GROVES, Clarkson, do.
R. LYMAN, Coburg, Upper Ctinada.
We do not insert the names of this year's agents, as

we do not know who will act the coming year. ,

VOLUME TWELVE
OF THE

GEM AND LADIES' AMULET,
One of"the pheapost Somi-Monthly Publications in the TT.SUi»ea,

A Semi-Monthly Journal of Literature,
Tales and. miscellany,

TOBACCO.
Tobacco is nn Indian Weed :
It V*R the OevU nnw»d thn send;
It ffrnlns our pnrket, scents our clothes,
And makes a chimnty of our nose.

* • ? •

THE Twelfth Volume of the GBM, will be
commenced in the second week in January,
1840; and it is intended that it shall exceed
the previous volumes in the points of utility,
interest, quality of paper and mechanical ex-
ecution. Tendering to our readers Ihe
thanks which their liberal patronage demands,
we respectfully solicit a continuance and an
increase of that support, under the assurance
that we shall devote mare time and exercise
more zealous care, in selecting such master
as will be, not only interesting and amusing,
but also of real, and permanent usefulness.
We shall aim to make the best selections, and
original articles will not be published unless
thev combine talent and interest.

TERMS—As heretofore ; to city subscri-
bers, who have the paper left at theft doors
$l,r)0 ;—to those who call at the office $1,25;
—and to Mail subscribers, $1,00 u year.
PAYMENT IN ADVANCE will be requir-
ed in every instance. Subscnptionikwill not
be received for less than a year, anirall sub-
scribers must commence with the beginning
of tho volume.

AGENTS,—Any person who will remit
us $5,00, postage-frqe, shall receive six cor
pies : for $10,00, 13 copies.

SHEPARD U STRONG.
ROCHESTER, N. Y. NOV , 183U.

•m
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From the London Saturday Journal.

UPS AND DOWNS, A TALE OF THE
R O A D .

" Cast thy bread upon the waters ; for thou
shalt find it after many days."

We are no enemies to improvements ; yet im-
provements sometimes effect changes which we
cannot help regretting. In its march, it occa-
sionally sweeps away old land marks, to which
a long acquaintance had attached us. It now
and then distu bs old associations, and removes
objects and customs on which some of our pleas,
antest recollections were wont to owell.

Ii is in a spirit of this kind that we contem-
plate the departing glories of stagecoach irav.
tilling, and all the joys of the road. The flash-
ing, rattling, dasning carriage and four—the
gooi-humored, civil, intelligent, and 6tory tel
Wng guard, full of anecdote and fun—the vil-
lage inn (the stage) ihe changing of horses,
with all its exciting and amusing accompani
ments—the fresh siarl, and the general hilarity
whi«h ihe sc<ne of rapid motion, seconded b
a bright s:uny day, never fails to inspire. A
this u about passing away. The little that hi
been left by ihe steamboat will soon be exlin
guished by tlv dull, monotonous railway.

O.ie of the first, if nut ihe very first, lines of?
road in Great Britain, whose prosperity was in-
vaded l>y the steamboat, was that between Glas-
gow and Greenock. Tne steamships of the
Clyde quickly laid up the Glasgow coaches in
the coach-yard, turned adrift iWe guards and dri-
vers, arrested the life and bustle that pervaded
ils whole length, and reduced it to what it now
is—merely the ghost of a road.

But it was once otherwise with the Greenock
road, and well Ho we recollect the long coaches
like so many Noah's arks mounted.on wheels,'
that used to ply in dozenu on that now despised
and neglected highway,, and the many pleasant
and merry exeursions »n which they joyously
bore us. It was on one of these occasions that
we picked up the following incident:

On the occasion alluded to, we were proceed-
ing to Greenock by the we forgot the
name of the coach, but it was one whose panels
were adorned by a series of pictorial rcpresen.
tations of oak-leaves, green oaks ; referring to
the commonly believed but false etymology of
the name of the town above mentioned. We
were seated beside the driver, a fine intelligent
old fellow, who had been upon the road for up
wards of twenty years. It was a delightful day,
and we were rolling cheerily along, when we
came suddenly at a turn of the road, upon a
boy, of ten or twelve yearB of ago, who was
trudging the foot-path towards Greenock. He
seemed sorely fatigued, and so exhausted that
he could hardly prosecute his journey. Com.
passionaling the poor boy's situation, (for he was
very indifferently clothed,) we called the dri-
ver's attention lo him, and hinted that he might
do a worse thing than give the poor lad a seat
on hia coach. Our friend demurred, alleging
that he might be found fault with; and adding
something about the boy's being, he had no
doubt, some runaway apprentice from Glasgow,
J i g to Greenock to enter on board a ship a6
a w n r; such oecurrenc-'s being frequent in

tnoee days.
"We will give you a reasonable fare for the

boy," said we. , .
-That alters the case," replied the driver, and

without paying another word, he pulled np and
called on the boy to mount. The boy hesitated,
and stated tfie surprise which he felt; he could
not believe the invitation to be in earnest.

"Come up, you young rogue, you," repeated
the driver ; "here's a gentleman going to pay
your fare to Greenock, although I dare say you
don't deserve i t ; for I'm sure you've run away
from the loom, or some ether honest calling,
and left your mother with a heavy heart."

The boy now no longer hesitated, but catch-
ing the projecting iron footstep of the coach,
was in a twinkling seated on the top, apparent-
ly, to his great satisfaction.

"This affair, sir, of picking up the boy," said
the driver, after we had again started, "puts me
in mind of a rather cuvlous incident that hap.
pened some years ago on this road."

"Aye," said we; "what was it I"
"I'll tell you what it was," said our friend the

driver, and immediately gave us the following
6tory:—

•About fifteen years ago," he began,, "there
was amongst my passengers, one day, a lively,
kind hearted, buxom elderly lady, seemingly
well to do in the world; for she was clad in
silks, and sported a purse a yard long and well
filled.

•'Well, just as were getting along, as we are
Just jiow, and not above a mile from this very
spot, WB overtook a boy in precisely the same
situation as tl)is one here; he was barefooted,
and was sadly knock, d up with walking; he
could hardly crawl along, and his face was all
begrimmed ^gith weeping. The poor boy ap-
peared to be in a sad case, to be sure. Well,
the good soul,- my lady passenger, seeing him,
her honest, rnoiherly heart bled for the poor boy.
Slie thrusC'-her head out of the window, and
bailed on me to slop. I did so. She then pull.
eifiout: he* purse, and putting some silver into
myihahd-j|raSfo;Ie the amount required,) desired
me to hancrthe i>oy into the coach, she having
previously obtained leave of the other passen-
gers to do so. I immediately did as she desired
me,—thrust the'boy into the coach, slapped close
the door, mounted to my seal and drove off.

'•I, of course, knew no more of what passed
at this.'time. I laid down my passengers, boy
and all, at the While Hart Inn, Greenock ; and
there my knowledge of them ended.

"Two or three days after this, however, I hap
peni-d to have one of the gentleman up with me
again who was passenger when the lady bro't
the boy into the cuach, and he told me that she
was extremely kind to him, as kind as a mother
could have been. On their arriving at the While
Hart, Bhe took him into the house and gave him
a plentiful supper, paid for his bed there, and
breakfast nexl morning, and at parting put
a guinea into the little fellows hand.

The boy slated that he had been bred a weaver,
frankly owned that he had run away, but gave
as a reason the harsh treatment of a stepmother
and an unchonquerable aversion to the loom.—
He also added that it was his intention to go to
sea, and that he had a maternal uncle in Green,
ock, a carpenter, who, he had no doubt, would
assist him into a ship, although he did not well
know where to find lltis relative.

••Well, you see, sir" continued the narrator,
••time, after this, wore away as it had done be-
fore, year after year, and here v/as I still hand,
ling the whip, as I am doing now. Ten years,
I think, or thereabouts, had passed away, and
I had long since forgotten all about the boy and
his kind patroness, when a smashing, fine look-
ing, genilemanly young fellow, witli the cut of
a sailor atiout him, alUiongh wearing a long
coat, and Bporling rings on his fingers and a

• bunch of gold seals at his watch, mounted one
* day on the cuach box beside me. He had en-

gaged and paid for an inside beat, but took the
out from choice-. ^ ^

"'Well, old fellow,Veaid he jMr like all his
class, he was frank and checrfW) W e l l < o l d

ft How,', he Baid, selling down beside me, 'up

with your anchor, and get under weigh. Come,
that's it,' as he saw me lay the whip to the hor-
ses, 'give her way there—send her through it,
my hearty. Il's a long while since I was on a
coach before, though I've been in a gig often
enough.' , ,

" 'Well, then,1 says I, 'sir, them's morejJan-
gerous than coaches.' .

" 'Avast there.' says he, 'what sort of gigs
do you mean ?'

" 'Why two.wheelcd ones, in course says I.
«' 'Aha, out there, old boy,' says he, slapping

me on the shoHlder; 'the gigs 1 mean have no
wheels at all.

" 'Queer codgers lhey*s be,' says 1.
'"Not a bit,'says he. 'Aren't ye up, old fellow.

Don't ye know that a certain kind of small
boat belonging to a ship is called a gig V

" 'Didn't know it sir,' said I.'
"Wrll, you know it now, old chap ; so bear

it in mind, and I'll give you a glass' of brandy
and water at Bishop'on.'

"Well, you see, sir,," continued the narrator,
"all this is not much to the purpose of my sto-
ry ; but I just wished to give you some nolion
of the pleascnt off-hand way of my passenger.

"Having cleared Cartsdyke, we were getting
along cheerily, when the captain—for I had by
this time found out that my passenger was
captain of a large West India ship that had
just arrived at Greenock, and that he is now on
Ins way to Glasgow to see his owners, who re-
sided there—I say, we were getting along cheer-
ily, and were within about three miles of Bish-
opton, when the captain spied a decent looking,
but poorly dressed, old woman trudging along
the footpath.

"•I 6ay, skipper,' says he tome, 'what do
you think of our shipping that poor old girl^
and giving her a lift on her voyage ? She
seems hardly able to make any way to win'ard.'

"Not being very fond of picking up strag-
glers in that sort of way, I at first objected.
When I did so, he exclaimed with a sailor's oath
'• I shall have the old girl on board. I'll never.for-
getthat I was in a similar situation once myself;
nor will I ever forget ihe kind soul of a woman
that lent me such a hand as lam about to lend her.
I'll never pass any,poor devil in these circum..
stances again—man "or woman, old or young— ,
without offering them a berth in the craft in
which I am sailing, so long as there is room to
stow them." Saying this, and at the same time
adding, that he would pay all charges, he sprang
off the coach, and had the old women by the
hand in a twinkling, leading her towards the
coach, which I had now stopped.

" God bless you, sir," said the old woman, as
she tottered along with him. •• II will be a great
relief to me. I am not so able to walk as I
once was, and far from being so well able to pay
for any other conveyance ; and I have a long
road before me."

" Where are you going to, my good old wo.
man ?" said the captain.

" To Glasgow, sir," she replied. " Live there,
and have been down at Greenock, seeing some
friends there, wno, I hoped, might have done
something for inc. But they all have some ex.
cuse or apology for not assisting me, and have
sent me away nearly as poor as I went, and that,
God knows, was poor enough."

'• Never mind, mother, pop in, and we 11 car-
r y you comfortably through to Glasgow, and
give you a bit and a sup l>y the way, to keep
your old heart up."

" Having 6eeR the old woman sealed, the cap.
tain secured the door, and resuming hiB seat by
me, we drove on . #

" On reaching Bishopton inn, where we
change horses and rest a bit, the captain, the
moment the coach slopped, leipl doAn. opened
the coach door, and handing outtlie old woman,
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mediate necessities, and settled on her an an.
nuity of £ 3 0 per annum, which was duly paid
till her dqalh by the owners of the ship he com.
manded."

Grinding the Face of the Poor*
EXTRACT.

In so large a family as that of Mr. T. there
was a good deal of sewing to do, and out of
charity the work was taken from a seamstress
who had sewed for the family some time, and
given to a poor woman With several small chil-
dren. Ostensibly only was this charily. Re-
ally it was to save a few pennies. HTW coulJ
this be ? some one will ask. Let me sketch a
little feerie; premising that this poor woman's
husband was just dead, and she left helpless
andfriendless, with no apparent means of sup-
port. Besides this she was in very feeble health.
By accident Mr. T. heard of her distressed situ-
ation, and at the suggestion of the individual
who named her case to him, told liis wife'that
he thought it would be charily to give her some
sewir.g.

" I think it would, indeed,"says Mrs. T.
" Our sewing costs us a great deal," respoh-

ded the careful husband, "and in this thing we
may benefit, ourselves, as well as do a deed of
charity, No doubt this woman is rather an in.
different sewer, in comparison to Miss R., and
therefore her work will not of course be worth
so much. And she will no doubt think half
the price Mrs. R. ge.s a good one " *

" No doubt," chimes in the frugal partner.
Mrs. — was sent for. After she is seat-

ed the following conversation ensues :
" Can you do plain sewing ?"
" Yes, ma'am, as well as most persons."
" What is your price for fine shirts ?"
" I havn't set any price yet ; but I'll work, as

low as any one."
" But you know that to get work you'll have

to Ho a little loner than ordinary People don't
like to change." ' •**

"Wel l , ma'am, l a m in want, and I will
work at almost any price for my children."

" I suppose you will make shirt^for a quar.
ter ?" 'f,

"Yes , ma'm!" I
" A n d cal ico dresses for the sariljfe ?" .C/1
" Yes, ma'am !" : >%
" Well, that's reasonable.' Z
" Boys common shirts you will not charge o-

ver eleven pence for ?"
"No. ma'am." f?
" That's reasonable, and I'll do all I can" for

you. I t does me pleasure to-heli). the poor.—
Come down to-morrow, and I'll l?rf^§some work
for you." The widow deported. * ^

" Well, wife," says Mr. T. bustling fin when
he saw the woman depart, "A t whatgprice will
she work ?"

" At just half what Miss R charges,"
"Wel l , that's something like. It. gives me

pleasure to befriend any one w.io is willing to
work at a reasonable price. Why this will
save us almost a dollar a week the year round."

" Yes, it will 60; and if I keep her at it, or
some ono else, at the same price, fora year,
you'll let me have a fifty dollar shawl, wont
you V

" Yes, if v-ou want it."
" Well, I'll do my best. It is shameful what

some of these seamstresses do charge."
It is often well to reverse a picture. Sup-

pose we look at the other side o) this.
Mrs. —•• had always been delicate.
When a girl she could never sew long at a

time without getting a pnin in bur side. She
married a hard working, industrious mechanic,
whose trade was not very lucrative, yielding
barely enough for a support. Her health after
her marriage was but little improved, when with
several small children she was left a widow,she
yielded in her first keen anguish of b. reave-
inent to despair. But a mother cannot long sit
in idleness when her babes are about her. She
could think of no way of getting a Jiving for
them bul by her needle, and as she was a neat
sewer, she hoped toge t work, and earn .food
and scant clotning a't least. But she coujd get
no w jrk. No person knew "her who wanted
sewing done. Sh,e applied lo several, and Was
Hlill without means of earning a dollar when her
last one was spent. Just at this sad moment,
the fact of her destitution becoming more known,
Mrs. T . sent for her.

As she cogged home her work the day after
the intSrvieS |hc was'glad at heart with the
thought tha^now there was a way of escape at

led her into the inn, and asked for a private
room for himself and her. They were shown
into one, when the captain ordered some refresh-
ments to be brought,—somejcold fowl, and some
wine and brandy.

" He now placed the old woman at the 1able,
and began helpinjdier to the Various goob" things
that were on i<&. JVv'hile this was going oh, he
pent forme. When I entered—"Come away,
skipper," said he, seemingly much delighted
with his employment of helping " old mother,"
as lie called her, to the nicest morsels he could
pick out,—" Come away, skipper," said he,
"and let us see how you can splice the main
brace." Saying which, he filled me up half a
tumbler of brandy and water.

"In the meantime, the old lady had finished
hor repast, and, under the influence of the com-
fovtable feelings whic-h the refreshments she
had taken had excited, she began to get a
little talkative. " Well," said she. after again
thanking her entertainer for liis kindness, "it is
curious how things do sometimes come about;
for I cannot but lonk, sir," (addmssing the cap.
tain,) "on your kindness to me this day as a re-
turn from the hand of Providence for a similar
ant of charity that I once bestowed on a needy
person, and that not very far from where we are
this moment sit ting-. It's now., I think, about
teis yeare'siuce." continued the old iady, •' that,
as I was going down by coach to Greenock—I
was then in easy circumstances—had plenty of
the world, f«>r my husband was then living, and
carrying on a thriving business—I saw a poor
boy limping along the footpath, and seemingly
exhausted with both hunger and fatigue. Well,
sir, pitying the poor young thing,-1 had him ta-
ken into the coach, treated him as kindly as I
could, and provided him with a niglu's quarters
in the White Hart inn, and put a trifle of money
into his hand besides."

" ! wish, MI." hire interposed my informant,
speaking in his own person, "you had but. seen
tii.; captain's face while his gui si was relating
the incident. Ii grew pfele, then flushed, while
liis eyes sparkled with an expression of intense
feeling; he was, in short, greatly excited. At
length, jumping from his seat, he rushed towards
the old lady, and uizeing both her hands in his,
exclaimed in a rapture of joy—,'

"God bless your old heart, mother;—I, and
no other, am-*-or rather was—the very boy
whom you so generously relieved on that occa-
sion. I recollect it well; and, now that my at.
tention is called to it, I recognize in your coun-
tenance thai of my benefactress. That coun.
tence was long pree&nt to my memory, and the
kind deed with which the reminiscence was
associated is still treasured up in rny innermost
heart. And I never--never forgol i , and never
will."

" I t was now the poor old woman's turn
to be surprised at the strange incident which
had ccured, and much surprised she was, 1

sure you. She clutched the. young man's
nd wnh her palsied fingers,..and looked earn-

ally in his face for a secorwjKJr two, as if strug-
gling to indentify it with that of the boy whom
ten years before, she had relieved in his distress,
At'Jength—

" ^Yes, sir, you are the same," she said. •• I
recollect that boy's look well, and though you
aie much changed—being no>v a tall, flout,
full-grown man—I can trace that look still in
your sun.burnt face. Well, sir." she added,
"you have repaid the kindness."

" Have I, indeed ! No, that I haven't!' ex.
claimed tie captain. 'That's not the way 1
pay suol« debts. However, we'll talk more of
tiie matter when we get to Glasgow; for the
snipper here, 1 see, is impatent to get us off.'

" And such was the case—my time was up.
So we all got, as the captain would have said,
on board again, and started.

" 1 may mention here," continued the narra-
tor, "that I, loo', now perfectly recollected the
incident of ihe boy's being picked up, and re-
cognized, in rny present passenger, the old wo.
maii, the person who had done that act of char-
ity. The captain, however, I should npt have
known; of his face 1 had no recollection what-
ever.

•' Well, sir, I have only the sequal of the slo.
ry to tell you, ami shall make it abort.

" Captain Archer—for that was the name of
the gentleman of whom J have been speaking1

—Moving ascertained that his benefactress was
in very distressed* circumstances, her husband
having died a bankrupt some years before, gave
ij. t * liauclaonie MJ(II in hand to relieve her im-

least from starvation. But little more her yearn -
ing heart could promise her. Boys shirts at
twelve and a half ct i . were her first pieces of
work, Two of these by hard work she managnd
to gel done in a day. Had they been made plain,
she could have finished them early,, and bad
litiae to give many necessary attentions to her
children. But the last words of Mra, T. had
robbed her of that chance. " Y o u can stitch
the collars of these, any 1»ow—you can afford it,
I Buppose, and they iron much belter when that
is done "

The ^jrnple and touching " Yes, ma'am," but
in a sadddr lone than usual, was the only res-
ponse.

Next morning she was up early, though her
head ached badly, and she was faint and weak
from having sat so steadily through the whole
of the preceding day. Her children were all
taken and washed and dressed ; her rooms
cleaned, and a scanty meal of mush and milk
preparad for the little ones, and a cup of lea
for herself; her own stomach refused the food
of which her children partook with keen ap-
petites, and she could only swallow a fuw
nioulhfuls of dry stale bread.

It was nearly ten o'clock when she got fairly
down to work, her head still aching and almost
blinding her. Somehow or other, she could
not get on afcall fast, it was long past ,.the
usual dinner hour before she had finished the
first garment. The children were impatient
for the dinner, and she ha! to make great haste
in preparing it, as well for liieri satisfaction as
lo gam lime.

" Mother, we are getting tired of mush and
milk," said one of the litile ones. " You don't
have all the good things you used to. No pies,
nor puddings, nor meal.

" Never mind, dear, we'll have some nice
corn cakes for supper."

" You'li have supper soon, won'lypu moth-
er ?" 6aid another little one (,-oaxiugly, Her
thoughts busy with the corn cakes.

* " And shan't we have molasses on them,"
said another, pushing away her Oowl of nrtish

:&nd milk.
" No dear, not to-night, but to-morrow we'll

have some."
,, " Why not to-night, mother, I want some
;-io-nrglu."

•»• Mother aint got any money to buy it with
to-night, bul to-morrow she will have some,"
said Ihe mother soothingly.

" O we'll have last>es to-morrow for our
cakes," cried a little girl who could just speak,,
clapping her hands in great glee.

Alter dinner Mrs. worked hard, and
in much bodily pain and misery, to finish the
other shin in winch the lasi stitch was taken at
nine O'clock at night.
* Soon after break last next day, she took the
four shirts home to Mrs. T. her thoughts most.
ly occupied willi the comfortable food she was
to buy hei children, with the half dollar she
had earned. For it was a bad truth that she
had laid out her lasl dollar tor the meal with
which she was making mush for her hllle ones.

After examining every seam, every hem, and
every line ol stitching, Mrs. T. expressed ap,
probation of the work ; and handed the poor
woman a couple of fine shirts lo make tor Mr-
T. and a calico dress for herself. As she did
not oifur lo pay her lor the work she had done, ;

alter lingering a few moments, Mrs. —
ventured to hint thai she would like to have a
part of what she had earned.

" Oh dear ! 1 never pay my scamtresses un-
til their bill amount to live dollars, l l is so
troublesome to keep account of small Bums.—-
When you have earned rive dollars 1 will pay
you."

Airs. --retired, but wilh a heart that seam-
ed like lead in her busoiu. When shall 1 earn
five dollars ?—nut for a whoie mouth at this

I rate, weie the words thai/oiiued themselves iu
: her thoughts.

"We shall havo the molasses now, mother,
• shan't we ?': said two or three glad little voices

As she entered her house.
For p few in omen It, she knew not what^fe.

swer to make, Then galheriiig them arouiidHBr
she explained to them as w.elKaa she could make
them understand, that the lady tor wuuiu m^
"had done Hie work did dot pay her, and she wus
afraid it would be a good whiltruelbru ahe would,
and thai until she wa« paid she could not uel
any thing belter than what they had,

The lulle things stole silujitlj and without a
uway, uiiii UK mother again aaL tiuwu
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to he. *ork? A tear wouW often ffRtat
eve us she looked up from .theJnjM
Klwleninvin her fingers, an«
ness and <n

c.MULET.
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SATURDAY,

came in *U
She introduced l h a td he^elfb^g

just seen some P~} l J l e ' .«?Uh U« work
h h s so «eL'P\?thai she was so « eL'P\? e , n a k e r . "And how

eWhad inquire for ihe • nal<e 1Q

having found y o a ' . \ 1, for me if you dok this c*heo dress for me, yhaving f y
fit and make this
such work. she.

Christinas an.
Booksellers ha;
Urge assort'
fir Annu
hosts" o

/BCIECEMBER 23, 1839.

are

mi''

•Mrs T . gives me a quarter o f a d . I.

""There was a bright spot for a momen •
1 . J.«

jn three," s a /

burst into tears, an/ . j SMe c,)U[d n o t
• • ' /

e you in need V inqnrc; J H,e strange la-
dy hesitatingly, hut with an * / i r of feeling lhat
could not be mistaken. paused, but (he

ored the rising emo.

little corn meal in (he

For a moment the
sight of her children con
lion of her pride.

"I have nothing but
house, and have no U .

A tear glistened J*n the stranger'* eve, her
fcreast heaved with # t rong emotion, then agai
all was stvl!.

1 will P
then'; alhd a
p . j
tlaV after to-'

'•C r u i n /
W*TI ' d<"

for:'the dress beforehand
want il done very nice I will

rar for making it. Can I have k
orrow ?"

fy ma'am, to morrow evening, if you

made

lii

i juar was paid down,
departed. ' More £han

morning.

and the angel
one heart was

* * * *

KE OF WELLINGTON.
g anecdote of the Duke of Wei-

n./not generally kno^wn, exhibits in a
Vl h bl p|jr Uj£iH the indefatigable perseverance and
it of the duke, and 'especially exonerates

r/ce, from tlie charge raised against him by
writers, of allowing himself lobe surpri-
Bonapirle while amusing himself at a

I Brussels at ihe time referred lo :
a' dinner a short lime since, tho duke wh p

rl. "Has your grace seen the pamphlet pub-
e<J in America, by Gi;n. Grouchy, in answer

0 G«n. Foy's attack on him respecting tlie ma.
aoeuvres on the day previous to Waierjpo ?"
1 have," an-wercd the duke, "and G ouc-hy

has tile best of it. He could not move without
order", and orders he certainly did not receive.
As to his manoeuvres, I know all about them,
I was a witness to them." ' You," exclaimed
one of the parly : "every one thought your
grace was in Brussels." "I know they did ;—
hul they were wrong, fer on the evening in
question I and-Gordon (who was killed at Wa
terlno) lefVBrussels, (pok a squadron of horse
as escort, no ono knowing us, and joined tlie
Prussian head ̂ quarters." I passed the whole of

f1 that night in conference with Blucher, Bu.low,
*j D'Yrirk, and Klest. In the morning I observed

lo Bulow, if I had an English army in the po-
in which yours now is,,I should expect to

be inoslcoifllbuiidly thrashed." Tho attack of
Grouchy soon after commenced, mid the Prus-
siaus were defeate I. I waited loig enoua[h to
see that event, and I then thouglu il lime lobe
off, and on the 17tla Bonaparte made il\at irfbri.

movtiincul on my flink which was ihe
».l of tlie baule of Waterloo."—

Duv'zr Chron.

Votm? Men.— WR are glad to l̂ ear that the
Democratic Wditr Young Men, of the city ano
Q&yiP State, are abmii to orgamz for the ap-
ffli^chiug content^with unusual zial. We owe
to tjuiir excrtionf, ab initio, the Whig succefts

d h hin thi- Sta
well fturre
in conime.
be attache
"If you wi
m<*nte of aj

and without them we may as
iiecretiou. Horace Walpnlu,
Uhe importance which should
>piniono'of yoiing men, said

what are the s#nii-
enquire of ti.e young HUM)."

rSl

Ye<ir Presents.—Oat
ve furnished themselves witli. a

,mcnt of elegatit and uee^l BOOKS,
J
B ai PceBonts. Thus, while " mine

f\ the Recesses and the Confeetionaries,
'" ^ ' e r r i n g the for palate,the nobler part—the

jflid—may be feasted with something which
vvill afPird enjoyment more lasting than iHe day ;
for a good book is usually pot only a blcsdinj to
the possessor, but to a large circle of friends,
and i-X'-rts an infli.nce wdicli it id hard I v pos.
sible rightly to appr,:piatu. GJ , then, lo the
B restore, and invest liberally—for the benefit
of your wivus, your sweet liuarts, your sisters,
your children, or yourselves ; nor think money
thrown away which will cause you to live in the
recollection of those you love, long perhaps
after you havj ceas:d to act upon this " maun-
dane sphere."

Religious Siiuvttnir.—This tftlructive li l t lc
volume may b.j had at the Bookstores of NICHOLS
& WILSON and WILLIAM ALLING, in this city.—
To say thai î  ig edifed by Mrs. SicoiraNKY, is a
sufficient' introduction to ihe confidence of the
religious community, and her well known l^ste
and judgment i« all the guarantee the literary
world can need t > secure for it their approbation-
Parents who wish to make thuir daughters a
New Yt-ai OiTjring worthy of being treasured
up by them—calculated to imbue their minds
with sentiments which will render them happy,
useful members of society, and comforts to
their friends—will not begrudge the priee of
this useful and ornamental, work.

(JIT Indies' Companion, lor December, con.
taining articles from the pens of Mr.«. Lydia H.
Sigoyncy, Mrs. Emma C. Embury, Mrs. Seba
Smith, Mrs. Frances S. Osgood, Mrs. Ann S.
Stephens,Albert Pike, Professor Jngraham.,FIen-
ry W. Heiberi, H. T, Tuckerman, Samuel
VVaodworth, Henry F. Harrington, and others,
has been received. It is a fine number, and is
beautifully illustrated with two engraving*.

A gentlemen, at a late fashionable assembly
bein^ asked which of the ladies of the eompa.
ny he thought tho most beautiful, replied—
'•Why, ma lane, they are all beautiful ; but lhat
lady, (pointing to Miss B. who was dressed in
the extreme of fashion,) I thinks oul-slrips
them all."

O*A mi'thod has been discovered of extract,
ihgan oil from Indian, com, which, it js said,
will burn as well as spur in ace I i, without, emit-
ting a bad odor. Tho worst of the matter is,
that "ihc same corn will yield the usual quanti-
ty of whiskey." We are sorry for that.

The only diff. renoe between one man and
aflotber is whether he governs his passions or
his passions him.

A pinii* friend of the colonization cau"»e, a
Virjrinian farmer nam"d Johnsi-m, having man-
umitted his slaves and -purchased thtt fi-ccdnrn
of anotlior 10 whom one of his women had be«n
married, accompanied them to Waahington city
^D. C.) «vh(-nco thpy departnd in a steamboat
to Norfolk for shipment at that place for Libe-
ria. It is stated in the letter of llev, VV R..
Sprngue. from which these particulars arc abrid-
ged, lhat Mr. Johnson in a voiy plain man, of
moderate for!urn;—lhat while at Washington,
'a dintaice of 120 miles from his residence)—'
he went into the gallery of the H.iuse af Rcpre-
scntativeB, from moiives of oiuiosLf.y, and in
Iras than five minutes therraOer.Wwa poekct
l»ook was cut out of his coat, couttfjiin
-leaving him without a cvut — New Erat

V/inter/Applea.—The best' mode of harvest "
ing and preservin-g winter fruit is a matter-
which exporieiic*e'will tdach moch betterythan
science. There is perhaps less dispute and less'
contrariety of opinion on this than any'other
subject which pertains to fanning. Ills agreed
on all hands that winter fruil^hould be picked
instead of shaken, from the trefr; that il should
be packed in a dry slate in dry aasks, and kept
in a cool dry place until stored in the cellar—
and thai they should be di.sturbetftand tumbled
about as little as possible. Cellars where ap-
ples are kepi should be ke.pt dry and sweets-
else the fruit will gather' moisture or mould,*

"and of course rot. .'
Of the different variety of winter apples,rfone

.are so good to keep as the 'Roxburv russet.'—
This apple generally holdn out in market till
new apples come. The best winter apple lor
eating is the Oaldwjn. Wfe mean Die real Bald-
win ; for such haw been the reputation of this,
that many tanners have borrowed the name for
many poorer specie^ of their own native fruit.
Every winter apple which has one side red, and
the o(,her red, yellow or white, must be thrust in-
to market under tftte general head of Baldwin.
We are sorry to see so goo'd' a name perverted
to such base purposes. We had a lot offered us
the other day under that name., which were no
more Baldwin than our name is John Smith.—
The real fruit, when perfectly ripe, is a liltle
oblong, largest at the stem end, very smooth,
red on one side, and yellow inclining to green
on the other. The fruif. does not.geuerally keep
well beyond the opening of spring ; and it not
put in a good place will rot before that time.—
There are several other varieties,- such as green-
ings, pearmains, Ate, which are in high repute ;
but the two varieties first named generally boar
the best price. The Baldwin, however, can, as* I
a general rule, be procured from the same treeH

but once in two years; and hence il is not graf.*
ted so extensively as it otherwise might be.
"' The other day we went into the market to
purchase some winter fruit for a friend, and we
found by far the largest portion of the apples,
especially those imported i'rom New York,were
quite wet or damp. This ought not lo be.—
People cannot afford to pay three dollars per
barrel lor-apples, and have half of them rol ue-
fore mid winter. Purchasers should be careful »
to examine both ends of the barrel when they
purchase winter fruit, and if the fruit is wet,
Jet it alone.—Boston Nation.

A noble, hear ted Girl.—Capt. Sir Robert Bar.
clay, who commanded the British sqiudrun.'fn
the battle of Lake Erie, was horribly Mutilated
by the wounds he received in ihaiauluM, Laving
lost his right arm and one of liis lejjs. Previ-
ously 10 his leaving England, he was engaged
to a young lady lo whom lie was tenderly.atlaah.
ed. Fwejing acutely, on his return, thdthe was
but a 'mere wreck, he sent a lriend to the la'dy,
informing her o{ his mutilated condition, and
generously.uffering to release her from ;ier en.
gageincnl. "Tell Him," replied the nob.u girt,
"tnat I will joyfully marry him, if he hm only
enough of body left to hold his soul."

A wag listening lo a vain and pompous fal-
low, who wan b"aoling the amount expended bv
his uncle for segars, exclaimed, "1 suppose
you llnnk your uncle was a grout smoker, hut
lie was nothing to be compared to an aunt I
had. Siie smoked for two yoars> with two pipes
constantly in her mouth—-and at length .she was
not satisfied with tiiai and HO sliu look her old,,
china teapot and tilled it with tobacco, and smo-
ked regularly every nay out of the spout."

Curious Discovery:—Some experiments have
recently been nude on ne-wly improved, musical
strings, to show |lieir capacity lo resist heat,
wluoli in a concert room ao of.en mars the play.
er*s skill. The new Strings, more sonorous
than the common Roman ouud, proved capable
of bearing tho uppiioation of hot water, wlncu
at once dealroyocf iho others.—Whig..

Time to gu> HuiiiKi—Paulding in his. life 0/
Washiugtou, give.B 1 lie following little aaccdoie
of the mother u(' tins great man :

" She was oivco present and occupied, the scat
of honor* at a ball given to Washington at Fred,
crickburg, while in the full measure at bis-well
earned glory, and wlien 9 o'clock came said 1*
him with perfect simplicity, "Come George.it
is time lo go home."

It would, perhaps, be well if many, today,
would, remember wlitttt it is, *'|,ifne io go ji
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THE BELEAGUERED CITY.

BY PROF. B. W. LONGFELLOW.

I have read in some old, wondrous tale,
Some legMid strange and vague,

That a micflPghi host of spectres pale
.. Beleaguei'd the walls of Prague.

' Beside the Aloldau's rushing stream,
With tbe wan moon overhead,

There stood,Nas in an awiul dream,
The army of the dead.

White as a sea-Tag. landward bound,
The s'pfectTal camp was seen,

And-with a sorrowful, deup sound,
The river flow'd between.

No other voice nor sound was there,
•\'o diuni, npr sentry's pace";

Tliei>>ist like banners clasp'd the air,
AH clouds with clouds embrace.

But when the old cathedral bell
Proclaim'd the morning prayer.

The white pnvillions rose ami fell
On the alurmed air!

Down the bro'art valley, fast and far,
The troubled army fled,

Uprose ilie iriorjoUs mowing star,—
The ghastly host was uead!

I have read in the wondrous heart of man,
Thai strangu and mystic scroll,

Thiii an am y of phantoms, vast and wan,
Beleaguer the human soul.

Encamp'd beside life's rushing stream,
In fancy's misty light,

Gizan'ic shapes and shadows gleam,
Pbriemoas through the night.

Upon its midnight battleJground
The spe:tral camp isseen,

And witli.ns'Vro'wl'ul. derp sound,
Flows the river of life between.

No o'her voice nor sound is there
In the army of the grave—

Nn oilier challenge breaks the air,
Hut the rushing of life's wave.

But when the solemn and deep church bell
Entreats the soul to pray.

The midnight phantoms feel the spell—. .' _-
The shadows sweep away.

Down the broad vale of tears afat,
The spectral camp has- fled ;

Faith shineth as a morning star—
Our ghastly fears are dead.

November. 1>:]9.

From the London Weekly Despatch.

THERE'S A STAR IN THE WEST.

There's a star in the West that shall never go down ;
Tillihe records of valor deeay.

We must worship this star, though it is not our own,
For libert) hurst in its roy ;

Shall the name of a Washington ever be heard
f̂trBy a freemen, and thrill not his breast ?
Is*there one 011/ of bondage that hails not the word

As the Bethlehem star of the West 1

"War, war to he knife be enthralled or ye die,"
Wa6 the echo that war k in the land;

But it waB not hiis voice that prompted the cry,
Nor his lii&ur.cr? lhat kindled the band ;

He raised not his arm, dened not his foe,
While a leaf of the olive remained ;

Tfll eoaded with insult his spirit arose
/Like a long united lion unchained.

He struck with courage the blow of the brave,
But sighed o'er the carnage thut spread ;

-He indignantly trampled the yoke of the slave,
But wept for the thousands that bled.

Th<>' he threw back tbe fetters, and headed the Btrifo,
Till man's charter was fairly resioied,

Vpt he prayed for the moment when freedom and life
Would no longer bepress'd by the sword.

Oh! his laurels were pure, and hi« patriot name
In 1 he paje of the-future nhall dwell;

Anil be seen in all annuls, the foremost in fame,
By the cide of a Hofei »nd Tell.

Revile not my son);, forjhe wise and the good
Among Britons have nohl'v confessed.

Thut his wns the glory, ours was the blood,
Of the deeply djed field of the West.

From the New York Express.

THK MOTHER'S PRAVERON HER SLEEPING
BABE.

Thou who nlone cans't know N
The depth of human love.

List to my voice, but faint and low,
Look OH this nestling dove.

All that I have if< thin(>;
Jn mercy lent for a Space unknrtwn;

And me to say "Thywiil, not mine,"
Father of mercies in all things bo done.

Thon hnut bestow*-d thy grace •,
Freely poured out thy giftp upon my^soul,

LPI not the strength ol' human love efface
The hope, of which thy kingdom is the goal.

For how may I rait dlPtniRt
The strength !!*• sought to nourish for a stay

When evflry,fiur!i«riiope and hlicsful trust
Before her.olaim fades in the mist away.

Her br«-ath is on my cheek ;
MnKitHMhisntplratinnof my *oul to be

AH rave * mother'* prayer; how may Ttnoak
That voieeleiB linguage—audible to ihoe!

November S6. «• B.

Written for the Gem.

fE

Weary and hopeless i» the lot ol'
Who claims on Earth no s p o t t V a I 1 h i 9 hom»>

Who. as he scans the future's vistaS
Thinka o'er each scene where e'erH6?1* m a y r o a m .

Can see nw island o'er the boundless ml
No cottage-home upon the stretching plaf

The father's smile, the mother's tear of Iove,A

The sister's and the brother's "welcome back,V
(So like*the gloomless Paradise above,)

When he has left his wand'ring aimless track,
Are hot-,—if .Fancy such a scene portray, s ^
Reality must dash it all away.

Sweet home! let others sing thy cheerful praise,
Thy minstrelsy may fill their social lays;

But breathe no note unto the homeless soul;
For tho' around be thrown a deep control,

'Tis but a moment's hope-, the scene must fade,
And the deceived must seek a lonelier shade.

Oh, when "sweet home" floats with the sighing wind,
And speaks in feeling's eloquence and bliss,

I'd rush away, and leave the sounds behind;
For now, the smile, the tear, the sister's kiss,

1 Ami all tin; homestead joys, too dear to last,
Are fled away-, are buried in the past.

• • A.

From the Knickerbocker.

BEAUTIFUL LINES,

JV'ititn by L&rd Fitigerald of Ireland, thr night before
his (zecut.on—Found among the M$S. of an American
Lculy. •,

D*ar ,Iroland—my country—the hour
Of iliy pride and thy splendor haih passed—

And he chain which thou spurned in the moment of
power;

Hangs heavy around thee at last.

Thou art chained to the wheel of the foe
lly links which the worM cannot sever—

With thy tyrant through storm and through calm thou
shall go ;

And thy sentence is—bondage Tor cvur!

Thou art doomed for the thankless to toil—
Thou art left for the proud ro disdain—

And the wealth of thy s >ns, and the wealth of thy soil,
Shull be wasted—and wasted in vain !

Thy riches with taunts shall be taken—
Tliy valor with coldness rnpnid—

And of millions who st>.elhee thus sunk and forsaken,
Not one shall stand forth in thy aid.

'Mid the nations thy place is lpft void—
Thou art lost in the li«t of the free—

Even realms by the plague and eanhquake destroyed
May revive—but no hope is for h ^

We find 'he following in the Republican Her.
aid, printed ai Providence :

11 Resignation.—We are informed that a Pro-
fessor 4iri one of the Divinity Schools of a
neighboring1 state, of some note as an author
and editoj, haB recently resigned his office, giv
itig as a reason, thai one-third of the students
in ihc school were mystics, another third sleep,
ties, and the rest dyspeptics.

Liberty.—Civil liberty, rightly understood,
consists in protecting the rights of individuals
by the united force of society. Society cannot
he maintained, and of course can exert no pro.
tection, without obedience to some sovereign
power. And obedience ill an empty name, if
cvory individual has a right to decide how far
he shall obey.—Blackstone.

A wag highly offended a v ry worthy black-
smith, by reporting him to be the greatest thief
in the country, and could prove it. When cal.
led tlpnn formally to explain, he declared it
was well known that Mr. II. had been in the
habit ; for the last ten years, of steeling the
axes and ploughshares in the neighborhood.

Yankee Pun.—A gentleman with a glass oyo
was about to execute the right of suffrage,
when ha was accosted by a political opponent
with. "I gay, Mister, what are you a doing herb!
you can't vote, you're not natural eyes'd." The
joke was taken in good part and created mcrri.
ment.

A village, without a blacksmith's shop, should
be very moral and innocent, for in it there can
be neither etc* nor forgery.

There k*a man down eapt, who nays he dares
not be himst now.a. days, for fuai they would
laugh at him.

A young lady at an examination?in grammar'
was asked why the noun bachelor was in sin.
gular. She replied immediately, and with
much naivete, because it is very singular they
don't get married. .

A. i colle/Mor oT newspaper bills writitfgt to
his employers respecting some of their subferi-
bcrs who could pay but wouldn't, described them
as being " good but tuff."

The retort direct.—A. Frenchman often la-
merited his first wife in the presence of his sec.
ond ; who, at length retorted by-saying, " I as.
sure you, sir. no one regrets. horlossfmore than
myself."—Hartford Rev.

MARRIED.
tyi the 23th instant, by the Rev. George Beeelier Mr
& U P POND, to Mrs. ANNA B E ] § J A M i ; K o f / ,

In tN.s ci'y, on the 24th inslant, by the Rev Mr
Cuuat, Ur.-JJARLTON DUTTON, to Miss LOUISA
B..G1LMAN, all of this city, ^

At AvonMS'Hs. on the 19th instant, by Rev H B
Pierpont. MVl'homas Brown, merchant of Caledonia'
to Mies ElizfitRth Uurgess, daughter of Daniel Bur-
gess, of Avon. \

On the 4th instat. hy the Rev. Mr. Church Mr Ja- ""
cob K. Holton, of\harlotte, to Miss Eliza A^n Green
of ilfiscity. y ' '

Also, on the 19th\istant, by the same, Mr. Stephen
jMeadnn. to Miss Z.lR»ia Gre«n, all of this city. -''

In Scipio. Cayuga r.&nty. on tlie 20th inst.. ELIHU *
CKLKMAN. to KUZ\BKTH P., daughter of Abra-
ham Wilieit, of the fon.\jr place.

Dll
At the rnRidence of his sc

So'uili s3t. Paul street, after
Grillitli.aged 83 years.

illiajT) Grim1:!), on
itigering illness, John

At Kochesier, N. Y.,rf>n S u e
Oith vear of her age, KLIZAHK

il f DANIKL A I A ; K E \

Dec. 22d, in the,

willow of DANII'TL AlAUKENZl^ of Glensl'ie? in
tlie High lands of i'erthee, Scotlanx and mother'of
William li.von Mackenzie, furmerly V Toronto, and
now, and fur the last six months, a s!»e prisoner in "
Aloni'ue County Jail. i

Ai <!larkson, on the lOih instant, of coPumption in
the 55ih yi-iir of her a«e, JN'ICY :MALLORY,\ifrf Of jjj.
Kziu Mallory, and a sister of Major Ciiar\ B. Bris^

isictt-
lst

tol, of this city. ^ \
In this city, on \)i» 231 inslant, afte;

IH.'S-I. Air. TIIO.MAS J. STURETRR, ,n
lia;tlist Church nf this city, aijiJ 37

In this city, on ih^Oth instant, Mrs.
Horace 15. Keney, ajeti ii3 years.

In tliis citv. nn the l9rh instant, Har
Horace ti Kmiey, aged 4 months.

VOLUME TWELVE
OF THE ,

GEM AND LADIES' AMULE'
k One of the clionpest Somi-Montiily PuUica'.ions in the U.Slntw J

A Seiui-Hontkly Journal of L>itera.tur«
Talcit and

THE Twelfth Volume of the GEM, will be'
commenced in the second week in January,!
1840; and it is intended that it shall exceed
the previous volumes in the points of utility,
interest, quality of paper and mechanical ex-
ecution. Tendering to our readers the
thanks which their libenal patronage demands,
we .respectfully solicit a continuance and an
morease of that support, under the assurance
that we shall devote more time and exercise
oiure zealous, care, in selecting such matter
as will be, not only interesting and amusing,
but also of real and permanent usefulness.
We shall aim to make the best selections, and
original articles will not be published unless
thev combine talent and interest.

TERMS—As heretofore ; to city subscri-
bers, who have the paper left at their doors
ftXgftO ;—to those who call at the office $l,s&;
—and to Mail subscribers, $1,00 -a vear
PAYMENT IN ADVANCE will be requir-
ed in every instance; Subscriptions -Will" not
be received for less than a year, and all sub-
scribers must commence with the bo«sftmfnrr
of the volume. °^

AGENTS.—Any person who will rotnit
us $5,00, posta/re-free, shall*receive six co-
pies ; for $10,00, l.kJ copies.

SIIGPARD h STRONG.
ROCHKSTRR, N. Y. Nov , 1839,
ITEDITOKS who will jjive the ibrjve Jwn

three insertion*, ehnll be entitled La.*"-'.**
vor in our columns.
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