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ANGLO-FRENCH ALLIANCE AND ORSINI.

‘Wz doubt if any event of the last forty years, excited so much
surprise on the European continent, as the Anglo-French alliance
during the Russian war, and not surprise only, but chagrin and
indignation. All the traditions of European diplomacy had de-
clared such a union impossible ; and it was probably the very last
contingency to enter into the calculations either of the réaction-
naires or the radicals. The former had always looked upon Eng-
land as their firmest barrier against the onslaughts of French de-
mocracy, not because the political tendencies of the two countries
were widely different, but because the two nations hated each
other with that intense hatred which nothing but ‘an ancient
grudge’ can inspire. France had, they calculated, suffered too
much ever to forget, and En%}and had inflicted too much injury
ever to hope to be forgiven. Their wars had not, like those of the
continent, been wars of diplomatists and generals, in which the

eople looked on in fear or curiosity, while the legions of the

mperor or the Grand Monarch defiled past their doors, to suffer
defeats which inspired the peasant with no regret, or win victories
which brought him neither relief nor rejoicing. Anglo-French
wars were often, it is true, undertaken for the attainment of objects
not visible to the eye of the masses; but the people of the two
countries entered upon them with a hearty personal animosity
which never sought to disguise itself. Each was to the other what
the Turks were to the Hungarians, the Tartars to the Russians, the
Moors to the Spaniards, and we were going to say, the British to
the Americans — that article of prime necessity without which
national life seems to move sluggishly, and in hatred of which so
much fervid and turbulent patriotism finds vent — ‘a natural
enemy.’ From the birth of the two nations down to 1850, they
had never united for a common object, or in obedience to a fellow-
feeling, except in the Crusades, and no allusion to this famous re-
ligious experience was very likely in the middle of the nineteenth
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2 Anglo-French Alliance and Orsini. [July,

century to cause Jacques Bonhomme to inclose the portly person
of John Bull in a fraternal accolade. In the long interval which
has since elapsed, how many ¢ wars of giants’ have they waged,
on how many bloody fields have they met, and how many hun-
dreds of millions of treasure has each expended from his hard
earnings, in the fell desire to harass, cripple, and destroy his rival ?
There was nothing in short, which, when Louis Napoleon ascended |
the throne, history did not make it seem safer to Xredict, than a
union in arms, in a common cause, of the foes of Agincourt, and
Fontenoy, and Waterloo.

The liberals of every shade, from the moderate conservatives of
Berlin to the most sanguinary reds of Leicester Square, felt them-
selves equally justi.ﬁe(f in scouting the idea as an impossibility.
England had for thirty years been known as the fast friend of par-
liamentary government, not only at home, but all over the world.
She had conferred it on her colonies, exacted it from her protegés,
and done all that bullying, and wheedling, and intriguing, and ar-
guing could do, to persuade mankind that it was the one great
political elixir, before whose potent influence all sores and ulcers
disappeared from the body politic in the twinkling of an eye.
She had never even been willing to admit that exceptions might
exist to the propriety of its application, or that it did not retain
its virtues in any climate. The language of the English press and
of the English legislature, had led every body on the continent to
believe that it was an axiom in English politics, that the monarch
who refused to bestow it on his people, was a knave or a fool, and
the people who did not demand it, and if need be, fight for it, were
asses or slaves. From 1820 to 1848, there was hardly a speech
delivered on questions of foreign politics in either House of Par-
liament, hardly a line written in the London editorial bureaux, in
which this lesson was not inculeated. 'Wasit from this quarter that
a frank and friendly recognition was to be looked for of the most un-
scrupulous, most determined, and most faithless enemy which par-
liamentary government has over encountered? And was Lord
Palmerston, who was oradled in parliamentary traditions, who has

own gray in parlisamentary strifo, whose laurels have been won
in its conflicts, and whoso strongest claim to the admiration of his
countrymen is his English rondiness in debate, his English respect -
for majorities, his hearty English appreciation of the tonic efficacy
of election tumult and uproar — not the lnst man whom the world
would have expected to sacrifico his place in tho cabinet to a desire
to congratulate the conspirator of the Nocond of December upon
having kicked parliament out of doors ?

Moreover, thoro was nothing for which England took more
oredit to herself, than the rospect of hor pooplo for tho law, and
nothing she professed to honor moroe in othors, - The duty of oboy-
ing it, till changed, was ono of the onrlivat lowsons in hor political
catechism. She had, in all periods of her history, heon more than
usually vehement in her denunciations of military violations of i
above all. She had never lost an opportunity of placing on armed



1858.] Anglo-French Alliance and Orsini. 3

interference with the ordinary course of justice, the stamp of public
execration. Precautions against it have always been the first fruits
of her revolutions, and all her great acta publica bristle with de-
clarations of its enormity, ang penalties on its perpetrators.
And yet Louis Napoleon had been guilty of worse crimes against
law, than those for which Charles lost his life, and James his crown.
They suffered for violating liberties which had never been defined,
and a constitution which they had never recognized. He abrogated
a constitution he had sworn to maintain, and turned a court of
justice into the street, which, in legal form and for proved guilt,
had solemnly convicted him of treason. An alliance between
France and England seemed under any circumstances improbable ;
but between England and the France of Napoleon the Third it
seemed a monstrosity.

It was brought about by the operation of two influences: one was
Louis Napoleon’s exceeding suavity and deference, and the other
the brilliant openings for English capital which his regime seemed
to offer. He had resided long in England, had studied the coun-
try closelﬁ, and thoroughly appreciated both her strong and weak

oints. He recognized in her the only antagonist in Europe whom

rance, in the zenith of her military splendor, could neither intimi-
date nor subdue, and was fully aware that the man must have
more than his uncle’s genius and twice his uncle’s resources, who
should desire her enmity or despise her friendship. The Queen of
England was the only member of the European family of monarchs
who would heartily acknowledge that popular choice was as good
a title to legitimacy as hereditary descent; and there was no
monarch in the world whose recognition would do so much to
supply the place of heraldry and history. To be sure it would
have been greater and grander to have relied solely on his seven
millions of votes, and claimed for his royalty a loftier and nobler
confirmation than lapse of ages or sacramental chrysm ; but no one
is always great any more t%mn always wise. Every man has his
weakness, and a desire to be admitted to the royal family on equal
footing, and for this purpose ‘to be well introduced,” seems to
have been Louis Napoleon’s. However it be, he never ceased,
from the moment of his accession to the throne, to give the frankest
and most unmistakable proofs of his desire to be on terms of
cordial intimacy with his neighbor. The English government had
the intrigues, the falsehood, the chicanery, and deceit of the Or-
leans dynasty still fresh in their memories; and the dangerous un-
certainty and vacillation of the republic, was of still more recent
date. To have to deal with a power which was not only all
smiles, but whose smiles werereal —which promised readily, and yet
could keep its promises, was a bait too novel and too tempting to
be rejected.

Enormous investments of English capital were made in French
securities during the reign of Louis Philippe. There was hardly a
public work of importance in the whole country which did not owe
1ts existence in great part to those bugbears of all honest French-
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men— ‘English guineas” The resources still undeveloped, and
which promised a handsome percentage for all outlay, were great,
and combined with their near neighborhood to the head-quarters
of British capital, and the consequent facilities for personal inquiry
and supervision on the part of stockholders, they offered a tempt-
ing field to the energies of British capitalists. The storms of the
revolutionary period which followed 1848 had inflicted serious in-
jury on these gentlemen. The depreciation in value of every
species of property, which was the natural consequence of the un-
certainty of the political future, during the republican regime, had
fallen no less heavily on them than on the natives, and they shared
to the fullest extent the hostility with which the bourgeoisie re-

rded the new order of things, and were secretly fully as anxious
or the establishment of ‘a strong government.’

There was hardly one of their dreams which Louis Napoleon
did not promise to fulfil. The policy he traced out at the very
dawn of the empire was the one of all others to meet the wants of
a timid trader: unbounded facilities for speculatton, with absolute
repression of all movements, political or other, which might exer-
cise the slightest influence on stocks or other securities, and no less
guarantee for the safety of property than five hundred thousand
bayonets, of which he had already proved himself capable of mak-
ing a remorseless and unscrupulous use. Nor did the new govern-
ment confine itself to bare guarantee of the security of vested
rights. It declared it to be a part of its mission to foster and sti-
mulate enterprise, so as to place France in the front rank of the
army of commerce, and for this purpose -began to make a lavish
use of all the resources, both material and moral, of the state. It
is no part of our present purpose to chronicle the prodigious com-
mercial activity which marked the first three or four years of the
present Emperor’s reign. A monster corporation was organized
for absorbing all the savings of the community, and employing
them, under the sanction and with the aid of the government, in
every known species of speculation. Subventions were granted
with reckless profusion to rail-road and steam-boat companies, and
any other sort of company whose existence bore the faintest appear-
ance of testimony to the general prosperity. *¢Concessions’ of
rail-roads were showered upon the heads of eager capitalists, and
among the most eager were the wonlthiest and canniest men of
‘the city.’ The London Z%mes, which for a month or two after
the coup détat, remained faithful in its alleginnce to law and just-
ice and humanity, and fired brosdsides which startled the usurper
on his throne, specdily gnve wy hofore the volleys of serip, cou-
pons, and bonds which it received in return, struck its colors and
converted itsclf into his eordial friend and ndmirer,  In the autumn
of 1853, hefore the grass had grown on the Wloody graves of those
who fell two yenrn before in uttering Franoe's lnat, protest against,
not simply the destruction of her libuttien, bt agninst one of
the worst outrages ever perpetrated tgum the good faith of the
world, there was not a man or journal of influenss or position in the
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whole British empire who dared to say that Louis Napoleon was
not worthy, not merely of English civility, but of English sympathy
and good wishes. Each month saw the adulation increase and the
delusion deepen. When the Russian war broke out, the English
army followed Marshal St. Arnaud to the field, rather as an auxi-
liary corps than as the representative of the victors of Vittoria and
of Waterloo, and accepted the position of inferiority which was
assigned it, at once, and without a word of complaint from the au-
thorities at home. The two armies went into action at Alma with
equal numbers ; to the English was assigned the duty of the front
attack, where most danger lay and most loss was to be endured;
the French reserved to themselves the pleasanter task of surpris-
ing the enemy’s flank by climbing precipitous heights unimpeded,
and have ever since worn the laurels plucked on that bloody field.
During the siege operations, the English were placed without re-
monstrance on the right wing, the point farthest from the sea, and
most exposed to a flank attack from the enemy. We all know the
results. 'We know that France came out of the war with fresh
lustre and strengthened prestige, and the British with the be-
wildering sensation of having fought very hard and been kicked
for their pains. The army went home intensely dissatisfied with
the part they had been permitted to })lay in the conflict, and their
feeling communicated itself to the whole country, and was aggra-
vated by the tone of the French press in commenting upon the
events of the war. The publication of the Baron de Bazancourt’s
volume ; the omission of all mention of the English army at the ban-
quet given to the Crimean heroes at Marseilles; and a variety of
other minor incidents, small in themselves, but important in view
of the actual temper of the public, gave the existing irritation on
the part of the British a chronic character. Lord Palmerston, and
the Z%mes, and the capitalists, however, clung to the alliance,
though the doubtful operations by which it was found necessary to
sustain the national credit during the financial panic of last
winter, somewhat damaged the commercial character of the empire.
But a crisis of some sort was clearly at hand. The train was laid,
and Orsini’s attempt fired it, and blew Palmerston, the alliance,
Count Persigny, and a great quantity of other valuables, into the air.

It is a great mistake to suppose that it was either the language
of the army, or of Count de Persigny, per se, which created the re-
cent extraordinary effervescence of anti-Gallic feeling in England.
Provocations as great, and menaces much more insulting because
more deliberate,%mve been offered before now, without giving rise
to any thing more exciting than a diplomatic correspondence. In
his ordinary moods, John Bull would have vented his ire upon the
braggarts by a letter to the Z%mes, and then let the matter sli
from his memory. But the Crimean war had left its sting, an
the very same causes which led the French colonels and the
French ambassadors to forget themselves, roused the British pub-
lic into frenzy. Bernard’s trial was the last act in a drama, the
first scene of which was laid on the banks of the Alma.
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The Orsini conspiracy, or rather the effects it produced on
the policy of the French Government, drove the English public
into speaking out frankly what they had long secretly felt. The
studied contempt with which Count de Persigny treated the
humble congratulations of the London Corporation on his master’s
escape, and the savage menaces which, in defiance of all good dis-
cipline, the army was allowed to utter through the columns of the
Moniteur, showed them what they refused to believe three years
previously — that no amount of flattery, conciliation, or sub-
serviency can establish between the two countries any thing more
solid than an alliance of governments, and that a lasting union be-
tween two nations of such pretensions and such antecedents, and
marked by such differences of character and institutions, can never
be based on an assumption of their equality. Nor had the empire
fulfilled any of the hopes it had excited at 1ts inauguration. Seven

ears of experiment had resulted in a yearly deficit in the revenue,
in a yearly increase in the civil list, in the continued denial of
liberty of speech, in the destruction of the last shreds of freedom
of election, in a police and passport system of greater stringency
than ever. Nothing which was promised in 1852 was forthcoming.
The Emperor informed the Chambers in that year, that liberty did
not form the pedestal of the political column : it crowned it. The
column has been going up rapidly ever since, and the materials
have been all supplied from the great quarry of the Jdée Napo-
leoniennes, but it has been so constructed, that any other capital
than slavery would now' constitute an architectual deformity. Asa
commercial speculation, the failure of the imperial r¢gime has been
equally signal. Business is at a stand-still throughout the country ;
the Crédit Mobilicr maintains its footing only through government
support ; the Bank of France was saved from stoppage and the com-
mercial panic averted, by the exertions of the police. ‘A runm?®
would have been deemed an expression of want of confidence in the
Government, and punished as seditious. Better be bankrupt, and
say nothing about it, than try to pay your way and go to jail.
Stocks of all kinds have sunk so low, and return so little, under
the influence of the genecral fecling of insecurity and uncertainty,
that most Englishmen are satisfied, that as far as trade is concerned,
the boisterous weather of republicanism is preferable to the hor-
rible calms which precede the hurricanes of despotism. The ad-
miration of the world has been often challenged tfor the broad de-
mocratic platform on which his majesty’s throne rests. Few men
have put on the crown and the assumed golden bees, at the bid-
ding of seven millions of free citizens. The first of Orsini’s bombs
dispelled the delusion. He who reigned by the national will, was
forced, because two foreigners attempted his life, to apportion
France into military districts, and garrison each by a corps darmée
on war footing, under the command of a marshal, and place the
civil government of Paris in the hands of an African sabreur.
Orsini certainly failed to kill the Emperor, but he slew the empire,
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in destroying the faith of England and of the world, in its moral
strength.

‘With this dissipation of political delusions, has passed away that
obliquity of vision on the part of the public, both in France and
England, which enabled the usurper to hide unscrupulousness and
perjury, by the exhibition of courage and success. The reflections
which Orsini’s death inspired, must, we feel certain, bave had a
large share in opening the ears of the world to the accents of
justice and truth. The contrast between the career of him who

ied on the scaffold, and that of his accuser who sat oh the throne,
was in itself a great moral lesson. Both began life in much the
same position; both entered on the world with the uncon-
querable determination to carry out the object nearest their hearts;
both passed their prime either in prison or in exile; both were
adventurers, and both conspirators; both, ten years ago, would
have been spoken of by European governments as vaga%onds, of
equal pretensions to the pillory or the whippin%‘-post. Each pur-
sued his ends with singleness of purpose to the last; one has died
on the scaffold, and the other signed the warrant for his execution.
And yet there is no one who sits down calmly, and applies to their
history the immutable standard of truth and right, without feeling
that if one be a villain and the other a hero, the prize was due to
Orsini, and the judgment should be passed on Napoleon. Orsini
sacrificed himself, family and friends, home and happiness, to the
furtherance of an idea which may be called visionary, but which
no man can condemn. The Italian who lives for the liberation of
Italy, and ends by dying for it, may possibly be a fool, but his
folly is of that extreme sort, that it needs but a tinge of success to
change it into the highest sort of wisdom. The leading feature
in Orsini’s career was self-abnegation. His own comfort, conve-
nience, or safety were the last elements which ever entered into his
calculations. There is not an American or an Englishman in ex-
istence, whose proudest boast and glory it would not be to have
had a father, or grand-father, or ancestor ever so remote, who had
done and dared, for America or England, all that this forlorn, per-
secuted ¢ Carbonaro’ dared and did for Italy, up to the attempt on
Napoleon. The Emgeror has displayed ec*ual determination, equal
endurance, equal enthusiasm, but neither love for his own country
nor the human race in general nerved his arm nor steeled his
courage. His object, from first to last, has been avowedly his own
clevation to the throne, and the enjoyment of the salary apper-
taining to that position ; and he has never been guilty of the petty
meanness of pretending that he had any other aim in view. He
did not even put forward the claim of hereditary right, to justify
the preliminary perjury and massacre of the Second of December,
as in that case it would have been unnecessary to appeal to the
people for election, and the coup d’état would have been but a le-

itimate re-seizure of stolen goods. He conspired, he fought, he

roke his oath, because he desired to be Emperor ; and he killed
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Orsini, because he wishes to remain Emperor. Orsini conspired,
and fought, and sought to assassinate, that twenty millions might
be free. The last act in his sad story was the only blemish upon
a life of singular loyalty to honest convictions; but if the cow;
détat, the breach of the presidential oath, and the bloodshed whicﬁ
followed it, be justifiable in consideration of the end they had in
view, so also was the attempt of the twenty-first of January ; for,
per se, both acts were cqually heinous, A¥ argument which ex-
culpates Louis Napoleon, excuses Orsini. Their cases, then, differ
only in the aims of the men, and the result of their endeavors; and
the issue once narrowed down to these two points, and the parties
brought face to face, the one in the position of judge, and the
other of executioner, every good instinct of the human heart rises
in execration at the spectacle. Both are scoundrels, if you will 3
both may come in the jurist’s classification, under the category of
hostes humani generis; but any alliance, or other political arrange-
ment which rests on the assumption, that the one of two such men
descrves the hand of sympathy and friendship, while the other has
met his deserts on the block, is such a crazy fabric, that it needs
only to be examined to be overturned.

e result of this latest attempt to maintain a hearty and active
friendship between two countries, whose domestic policy and insti-
tutions are so totally opposed as those of England and France, has
a warning in it, which it is to be hoped will not be forgotten.
How vain it is for England to hope to escape serious misconception,
as to the operation of the simplest portion of her political machin-
ery, has been evidenced by the way in which the result of Bernard’s
trial has been received in France; and the vote of the House of
Commons on the Conspiracy Bill, proves the serious inconveniences
of being on such terms with any despotic power, as to render the
introduction of such a measure, at its request, at all obligatory.
The fact is, that a general alliance or agreement to adhere to any
other state through thick and thin, or intercourse so intimate as
to involve such an alliance as an almost unavoidable consequence,
is something which cvery free country should avoid. All govern-
ments have a right to expect civility, and such good offices as hu-
manity or politeness dictate, or the interests of science or commerce
may require at the hands of their neighbors; but nothing more.
More than this entails a tacit approval by one of a thousand things
in the domestic policy of the other, which at home would be
condemned as wicked and indefensible, and it entails deviations
from its own foreign policy, which nothing but the interests of its
people or those of pure justice, can warrant,

A free peoplo eannot enter into n hearty alliance with a despot,
without effecting romne sort of comptromise hetween his principles
and theirs, and all such ecompromises are immoral. England
would certainly hefore now have ratisfied public justice, by dealing
out retribution on Naples, if she had not been compelled to respect
in the person of King Bomba the principle which sits enthroned
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in France, in the person of Louis Napoleon; and the stand she is
now taking on the slave-trade, is terribly damaged by the conces-
sions which the alliance has compelled her to make to the French
‘free emigration’ scheme. The yoke between her and the Em-
peror was one of the most unequal the world ever saw ; and there
18 no friend of free institutions who must not rejoice in its sever-
ance. The sturdy oak of English freedom can never be other than
hampered by the intrusion of a pretentious French poplar into its
branches. It stands best alone. Whatever the spread of English
laws, and ideas, and influence can do to make mankind freer and
wiser and happier, can be done most effectually, when it has not to
accommodate itself to dynastic prejudices or necessities; and if
Louis Napoleon’s policy be for the gaod and glory of France, it
is but fair that he should win his guerdon or meet his doom,
single-handed, and on his own merits,

THE MESSENGER AT NIGHT.

BY R, HE, STODDARD.

A ru0E at the window,
A tap on the pane:
Who is it that wants me,
To-night in the rain?

I have lighted my chamber,
And brought out my wine,

For a score of good fellows
Were coming to dine.

The dastards have failed me,
And sent in the rain

The man at the window,
To tap on the pane!

I hear the rain patter,
I hear the wind blow :
I hate the wild weather,
And yet I must go!

I could moan like the wind now,
And weep like the rain,

But the thing at the window
Is tapping again!

It beckons, I follow :
Good-by to the light!

I am going, oh! whither?
Out into the night!
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GIPSYING OVER THE WORLDS®

SBSECOND PAPER.,

¢I sex a volume of slow-rising smoke
O’ertop the lofty wood that skirts the wild.
A vagabond and useless tribe there eat
Their miscrable meal. A kettle,
Slung between two poles, upon a stick transverse,
Receives the morsel. . . . .

Hard-faring race,
They lgxick their fuel out of every hedge,
Which, kindled with dry leaves and wood, just saves
The spark of life. The'sportive wind blows wide
Their fluttering rags, and shows a tawny skin —
The vellum of the pedigree they claim.’

Froox this rural English scene, so well described by Cowper, let
the reader transport himself in imagination to the balmy air and
sunny sky of Andalusia, to a court in the luxurious capital of that
ancient province. The water leaps laughingly from a Moorish
fountain, and falls back in gracef?ll jets to kiss the snow-white
marble. The warbling of birds, the aroma of the 4zahar, and the
breath of innumerable flowers, too delicate and beautiful for western
lands, suggest the great-eyed Orient. The silvery laugh of Anda-
lusian maidens rings upon the air, as, seated in the shade of the
orange-trees, they now touch the guitar, and now, for a time,
intertwine with needles the silk and gold on their tambours.

The bell rings, and to the soft Quien es? enters the Gitana—the
Gipsy fortune-teller — who, with her wild looks and haggard fea-
tures, resembles a Harpy suddenly descended among the Graces.
Her accents are of hate, rather than of love. While murmuring
curses to herself she invokes the blessings of the stars upon those
not of her blood. Her movements and gestures are impassioned.
Fire seems to gleam from the liquid eyes of the strange apparition,
whose very presence is fascination — for it is the belief of all the
maidens of Seville, that the dusky Sibyl possesses the mysteries
of futurity, and can unlock them to whom she will. A4ve Maria
purissima | escapes their lips but once, and a silver coin is given
to the strange being, wherewith to make the sign of the cross ; for
without this there could be no duena ventura.

Then, skilled in all the arts of chiromancy, she carefully traces
the lines upon those delicate hands, and dispenses— to this one,
wealth ; to that one, pearls; to another, what is better than wealth
or pearls, the affection of some gallant hidalgo — thus realizing to
them all, the rosy visions that float around the sleep of maidens of

cighteen.

¢ Tag Gresms. Their Origin, History, and Manner of Life, By the author of * Roumania.’
(In press.) RuUDD AXD OARLETON, 810 Broadway, New-York.
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The scene changes to the banks of the Danube, where of an
evening, in the shadow of the %reat hill of Buda, hundreds of the
Magyar chivalry assemble with the noble dames of that heroic
race to listen to the impassioned strains of a band of roving Gip-
sies — to a dusky group washing with Colchian fleeces, as of old,
the sands of the Carpathian Arangosh, richer in golden spangles
than Pactolus — to a circle of Roumanian youths and maidens uns
dulating in the graceful hora to the music of Gipsy lautari, to a
silent and breathless throng seated around a serpent-charmer of

Egypt.

gﬂ’ the sun sinks behind the hills of Judea, the traveller on the
plain bivouacs for the night. And there is no more beautiful
sight than when seated before his tent he watches the fires kindled
on the mountains of Moab, rising beyond the Jordan like a wall
against the eastern sky. In the cool of the purple evening the
Bedouins of the neighboring encampment assemble, but not to lis-
ten to the wild fables of the desert, or to the poems of Antar, re-
cited by one of the eloquent lip and the restless eye. The Gipsies,
called Chamart by the Arabs, have chanced hither in their wander-
ings from village to village and camp to camp; and under the
silent stars they draw out the long hours of the night in that wild
and weird minstrelsy which alike delights the children of Roma
and of Ishmael.

Again the scene changes —to distant India — to bands of dark-
eyed nomads roving on the banks of her mysterious rivers, or in
the land where oriental poverty is married with oriental magnifi-
cence, to a Rajah’s court, before which Gipsy maidens are floating
in the soft movements of the eastern dance.

Who these Gipsies are, scattered more widely over the world
than the leaves by the winds of autumn, we attempted to show in
the last number of the KNickErBocKER. We have thought that
the readers of our Magazine may be interested in some of the cus-
toms and peculiarities of this strange people —the remnant per-
haps of some ancient race, left to perish on the shore, while the
great tide of barbaric life has ebbed; a people of primitive
virtues, unchanged it may be where all else has changed; with
whom nothing is rare, neither the beauty of Astyanax, the charms
of Zenobia, the manly air of Hector, the talent of Bailot, the voice
of Malibran, the gravity of Priam, nor the sorrow of Cassandra.

After the birtErof a Gipsy child, almost the first thing to be
thought of, in Mohammedan countries, i8 its circumcision, in Christ-
ian countries, its christening. Their haste in this respect does
not result, however, from exceedin% piety on the part of the Gipsy
parents, or so much from a desire for the spiritual welfare of their
offspring, as for the spiritual edification to themselves consequent
upon a liberal supply of drink. The Moslem’s paradise and the

ristian’s heaven are myths never to be thought of in comparison
with the Gipsy’s earth, to which he clings with a tenacity unknown
to any other race.

It is a peculiarity of the Gipsies that they manage to draw
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From all we have been able to learn from the Gipsies them-
selves, in many countries, and from others concerning them, es
cially the observant Vaillant, Zota is their god, and the sun his
image. Children of the ecarth, the sky is to them only the head
(s’ero) of Tota ; the sun is his heart, his eye, and his soul; he em-
braces all things with his love; the stars are spangles of fire shot
from his eyes. If the zephyr breathes, it is Zota refreshing the
earth with his divine breath; if the thunder reverberates among
the clouds, it is Zota who has taken cold and coughs. Who or
what then is their divinity ? Zota is neither the heavens nor the
carth, neither the stars nor any thing that can be seen, touched,
or felt. He is a flame, a heat, an invisible fire that communicates
itself to every thing, which renders the earth fruitful, glimmers
in the stars, burns in the sun, illuminates the heavens, glows in the
lightnings, and vivifies the spirit. The sun is his image, and it is
in the sun that the Gipsies adore him. It is for him that they are
born, that they live and die. The soul, the breath, the spirit, all be-
long to Zota as the body belongs to the earth. The Gipsy laborer is
from predilection a smith ; and it is in exciting fire, in beating iron
and copper, that he returns naturally to his ancient faith, and teaches
to his offspring the probable existence of a Supreme Being, of a di-
vine breath that gives to fire heat, force, and life.

Zota, or Devel as he is more frequently called, is recognized by
the Gipsies as the principle of good or of light, and Bengel, the
principle of evil or of darkness —mnot unlike the Ormzud and
Ariman of the Persians. By a singular application of language,
however, they have given the name of Satan to Gop, and in like
manner converted the first of martyrs ( Tomas signifying a thief’)
into a pick-pocket. The Gipsies believe in the eternity of matter, -
as also of the spirit; yet their great fear is, that Bengel may anni-
hilate one or the other, if not both. They are therefore only soli-
citous of conciliating this dread Nemesis that impends over them
in this world, and over-shadows even that which is to come., It
seems useless to bestow a thought upon the benignant deity who
never does them harm.

The Gipsies do not apparently believe in a resurrection in the
next world, averring that we are miserable enough in this, yet do
not imagine death to be an absolute destrnction. They suppose
that the body will again enrich the earth, and the spirit vivity the
air. The Gipsies have also an idea of the transmigration of souls.
How far the untutored children of Roma ever comprehended the
refined doctrines of the metempsychosis is unknown, but there is
something in the wild dream of’ soul-wandering through millions
of ages, in harmony with the wandering propensities of the Gipsies.

One would have hardly expected to find the despised Gipsies still
retaining the most ancient religion of India, practising even in our
midst those mysterious rites which unite them with the most distant

lands, and the most remote ages. Deva Tota, Fire of Fire, the ori-
ginal creative cause, appears to have been the primitive god of India;
and before this divinity was supplanted by Buddha, Fire-worship
was, in a great degree, the religion of the country. Tamerlane, be-
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lieving it to be his mission to rid the earth of idolaters, caused the
Indian fire-worshippers to be thrown into the flames they adored.
At the Hindoo marriages, the officiating Brahmin still worships the
sun in the name of the bridegroom and the bride; and when the
women of India bathe in the sacred Ganges, they bow in devotion
toward the same bright luminary.

The Parsee Fire-worshippers are to be found in many parts of
the east, especially in India and Persia, but the central point of
this religion is upon the peninsula of Apscherson in the Caspian
Sea. A few miles from Baka four immense columns of flame un-
ceasingly blaze up from the earth, with many smaller flames in the
vicinity., By night they produce a magnificent effect, seeming,
near at hand, a sea of fire, and, in the distance, serving as a beacon
to vessels tossed upon the Caspian. With these flames, which feed
upon enormous vo?umes of gas constantly escaping from fissures in
the rocks, ascend the prayers of the Fire-worshippers, a consider-
able number of whom spend their time there in voluntary penance
and mortification, a miserable remnant of the ancient sect of
Zoroaster, whose elevated teachings were, in the course of time,
degraded into unmeaning ceremonies. The emaciated, half-naked
gorms of the devotees flit like uneasy ghosts among the pillars of

ame.

Traces of Fire-worship were to be found in the religious sys-
tems of the Egyptians, the Greeks, and the Romans. Temples
were dedicated to the sun, and altars built whose inscriptions still
attest the object of their erection. Yet more lasting than temples
or altars or inscriptions, are the usages that have found lodgment
in the hearts of the people.

The appearance of the sacred fire in the Holy Sepulchre at
Jerusalem is the crowning glory of the great Easter festival. In
Western Europe, also, many relics of Fire-worship exist in the ob-
servance of the Catholic Church. As the traveller in France as-
cends the valley of Seille from Arlay to Voiteur on Christmas-eve,
he beholds upon the heights of Arlay, Brery, and Chateau-Chalons
a spectacle of marvellous beauty. The mountains seem illuminated
with constellations of blazing stars, some fixed and others in motion,
It is the youth of the neighboring hamlets bearing torches in their
hands, and now and then wheeling them in circles of fire. Should
he ask the reason of this, the peasant would tell him that the
torches thus agitated represent those carried by the shepherds who
went to offer their homage to the infant Saviour. The student of
traditions and customs would tell him that the observance was still
more ancient, and referred to the mythological system of the
Hindoos.

At the port of Brest, in Brittany, a province in which are to be
found many souvenirs of India, three or four thousand peopie as-
semble on the ice on Christmas-eve, with flaming torches in their
hands, whose rapid movements and rotations exhibit a thousand
capricious arabesques of fire, and almost make the spectator be-
lieve that he is looking upon the breaking billows of a phosphores-
cent ocean,
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live is still more unfavorable to the development of physical
charms, or at least obscures them when actually existing.

The boast of the Gipsies that they sprang from the earth, is
verified by the quantity of dirt adhering to their persons. How-
ever useful water may be for purposes of navigation, they appear
to have sworn eternal hostility against it, both as a purifying agent
and a beverage. Were it not for the involuntary washing of an
occasional shower, a person might with tolerable accuracy estimate
the age of a Gipsy from the different strata of filth collected upon
his body, as we tell the age of trees by counting the rings of an-
nual growth from the centre of the trunk. It were better for us,
however, not to reveal the whole truth of this matter.

These princes of the ¢ ragged regiment ’ are equally negligent
with their garments. The different tribes of Suders who inhabit
the mountains of the Carnatic, and are in so many respects allied
to the Gipsies as evidently to belong to the race, are said to have
a singular domestic regulation that obliges persons of both sexes to
pass their lives in disgusting uncleanness. The common Gipsy usage
regarding dress is reduced to a law forbidding‘]:lmty person to wash
his garments or to lay them aside until they rom the body of
their own accord. This regulation is so scrupulously observed,
that if one of their number dips his rags in the water, he is forth-
with expelled from the tribe and sent away in disgrace. It should
be stated, however, that water is not very abundant in the region
of the Carnatic.

The features of the Gipsies are not to be mistaken. They are
of medium height, robust and nervous. Never among the ebony
slaves from Abyssinia exposed for sale in the markets of Egypt, or
among the pale merchandise of the East which in early life had
breathed the mountain air of the Caucasus, have we seen forms
so perfectly rounded and developed — forms that would so delight
a sculptor as models. Sometimes when seen in repose, the youth
of the Zend-cali might almost be mistaken for statues of bronze.
The face is oval, the complexion a dark, rich olive, and the teeth
are of ivory whiteness. The females, if not combining all the
splendid outlines and delicious tints of Eastern beauty, are not
wanting in the browned ruddy cheeks and swelling bosoms so
associated with Gipsy charms. The eye, however, is the marked
featuro of the race, and would distinguish the Gipsy in whatever
{)lace, costume or character she might appear. It is not the small,

uxurious eye of the Jewess, the oblong eye indispensable to the
Chinese beauty, nor the soft, almond eye of the Egyptian, but
something unique and peculiar. It is vivid, lustrous, or liquid,
according to the thought which seeks for utterance. Now it has
a wild and staring expression, and then, in moments of repose, a
filmy and phosphorescent softness will gather over it, through
which one looks as into the depths of the soul.

Beauty, however, is a delicate gift —a child of care and atten-
tion which, if not to be bathed constantly in May-dew, and fed on
honeysuckle, cannot on the contrary be long exposed with impu-

/ ™
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nity to the rough manner of life — sans feu et lieu — of the Gipsies.
We once saw a Circassian girl sold in Constantinople whose ap-
pearance by no means corresponded with the idea we had formed
of her countrywomen. Upon inquiry, we were informed that
female slaves, when first brought from the Caucasus, are for the
most part rough, ungainly creatures. But after they have been
trained for a time in the harems of the Turkish grandees, and used
the bath, the veil, and the thousand-and-one agents employed in
the East, they become really beautiful. Their daughters are to be
numbered among the handsomest women in the world — so much
is beauty dependent upon favorable circumstances.

Gipsy charms are therefore short-lived: and as it takes an an-
gel to make a demon, the pretty girl of Roma soon becomes the
incarnation of ugliness. The change is as great as if one of the
Graces were metamorphosed into a daughter of Acheron. Her smile
grows hard and disagreeable; her forehead is early seamed with
wrinkles ; her wind-beaten and sun-burned cheeks, scarred by ex-

osure and furrowed by passion, are the cheeks of a living mummy.
g‘he body bent, the expression cracked, the voice broken —sex
itself becomes obliterated ; and the Gipsy hag might well imitate
old Madame de Hondatot, who candidly admitted — Autrefois,
quand j’etais femme? Manhood also assumes a sinister and
ferocious aspect. The hair which in youth served as an ornament,
grows stiff and harsh like that of a horse’s tail, and being rarely
cut or kemped, is usually the home of undisturbed innocence.

The face of the untamed Gipsy becomes blacker and blacker
with age, making the redness of the lips more observable, and
rendering hideous the hazy glare of the deep rolling eye. One
never sees in the aged faces of the Zend-cali that tender, mellow,
childlike expression which we often observe in good old people.
On the contrary, vice, malice, revenge, and deceit become more
outspoken. Age and the loss of teeth only whet their appetites
for evil. Their withered limbs seem never to lose their strength,
the evil eye never grows old. As the French become better cooks
in proportion to their age and ugliness, so crooked Gipsy crones
maie the best fortune-tellers.

‘Water is the usual beverage of the Gipsies, They have, how-
ever, an inordinate love of brandy, which is preferred to all other
intoxicating drinks, from the fact that it induces intoxication more
speedily. Beer is not sufficiently stimulating ; beside, it is the
favorite drink of the lower class. The important events of life are
made the occasion of boisterous revels; and in case liquor can be
obtained, the mirth and gleec which attend the Gipsy’s birth and
marriage are surpassed only by the drunken orgies that mark his
passage to another world.

Among the Bazeegurs, a Gipsy tribe of India, disputes are never
referred beyond their seat. If the matter be of so serious a nature
that a small puncha’et (council) cannot settle it, the Bula Suder
convenes a general assembly. This tribunal, however, never en-
ters upon business until a quantity of liquor equal to the import-
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ance of the case has been provided by both plaintiff and defendant.
The loser has ultimately to bear the expense unless, as frequently
happens, (all parties during the discussion being indulged in a free
participation of the liquor,) judges and contestants forget all about
the affair under consideration. ~The letter of the law is in this way
accommodated to the spirit. The puncha’et disperses by degrees,
and the contending parties, when aroused from the torpor of in-
toxication, awake only to regret their folly. Christians do not
more effectually ruin themselves in their law-suits.

This Gipsy tribunal rarely returns a verdict of ¢ Not guilty,” but
fortunately for the convict any crime may be expiated by a plenti-
ful supply of liquor, the fine being proportionate to the thirst of
the court. The alternative is to have the nose rubbed on the
ground. When the case is too complicated for the intelligence of
the assembly, the accused is made to apply his tongue to a piece
of hot iron, and if burned, is pronounced guilty. Persons who
have acquired any property are in constant danger of accusation,
and if the liquor be not forthwith coming, the delinquent is hooted
from the tribe, so that he is ultimately willing to impoverish him-
self in order to obtain the necessary libation.

It may be truly said of the Gipsies of India, that they imbibe
alcohol with the maternal milk. Toddy, the fermented juice of
the palm, is regularly given to infants of five and six months when
it can be obtained. As in other countries, the Gipsies never work
while they have any thing to drink, so that their wretched life con-
stantly alternates from intoxication to labor of some kind, and from
labor to intoxication. Nor do the women allow themselves to be
outdone by the men in the habit of intemperance. The use of in-
toxicating drinks is condemned by all the high castes of India.

The dress of the Gipsies is in keeping with their nomadic tend-
encies. They find it agrecable to beg or steal garments, and
therefore ordinarily procure their clothing ready-made, so as not
to be molested by tailors’ bills, The only attempt at tailoring I
ever saw among them, was to make a hole in the middle of a
blanket large enough for the head, and a couple of smaller ones for
the arms. The wind cannot blow off his hat who has none, and
shoes are troublesome appliances with people whose manner of life
and general economy are those of vagrants and beggars.

Pride is as common in the cabins of the lowly as in the palaces
of kings. The Gipsy exhibits this weakness even in the selection
aund display of his rags. ¢Better starve than work,’ is his motto,
and he would consider it highly degrading to put on the ordinary
dress of a laboring man.

Gipsy women neither spin nor weave, neither sew nor work, and
yet it cannot be said of them that they are clothed like unto the
lilies of the field. They are usually more picturesque in the mat-
ter of dress than the males, We have known many instances in
which the entire female dress consisted of a large piece of cloth
thrown over the head and wound round the body in Eastern style,
and revealing here and there the tawny, sun-browned integument
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beneath. Gipsy women have also a dash of Bloomerism, for in
case their own wretched garments give out, they do not hesitate
to draw on those of their male companions, should these be so for-
tunate as to have any unmentionable articles of dress to spare.

Upon the coast of Malabar there is a caste of Indians named
Malai- Condiairous who live in the forests and are principally oc-
cupied in extracting, and preparing for use, the juice of the palm.
Though their manner of life is barbarous, there are too many
points of resemblance between them and the Gipsies not to believe
that they had a kindred origin. The individuals of this caste go
naked, the women wearing merely a shred of cloth that imperfectly
conceals the part it is intended to cover. It is related by the Abbe
Dubois that when the last Sultan of Mysore made an expedition
among the mountains of Malabar, having met a band of these savages,
he was shocked at the state of nudity in which they lived. How-
cver depraved the Mussulmans in their private life, they are une-
qualled in the exhibition of deccncy and modesty in public ; and
are greatly scandalized by the want of either, especially on the
part of females. The Sultan having caused the chiets of the Mala:-
Condiairous to be brought in his presence, asked them why they
and their wives did not cover their bodies more decently ? The
chiefs gave as a reason the poverty of their people and the force of
custom. Tippoo replied that he should henceforth require them to
wear clothes like the rest of his subjects, and if they had not the
necessary means, would himself gratuitously furuish every year the
cloth requisite for that purpose. The savages, thus pressed by
their sovereign, humbly remonstrated, and begged that he would
not subject them to the embarrassment of wearing clothes.
Finally they declared that if, in opposition to the rules of their caste,
he should insist upon his demand, sooner than submit to so great
a vexation, they would all leave the country and seek a refuge
where, unmolested, they could follow the customs of their fore-
fathers in dress and manner of life. Tippoo was obliged to yield.

Among the Turks, the so-called Mohammedan Gipsies have the
privilege of wearing a white turban. In Russia, the Tsigans have
large caps covered with ribbons, and, as in many other Eastern
countries, exhibit, when able, strings of silver, or even of gold coin
upon the head and neck. Green and scarlet are every where fa-
vorite colors with the Zend-cali. Though so wretched generally as
to have nothing but unseemly rags to cover their bodics, they are
not indifferent to dress. To attract attention, not to conceal their
nakedness, is the chief object. Kelpius says that the Gipsics
of Transylvania spend all their earnings for drink and clothing.
In winter, the Wallachian Gipsies either wear coarse woolen stock-
ings, knit by females upon huge wooden needles, or sew up their
feet in bundles of rags, which are not taken off until spring ar-
rives or the material perishes.

¢ It would appear,’ says Cervantes, in his Gitanella, a work more
highly esteemed in Spain than even the adventures of Don Quixote,
¢ a8 though Gipsies, both men and women, came into the world for

VOL. LIIL 2
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no other end or purpose than to be thieves: they grow up amon
thieves, the art of thieving is their study, and they finish with
being thieves, rogues, and robbers in every sense of the word ;
and the love and practice of theft, are, in their case, a sort of in-
separable accident, ceasing only with death.’ The Gipsies account
for this remarkable proclivity in the following manner, The im-
pression prevails throughout Eastern Europe, that it was the
children of Roma who crucified our Saviour on Calvary, but they
say that only one of their number assisted on that sorrowful ocoa-
sion. Four nails were brought for use. The Gipsy thinking that
three were enough, stole the remaining one; and ever since, his
people have been notorious thieves. Music, with all its refining in-
fluences, has not cured them of this predeliction.

With the Gipsies, stealing is a legitimate profession, the very
corner-stone, one might say, of their %)ody olitic. 'Writers upon
moral philosophy contend that labor and virtue are indispensable
elements of perpetuity in the existence of a state ; but here we
have a distinct people, who have existed many centuries, more by
theft than by properly directed industry, and have every where
been looked upon as the parasites of society.

The only disgrace the Gipsies attach to theft, consists in prac-
tising it too near home, and in being detected; and the youth of
Sparta were not more adroit in the execution, or more self-sacri-
ficing in the conccalment of the act. The most successful thief in
a band of Gipsies, usually attains the honor of being its chief, and
skill in this profession is ranked as the highest accomplishment that
a maiden of the tawny race can possess, proficiency therein ren-
dering her valuable to her parents, and especially desirable as a
bride.

It is not surprising, therefore, that among the Gipsies theft should
be a matter of study and education. Long before the child of
Roma is taught to read the mystical lines of the hand, or inter-
pret the hidden meaning of the stars, it is carefully instructed in
this most reliable and lucrative of Gipsy arts. Wrinkled men and
women, whose chins and knees are brought near together by age,
are the teachers, and the pupils have the benefit of both precept
and example.

In the unwritten grammar of the Gipsies, the verb is a word
which signifies ¢o dance, to smoke, to be idle. Instead of beginning
with the moods and tenses of to love, they are first taught to con-
jugate and decline nicabar, to steal; and at an astonishingly early
age, become familiar with it in all its numbers and persons. Their
knowledge has also the advantage of being practical, and shared
by every member of the tribe.

‘While the women are abroad telling fortunes, and the able-bodied
men engaged in predatory or trafficking excursions, the children at
their temporary home are initiated into the mysteries of the thieving
art. In countries where the Gipsies abound, we have seen many
a tableau of this kind worthy of the painter’s skill. The still, hazy
air of mid-day, two or three ragged tents pitched on the outskirts
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of a forest, a few rude articles of furniture seattered about, a pa-
tient donkey dozing in the shade, a thread of smoke curling up
among the tree-tops from the common fire where they cook the
evening meal — who could mistake the Gipsy camp ?

An officer in the Austrian army relates a characteristic incident
which occurred in a Hungarian village not far from Pesth. At the
house of a Jew he found a Gipsy, who had been compelled to serve
in his own regiment, trying to sell a horse which he was holding
by the bridle. He and the Jew disputed some time about the
price, but the latter agreed to throw in a roasted goose, which he
said was hanging in the chimney of the adjoining room. The
Gipsy expressed his satisfaction ; but the Jew could not find the
" goose, and, becoming angry, charged his wife with having eaten it,’
Finally it was discovered that the Gipsy had stolen the fowl, and
was holding it behind his back. The horse he was attempting to
dispose of belonged to the regiment.

Gipsy was one day brought to trial at a place near Raab.
The judge, an aged and good-natured man, said reproachfully to
the delinquent: ¢ I have no compassion for you: I could perhaps
have let you off, if in the hard, cold winter you had stolen these
boots from the peasant; but now, in burning-hot summer, when
every one can go barefoot, it is certainly an unpardonable theft.’

¢ Yes, golden, gracious master,’ replied the Gipsy naively, ¢but
in winter no one could steal boots, for every peasant then has them
on his feet. It is necessary to provide in summer, when people
leave their boots standing at home.’

On a very stormy day, a gentleman saw a Gipsy in his garden
stealing carrots. Opening the widow suddenly, he called out to
the thief: ¢ Hallo, rogue ! what are you doing there ?°*

¢ O Gop!’ exclaimed the Gipsy, seizing hold of the top of a large
carrot fast in the earth, ‘I am holding myself; for the wind is so
strong that it raises me from the ground.’

While it has been believed by many that the Gipsies have an
extended political organization, nay, that there is a King of the
Gipsies, whose dominions are wider than those of spiritual Rome ;
others have conjectured that they cherish a secret faith of their
own. What then is the religion of the Gipsies ?

It has frequently been observed, that Gipsy smiths, when they
build their fires, pronounce certain mysterious words, and perform
a short but mystical ceremony. Mr. Brown, of Constantinople,
once related to us a circumstance which occurred while he was
making a journey with a Mussulman and a Gipsy. It was during
the Ramazan — the Moslem Lent — when the faithful are not per-
mitted to taste of food from the rising to the setting of the sun.
The Gipsy rose before the break of day, to prepare the morning
neal ; and while kindling the fire, was observed to go through a
performance evidently intended as a kind of worship. Mr. Vail-
lant, who has spent many years among the Wallachians, confirms
the remarkable fact, that the secret faith long attributed to the
Gipsies, is a species of Fire-worship,
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From all we have been able to learn from the Gipsies them-
selves, in many countries, and from others concerning them, espe-
cially the observant Vaillant, Zota is their god, and the sun his
image. Children of the earth, the sky is to them only the head
(s’ero) of Tota ; the sun is his heart, his eye, and his soul ; he em-
braces all things with his love ; the stars are spangles of fire shot
from his eyes.  If the zephyr breathes, it is Zota refreshing the
earth with his divine breath; if the thunder reverberates among
the clouds, it is Zbta who has taken cold and coughs. Who or
what then is their divinity ? 7ot is neither the heavens nor the
carth, neither the stars nor any thing that can be seen, touched,
or felt. He is a flame, a heat, an invisible fire that communicates
itself to every thing, which renders the earth fruitful, glimmers
in the stars, burns in the sun, illuminates the heavens, glows in the
lightnings, and vivifies the spirit. The sun is his image, and it is
in the sun that the Gipsies adore him. It is for him that they are
born, that they live and die. The soul, the breath, the spirit, all be-
long to Z0ta as the body belongs to the earth. The Gipsy laborer is
from predilection a smith ; and it is in exciting fire, in beating iron
and copper, that he returns naturally to his ancient faith, and teaches
to his offspring the probable existence of a Supreme Being, of a di-
vine breath that gives to fire heat, force, and life.

Zota, or Devel as he is more frequently called, is recognized by
the Gipsies as the principle of good or of light, and Bengel, the
principle of evil or of darkness —mnot unlike the Ormzud and
Ariman of the Persians. By a singular application of language,
however, they have given the name of Satan to Gop, and in like
manner converted the first of martyrs ( Tomas signifying a thief )
into a pick-pocket. The Gipsies believe in the eternity of matter,
as also of the spirit; yet their great fear is, that Bengel may anni-
hilate one or the other, if not both. They are therefore only soli-
citous of conciliating this dread Nemesis that impends over them
in this world, and over-shadows even that which is to come. It
seems useless to bestow a thought upon the benignant deity who
never does them harm.

The Gipsies do not apparently believe in a resurrection in the
next world, averring that we are miserable enough in this, yet do
not imagine death to be an absolute destruction. They suppose
that the body will again enrich the earth, and the spirit vivify the
air. The Gipsies have also an idea of the transmigration of souls.
How far the untutored children of Roma ever comprehended the
refined doctrines of the metempsychosis is unknown, but there is
something in the wild dream of soul-wandering through millions
of ages, in harmony with the wandering propensities of the Gipsies.

. One would have hardly expected to find the despised Gipsies still
retaining the most ancient religion of India, practising even in our
midst those mysterious rites which unite them with the most distant
lands, and the most remote ages. Deva Tota, Fire of Fire, the ori-
ginal creative cause, appears to have been the primitive god of India;
and before this divinity was supplanted by Buddha, Fire-worship
was, in a great degree, the religion of the country. Tamerlane, be-
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lieving it to be his mission to rid the earth of idolaters, caused the
Indian fire-worshippers to be thrown into the flames they adored.
At the Hindoo marriages, the officiating Brahmin still worships the
sun in the name of the bridegroom and the bride; and when the
women of India bathe in the sacred Ganges, they bow in devotion
toward the same bright luminary.

The Parsee Fire-worshippers are to be found in many parts of
the east, especially in India and Persia, but the central point of
this religion is upon the peninsula of Apscherson in the Caspian
Sea. A few miles from Baka four immense columns of flame un-
ceasingly blaze up from the earth, with many smaller flames in the
vicinity. By night they produce a magnificent effect, seeming,
near at hand, a sea of fire, and, in the distance, serving as a beacon
to vessels tossed upon the Caspian. With these flames, which feed
upon enormous volumes of gas constantly escaping from fissures in
the rocks, ascend the prayers of the Fire-worshippers, a consider-
able number of whom spend their time there in voluntary penance
and mortification, a miserable remnant of the ancient sect of
Zoroaster, whose elevated teachings were, in the course of time,
degraded into unmeaning ceremonies. The emaciated, half-naked
gorms of the devotees flit like uneasy ghosts among the pillars of

ame,

Traces of Fire-worship were to be found in the religious sys-
tems of the Egyptians, the Greeks, and the Romans. Temples
were dedicated to the sun, and altars built whose inscriptions still
attest the object of their erection. Yet more lasting than temples
or altars or inscriptions, are the usages that have found lodgment
in the hearts of the people.

The appearance of the sacred fire in the Holy Sepulchre at
Jerusalem is the crowning glory of the great Easter festival. In
Western Europe, also, many relics of Fire-worship exist in the ob-
servance of the Catholic Church. As the traveller in France as-
cends the valley of Seille from Arlay to Voiteur on Christmas-eve,
he beholds upon the heights of Arlay, Brery, and Chateau-Chalons
a spectacle of marvellous beauty. The mountains seem illuminated
with constellations of blazing stars, some fixed and others in motion.
It is the youth of the neighboring hamlets bearing torches in their
hands, and now and then wheeling them in circles of fire. Should
he ask the reason of this, the peasant would tell him that the
torches thus agitated represent those carried by the shepherds who
went to offer their homage to the infant Saviour. The student of
traditions and customs would tell him that the observance was still
more ancient, and referred to the mythological system of the
Hindoos.

At the port of Brest, in Brittany, a province in which are to be
found many souvenirs of India, three or four thousand peopie as-
semble on the ice on Christmas-eve, with flaming torches in their
hands, whose rapid movements and rotations exhibit a thousand
capricious arabesques of fire, and almost make the spectator be-
lieve that he is looking upon the breaking billows of a phosphores-
cent ocean.
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The highest peak of the chain of Lheute, which rises like «n
barrier between the first plateau of Jura and the Combe d’Ain,
must have been worshippeg in those remote ages when mountains
received divine honors, On a certain day in the year the inhabit-
ants of the adjacent hamlet of Verges celebrate a festival that
must be oriental in its origin, and connected only with the age and
county of the ancient Fire-worshippers. A number of the village
youth ascend to the summit of Lheute and kindle fires of straw in
the tops of the trees. Clinging to the branches, they light their
torches by the blaze and then descend to the valley to join in the
festivities of the occasion. From these examples we need not be
surprised that the Gipsies should have retained many of the reli-
gious ideas of their ancestors,

With the Gipsies there is no such thing as instruction in religion.
One might almost venture to say that a prayer never escapes their
mouth. The name of Gop is often upon their lips, but there is
neither knowledge nor love of HiM in the heart. Though they
may deny His existence, as indeed is frequently the case, their
hidden belief in a Supremne Being will in some way manifest itself;
80 true is it that no people exist without the conception of a Gob,
however rude and mutilated it may be. Like the eastern nations,
the Gipsies believe in the eflicacy of certain forms of words; and
as the Orphic hymns of the Greeks were held sacred long after
they ceased to bo understood, so the Zend-cali have some old
words, doubtless married with their ancient faith, which they do
not comprehend, but retain with superstitious reverence.

The Mussulmans say there are seventy-two and a half religions,
the fraction belonging to the Gipsies. So few evidences of ortho-
doxy do the Gipsy converts to Islamism exhibit, that the Sultan
wisely leaves to the Prophet the task of selecting the true be-
lievers. Like the Jews and Christians, they are obliged to pay
the capitation-tax, even though they should have made a pilgrim-
age to Mecca.

The Gipsies of Wallachia declare that they were formerly possessed
of the stone churches of the land, but that, having exchanged them
for churches of bacon, they ate up the latter, and had thenceforth
to depend upon the Wallachs for all spiritual privileges. In the
Catholic and Greek countries it is very common for the Gipsy,
when in the slightest trouble, to vow a wax candle of the size of
his body to the holy Mary. But he never burns one, even of the
gize of his little finger, bringing contempt thereby upon the Virgin
and the Saints.

The indifference of the Gipsies to religion is illustrated by a
circumstance that occurred in Hungary. One of their people hav-
ing been condemned to die, was attended to the scaffold by two
clergymen of different persuasions, both of whom were anxious to
savegzis soul and bring him over to their particular creed. Hav-
ing listened to each with apparently much attention, he inquired
which of them would give him a segar. One of them gave the
Gipsy what he desired, whereupon he immediately accepted the
faith of the donor.
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THE YOUNG BACHELOR.

Or! I'm a gay young bachelor,
With heart all full of joy,

And spirits still kept buoyed up,
As when I was a boy.

m

Although the highest rent I pay,
I own the landlord ’s rough,
And though I have a tip-top room,
I ne’er have room enough.

Ixt.

My bed it is not very long,
Nor very wide, 'tis true,

But then when one grows very short,
His things should be short too.

Iv.

Though but one single chair
Stands tottering on my floor,

Yet two within my room would make
It singular no more.

v.

And though my table ’s lost a leg,
Whene'er to tea I go,

I put my own there in its place,
As legatee you know.

VI

My wardrobe, rather worn I grant,
Speaks badly for my thrift,

But when I cannot find a shirt,

. T always make a shift.

VIL.

Then though those woven articles
I wear upon my soles,

8o very full of holes have grown,
'T'is hard to find the wholes ;

VIIL

Yet still this life of bachelor
Is e’er the life for me;

And as I ne'er loved infanoy,
In fancy I'll be free.

IX.

For if that I should get a wife,
And lead a life more 8ad ;

I know whene'er I lit my pipe,
She would get piping mad.
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Then I am sure her low-born mind
With mine would ne’er agree ;

I ne’er could get her up to my
Attic philosophy.

XI.

And when she saw my herring there,
Sole landscape to my name,

She never would believe my tale,
By tail direct it came.

XIL

No! e’er a jolly bachelor,
I think I still will be ;

And as to maid I ne’er made love,
None shall be made to me.

NEWPORT OUT OF SEASON,.

BY H., T. TUCKERMAX,

FasnroxN is incurious and self-absorbed, vain, not soulful; and
hence few of her votaries who, year after year, visit this island
and would scorn the imputation of not knowing Newport, have
ever taken cognizance of the singular local features of one of the
oldest and least modified towns in New-England — where unique
relics of character, individual traits of nature and associations of
history and tradition exist, that would kindle an unperverted
imagination and reward patient observation. You may stroll along
the Iess frequented streets at noon-day, or ramble on the cliffs on a
moonlight evening, and not encounter a human creature save, per-
haps, a solitary fisherman or ¢the oldest inhabitant’ hoeing his
vegetable patch. The strangers are herding in hotel-entries amid
chatter, ribbons, and heat ; the breath of nature, the haunts of
lowly comfort, the expanse of ocean silvered by lunar rays, have
no attraction unblended with la mode at whose shrine their devo-
tions are exclusively paid. Now that there are no ‘hops’ except
what grow on vines ; now that the news-boys, organ-grinders, danc-
ing and riding-masters, and Germanians have all vanished ; now that
the shops are locked at dinner-time, the piazzas solitary, the dust laid,
the gongs hushed, the fops gone to Broadway and Chestnut street,
no concert but the sound of waves, and no delles but noon chimes ;
Bateman’s Point left to its isolated beauty and the bath-houses
drawn up from the beach; now that the cottagers resume their
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matutinal rambles and social tea-drinkings ; now that a promenade
is more charming than a drive and a wood-fire better than a veran-
dah ; now that the early touch of autumn has driven away the gay
crowds, made the sunshine agreeable and exercise indispensable,
let us explore some of the by-ways of old Newport, look under the
most ancient roof-trees, talk with a few of the venerable natives,
and thus realize what the region is, independent of its brief water-
ing-place phenomena, which transform its normal aspect only for
two months in the year.

The atmospheric medium is so transparent that headland, isle,
- and ledge have a remarkable prominence. Sachuest Point stretches
into the ultra-marine expanse as if its jagged cape were newly
chiselled ; Block Island is distinctly visible forty miles away, and
Cormorant Rock looms high; the low houses on Little Compton
print themselves more legibly against the horizon, and the Dump-
lings are rounded more loftily. All summer our horses were
turned toward the beach ; now the cool air invites to inland rides,
and we gaze thoughtfully down the Glen at Lawton’s valley, pause
before Whitehall or Prescott’s head-quarters, scan Sullivan’s breast-
works, and watch, from every side, the far-visible observatory on
Tammany hill. It is pleasant to wander through the fields and see
the yellow tassel of the golden rod and the nodding asters : thickly
stand the ranks of maize, its green hue fading into harvest shades ;
quinces hang thick and ripe, apples blush, and sun-flowers turn their
starry ovals to the light; in quiet coves floats the green-necked
teal, and over-head pass flocks of black-duck ; sheep patiently lay
their heads together in the sun on the slope of brown pastures, and
geese waddle across the road ; orange-dyed pumpkins scintillate in
the sunshine ; sand-belts, at low tide, are dazzling white ; mosses
look, in the clear brine, like coral flowers ; dahlias flaunt gayly ;
the angles of rock and leaf are sharper ; the ocean and bay, when
calm, are as immense tables of lapis lazwli ; sumac cones are
vividly crimson ; the maple is a world of delicate gems; all the
prospect scems freshly enamelled with color and light ; the touch -
of the breeze, the radiance of the sunset, the deeper blue of the
sea proclaim that Autumn has come. It is a reminiscent season;
and, as we wander, come back to us those whose fame is identified
with this island — Canonicus, who sold its fair acres; Roger Wil-
liams, who made it an asylum for the persecuted ; and Honyman,
Calender, Berkeley, Stiles, and Channing, the clerical worthies
whose names grace the landscape; Smibert, Stuart, Malbone, and
Allston, who here pursued Art in their youth ; and Franklin, whose
press may still be seen in a corner of the old Mercury office which
his brother James established. We think of the days when the
hospitable Colonel Malbone reissured his alarmed guests, and had
the dinner-table moved on to the lawn, and continued the repast
in sight of his burning mansion ; when Dr. Hunter, a refugee from
the Stuart rebellion, went hence as surgeon to the expedition
against Crown Point; when Vernon entertained Lafayette, and
Lightfoot showed the natives what a scholar and epicure at old
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Oxford learned ; when British soldiers turned the churches into
stables, made the State-house a hospital, and burned Beavertail
light-house, and the ¢ Isle of Peace’ became a scene of wantonness
and devastation ; when the petted Africans, of patriarchal slavery,
made famous dishes for colonial bon-vivants ; and a ship, under
full sail before a gentle breeze, run her keel into the strand at
noon-day, with no living creature on board but a dog, and an un-
tasted breakfast spread in the cabin —a mystery to this hour ;
when rich Jews thronged, on Saturdays, the now deserted syna-
gogue, whose bequests yet keep green and well ordered their raral
cemetery ; when tropical fruits and lowland brocade came fresh
from the West-Indies and Flemish looms into the old aristocratic
town ; when privateers levied a tax on the isolated population, and
George Fox held polemic disEutes with the clergy; when fleet
Naragansett ponies bore Quaker beauties from farm to farm ;
when Lord Northumberland declared the society worthy of St.
James’s, and Dr. Waterhouse praised the laboratories; when Red-
wood initiated the library, and Hessians cut down the trees ; when
Mrs. Cowley’s assembly-room was honored by Washington leadin
the minuet, and Rochambeau exchanged military salutes wit
Trumbull ; when the September gale frosted every casement with
brine, and the Peace lighted them up with a thousand burning
tapers.

I')l‘here are more amusing recollections of later origin and less
historical significance. A French dentist, whose courteous bow
was a lesson in the streets, a few years ago, enjoyed the office of
consul, long a mere sinecure, but rendered to him an unexpected
source of honor and profit. A vessel under French colors one day
entered the harbor and was moored at the quay. Her crew lav-
ished their money so freely in the town as to excite suspicion ; but
the local authorities were indifferent, and she would have left as
she came, but for the official activity of the Gallic king’s represent-
ative ; he was dissatisfied with her papers, and found objects of
luxury on board ill-suited to a merchantman. In the absence of
direct evidence, he took the responsibility of committing the cap-
tain and his men to prison, obtained an order from the home gov-
ernment to send them to France, where they were tried and
condemned as notorious pirates ; the presence of the urbane dentist
was rcequested at court ; he was honored and paid for his services,
and came back on a visit to his old friends at Newport, with a
red ribbon in his button-hole, and a valuable royal commission in
his pocket.

At the time the rumor of a ¢ long, low, black schooner’ filled the
dreams of old women and the columns of young journals through-
out the New-England borders, an order arrived here that a sloop-
of:-war should be forthwith dispatched to hunt the mysterious
craft. Among the volunteers was a Quaker veteran who held an
office in the custom-house, and felt bound, as an employé of Uncle
Sam, to volunteer in this hazardous service. Old Slocum was
known and loved by every one in Newport; he had but one in-
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firmity and onme fault; he was deaf and curious: thus, when he
beheld two people talking, he invariably approached, with his
hands together in the.shape of an ear-trumpet, and thrusting it
between the speakers, eagerly inquired : ¢ What's the idec #° Few
manifested impatience at the interruption ; and many gratified the
honest creature’s pursuit of knowledge under difficulties. A
week after the sloop’s departure, at the hour of noon, on a calm -
and bright spring day, the inhabitants of the quiet town were
startled by the distant thunder of cannon. The butcher dropped
his cleaver and the thread of his customer’s gossip; the cobbler
left his wax-end half through the sole on his %mee; the spinster
pricked her finger by the jerk with which she perforated the sam-
pler; and all the female gender ran to the door, while the sterner
sex, half of them with uncovered heads, hurried to the Parade in
breathless expectancy. ¢ There has been a ﬁﬁht,’ said one. ¢They
have met the pirate !’ exclaimed another. maiden, whose lover
was on board the sloop, was heard to shriek ; the town clerk turned
pale, and a disabled pilot looked oracular. At this critical moment,
a lawyer, regarded as the most shrewd man in the community, was
seen approaching, with downcast eyes, and at a funereal pace, fiom
the vicinity of the docks. ¢Ah!’ cried more than one of the ex-
cited crowd, ¢ he knows all about it; how solemn he looks! some
dreadful news is coming!’ Slowly, and without looking up, the
lawyer drew near. ¢Alas! my friends,” he exclaimed, ¢ who would
have thought our brave boys were doomed to be conquered !
D —n the bloody pirate!’ ¢No profanity!’ said a deacon. ¢O
my Jim!’ blubbered a poor woman. ¢ Tell us all about it,’ coolly
demanded a surly bachelor; but the majority only gazed, hor-
ror-struck, upon the lawyer, and awaited the truth in mute sus-
nse. ‘For my part, he continued, ‘having no relatives on
oard, Old Slocum’s fate weighs most bitterly on my heart.
¢What! did he go, after all?’ inquired a broad-brim, ‘it was
against our principles. ¢Yes, said another, ‘but he felt it his
duty, poor fellow !> Some of the old men wiped away a tear; all
looked mournful, and the lawyer stood an incarnation of pathos.
¢ Was he killed the first fire ?’ at length asked a sobbing voice.
¢ Noc, he walked the plank.’ The listeners shuddered and huddled
more closely together. ¢ Yes, my friends,’ resumed their inform-
ant, in melancholy tones, ¢ his behavior was characteristic ; after
the sloop was boarded, he stood in passive contemplation by the
mast, until urged toward, and mounted on, the plank ; even then
he, innocent soul, did not comprehend his awful fate, but leaning
forward to the nearest villain, and with his rounded hands to his
ear, neighbors, as we have seen him so often, and unenlightened
by a stab in the hind-quarters with which one of the wretches tried
to urge him forward, he meekly asked : ¢ What's the idee #° The
twinkle in the lawyer’s eye, as well as his rapid retreat at this oli-
max, reminded them all of his habitual waggery, but too late to
escape the intense consciousness of having been thoroughly hoaxed.
Here is a domicile in which every linten rattles, and whose clap-
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boards are moss-grown and silvery with years of wind, sunshine,
and rain; the floors and staircase are painted green: see that
dwindled, alert form watching the tea-kettle all by herself; how
tough, keen, and good-humored she looks in her isolation ; enter,
and she will atone for many taciturn days by a volubility that
takes away your breath. Her library consists of a huge famil
Bible, the Farmer’s Almanac, and a series of log-books, in whic!
the fortunes of the ¢Sally Ann,’ a notable whaler, are recorded
in the honest chirography of her rugged sire, who ploughed the
main three-score years, and was then laid in the church-yard furrow,
leaving this filial blossom to wither alone upon its virgin stem. In
that ¢ acre of God,’ a good German designation, are many curious
epitaphs; and it is a pensive satisfaction to read these quaint in-
scriptions, with the mellow breath of autumn swaying the long
grass beside you, and lifting the distant haze from the low shores
of Naragansett, until the amber gates of the west seem to open
into boundless crystal courts of heaven as the red sun goes down.
I transcribed these two odd elegies from the sunken head-stones :
¢ The human form,
respected for its honesty, and k Jifty-three years by the appellation of
CHRISTOPHER ELLERY,
began to dissolve in the month of February, 17189,

¢ Ir tears, alas, could speak a husband’s woe,
My verse would straight in plaintive numbers flow ;
But since thy well-known piety demands
A public monument at thy GeorGe's hands,
O AnigaiL! I dedicate this tomb to thee,
Thou dearest half of poor forsaken me.’

Coaster’s Island is divided from Newport by a broad inlet. It
slopes gradually up from the water, and a large stone building
stands In the midst of the green declivity ; this is the Newport
alms-house. As we cross the ferry, propelled by an old salt who
has rowed over to the little jetty at our signal, the commanding sit-
uation and salubrious exposure of the edifice, excites surprise at its
public use. 'Where land is sold by the foot, as in our large cities,
and at prices equally extravagant, it seems remarkable that so eli-
gible a site for a gentleman’s domain should be appropriated to a
municipal charity ; the island was bequeathed for the purpose by
Governor Coddington, the original purchaser of Aquidneck from
the aborigines in 1638, and his portrait hangs over the bed where
one of his descendants died, the victim of dissolute habits; who
found a last asylum in the Hospital founded by his noble ancestor,
and sent for this picture, the only item left of his patrimony, to
solace his dying hour with that pride of birth which but enhanced
his own infamy. The coincidence would make an effective climax
in a novel. ' The inmates of this retreat offer a singular phase of
human life to the moralist. Turfand sea, prolific fields and a charm-
ing landscape, environ the asylum of poverty ; imbeciles wander
undisturbed around the dwelling, or bask in the sun ; the able-bodied
work in the garden ; a superannuated man-of-war’s-man has filled
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his cell with little ships, carved with nicety and rigged to a charm;
a crazy German talks to himself all day; in one room is a neatly-
clad old lady, with her books and knitting, the aged survivor of a
large family, too proud to accept private charity, and respectable
fmg contented with that provided by her native town; there sits
a patient man in the prime of life, blinded by the premature dis-
charge of a rock-blast; here plays a little foundling, whose fair
skin and deep eyes indicate an educated parentage ; there a wild
hag plucks at her withered breast without ceasing; below is a
frantic and nude cripple in a cage; down by the shore is a little
hut built of drift-wood and mud —the nook where a gentle ma-
niac loves to hide ; his organ of acquisitiveness is diseased, and his
whole life is passed in collecting waifs of every kind — pebbles,
rusty nails, bits of glass, sticks, and shells, which he secretes about
his person, and conceals in the rude cabin where he delights to
play the miser over fancied treasures.

Xt the head of ¢ Long Wharf’ where an odor of tar and dock-
mud suggests a most incongruous association with the pleasures of
literature, a large weather-beaten sign announces the Richardson
Library ; not so called in memory of the author of ¢ Pamela,’ but of
the family —that of one of Newport’s early Post-masters, who,
before the days of cheap books, dispensed to her fair maidens and
old captains, a weekly pabulum of fiction or South-Sea voyages, at
the rate of fourpence-halfpenny, Massachusetts coin. The three
daughters of this ancient letter-king would have made excellent
portraits for Miss Ferrier or Dickens ; it was their business to hand
over the few-and-far-between epistles brought hither by the mail-
coach, and this they did with a distinctive art — one being witty,
another pretty, and the third a coquette ; so that many a game of
repartee and ogling was carried on between the pigeon-holes and the
window of the office ; notwithstanding their opportunities, how-
ever, the trio continued spinsters, and now but one remains in the
lone house where, at a subsequent date, when deprived of official
patronage, they kept a circulating library: the books have also
dwindled to a few dusty and faded volumes, having been gradually
sold by the survivor, who, with a venerable cat, a high-backed
chair, and a heap of yellow papers on the little oaken stand before
her, may yet be seen, the picture of antique single-blessedness,
cosily basking near the sunny window. It 18 curious to glance at
this remnant of what was the popular reading half a century ago;
well-worn copies of ¢ The Scottish Chief? ¢ Thaddeus of War-
saw,’ and the ¢ Mysteries of Udolpho,’ interspersed with handsome
octavo editions of ¢ Zimmerman on Solitude,’ ¢ Cook’s Voyages,’
¢ Moore’s Travels,’ the first American reprint of Byron’s ¢ English
Bards and Scotch Reviewers, Weems’s ¢ Life of Washington,’
and ‘Darwin’s Botanic Garden,’ an illustrated quarto, the pride
of the collection, and other favorites of that day. It is a place
where Lamb would have enjoyed an hour of quaint musing, and
Hawthorne found a scene for one of his Flemish interiors. Farther
down the old wharf, Trevett, who is a kind of amphibious philoso-
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her, with a niece that might pass for Smike’s sister, keeps a rickety
{mth-house, and while heating the salt water for some rheumatic
ablutionist, will spin him a yarn about the days when he and Sec-
retary Marcy kept school together. 'What Dryden was to Claude
Ialero, and George the Fourth to Bean Brummell, was his ¢ illastri-
ous friend ? to Trevett, who, amid the saline mists of his humble
avocation, read in the journals of his successful colleague’s diplo-
matic vicissitudes, with no little pride and sympathy, having, as he
declares, predicted that functionary’s political eminence from the
sagacity he exhibited in ruling troublesome urchins, and leading
zchool-committees by the nose.

At an angle of Mary-street stand, vis-d-vis, two fine old wooden
dwellings, well-preserved specimens of New-England architecture
at the era of colonial and revolutionary pride — the Vernon and
Champlin mansions ; pleasant is the sight of their panelled wain-
scots, low cornices and cosy window-seats ; easy the ascent of their
staircases, hospitable the air of the front yard of the one and broad
door-step of the other. 'We have so few domestic vestiges of New-
England, that the aristocratic dwellings that remain in such places
as Salem, Portsmouth, and Newport, have a peculiar charm. In
some of them here there is a look more in harmony with the natural
features of the town than modern villas and cottages boast ; they
have, too, a traditional interest: one was the head-quarters of
Washington, another of Count Rochambeau ; here Lafayette
rojourned ; there was given a famous ball, made brilliant by the
stately minuet wherein American and foreign officers figured ; on
the little window-panes of one may yet be seen the initials of New-
port belles and Quaker beauties, scribbled with diamond rings, in
pensive mood, by their Gallic lovers; tiles from Delft Haven, repre-
senting, not without artistic merit, quaint caricatures of John Bull,
Monsicur, Mynheer, etc., surround some of the large, open fire-places
once glowing with huge Christmas-fires: queer patriotic and seri
tural cngravings, in some instances, adorn the walls; circular mir-
rors of the best plate-glass, and with grotesque frames; heavy, tall
chairs, with brocade seats ; massive old escritoires, and other curi-
osities of furniture may still occasionally be seen in these conser-
vative domicils. Some of them have gardens in the rear, where
sun-flowers, princess’ feathers, morning-glories, scarlet beans, mari-
golds, coxcombs, hollyhocks, sage, savory, and other olden herbs
and flowers dear to the simple tastes of our ancestors, rankly
flourish ; and, when warmed by an October sun, display tints and
breathe odors redolent of primitive domestic nooks, such as recall
the scenes beloved of Shenstone, Goldsmith, Fielding, Cowper, and
Crabbe. Sometimes, when the venerable proprietor of one of the
old houses on Thames-street dies, the antedeluvian upholstery is
rold at auction, and files of newspapers, with dates more than a
century back, spider-legged tables, clocks with a big moon over
the dial-plate, volumes of forgotten theology, and ficrce political
pamphlets on questions long ago consigned to oblivion, form an
antiquarian melange such as would drive Monkbarns frantic with

Joy.
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There is a little thoroughfare adjacent to the Aquidneck House,
called Corné-street, in memory of a genuine son of Naples, long
the favorite of sportsmen and epicures, who made their summer
quarters here before Newport became a fashionable resort. He
was one of those round-paunched, shrill-voiced, gay-hearted crea-
tures, no where born except within sight of Vesuvius, who can sing
a barcarole, cook a hare, improvise a soup, play the violin, tell a
story, and raise cauliflowers, each and all in a way unequalled by any
other child of the South. Full of animal spirits, with a sense at once
ingenious and keen for all kinds of physical enjoyment, musical,
jolly, epicurean, kindly, they are sublimated Sancho Panzas and epi-
tomes of material well-being : half-Punchinellos, half-artists, with a
dash of Falstaff and an inkling of Gil Blas, they seem made to
enjoy life as it is, and distil pleasure, undisturbed either by aspira-
tion or misgiving. Such is the Neapolitan philosopher, of which
Corn¢é was as genuine an instance as ever crossed the sea. A native
of Elba, his youthful days at Naples were divided between a pic-
torial, a military, and a lazzaroni hife, until he became compromised
at the time of the Queen’s flight under Nelson’s auspices, and
sought refuge on board a brig about to sail for Boston. Thence
he travelled southward, and painted some battle-scenes for the
government, and several houses in fresco, then quite a novelty ;
returned, saved up a little money, and opened a fruit-store in Dock
Square ; his good-humor and facetiousness, his oranges and achieve-
ments with the brush, his anecdotes of poor Carricuol, of the English
admiral, brave but perverted, and the Queen’s guard, of which
he was one, with his private lessons in cooking, given con amore in
the kitchens of his customers — the way he told his beads in a
thunder-storm and his anecdotes in the sunshine — these and other
traits and services, gained him friends and filled his purse; so
that when possessed of ten thousand dollars, he determined, after
the wise manner of his country, to retire and enjoy himself.
A French confrére recommended Newport, and hither he came
one pleasant summer afternoon. In the course of an hour’s ramble,
he encountered eleven old men, with rosy cheeks and bright eyes,
and this instantly prepossessed him in favor of the climate. A few
hundred piasters obtained him a lot, on which he reared a plain
frame-house over-looking the harbor, and laid out a garden ; the
walls of his chamber in the former, he adorned with sketches of
rocks, ships, fishermen, and other Mediterranean scenes, dashed off
a head of Washington at the top of the stairs, hung the parlor
with colored prints of Vesuvius, Capri, the Chiaja, and other ob-
jects of his native landscapes, laid in a stock of maccaroni, red
wine, Bologna sausages, and snuff, placed a crucifix near his bed-
post, sowed beans, artichokes, gooseberries, and tomatoes— the lat-
ter fruit introduced to this region by him —and set himself delibe-
rately to work enjoying what he called his American Elba; with an
adopted son, whose gun and rod, proverbially expert, bountifully
supplied his table with fish and game, he was soon domesticated in
‘our isle’ to his heart’s content, and became a favorite with the
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community both high and low. Gentlemen fond of the cheerful
and odd in human nature, would share his hospitality and listen
to his reminiscences ; distressed neighbors found in him a ready
counsellor and benevolent friend ; he was the oracle of the barber’s
shop, where his silhouette likeness still hangs; foreigners loved to
stop at his door and practise their native tongue; gourmands
praised his culinary skill, and rustics wondered at his artistic ex-
periments ; and so dwelt Corné for many years in the old sea-port
town he loved, a Neapolitan in taste and habits to the last; and
enacting marvellously the life of those warm shores, where Virgil
was buried, the Roman emperors revelled, Salvator loved to paint,
Massaniello revolutionized, and Murat ruled: the land of sun-
shine, singers, maccaroni, and volcanoes. Methinks I hear his
merry chuckle, the instinctive accent of animal delight, over some
choice jest, song, or dish, and recal the wonderment with which I
first encountered this incarnation of dolce far niente humanity, in
busy, locomotive, controversial, political, grave America. The
primitive frescoes yet adorn his chamber-walls, the artichokes and
grape-vines bloom in his garden, his portrait—a rubicund face and
bald head, anointed with the oil of physical content — survives ; but
the happy old man, many summers ago, departed in a green old age.
A low-roofed, diminutive farm-house, by the road-side, a few
miles beyond the town, offers a reminiscent contrast to this ve-
teran Sybarite. Its unpainted shingles are weather-stained, its
little front yard boasts no ornament but a flaunting cluster of tiger-
lilies, it hints no tale of human suffering or spiritual beauty to the
passing equestrian ; and yet it is memorable in the annals of rustic
piety and humble song. Here dwelt Cynthia Taggart, the gifted
martyr, whose story a Wilson’s pen might effectively weave into the
Lights and Shadows of Rhode-Island life; it is already embalmeq in
anthologies, and is the subject of a tract not inferior, of its kind, to
¢The Dairyman’s Daughter? A clergyman, several years ago,
approaching the cottage where this poor heroine’s family dwelt, to
inquire his way to the ferry, became interested in the conversation
of her aged father, entered his house of mourning, and witnessed
a scene which his words and pen made known with pathetic em-
hasis. Cynthia had been twenty-seven years bed-ri(f)den, and so-
aced her daily anguish with a lyre, which, though unadorned by
learning, and simple in its art, breathed genuine inspiration. One
sister was o hopeless cripple, another insane ; the mother palsied,
the father infirm, and all indigent ; and yet they sang hymns, read
books of Christian consolation, never murmured, and were strong
in faith, ¢The Taggarts were always a reading family,’ said the
old man with honest pride. He had served in the war of Inde-
pendence, and his white head was often bowed in eloquent prayer,
while his wife pondered, ¢ No Cross, no Crown,’ and his stricken
daughter, in the intervals of pain, wrote an ‘Ode to Health’
worthy of Cowper’s muse. This story of domestic suffering and
piety, of saintly age and elegiac youth, the image of this isolated
country girl, wasted by disease, yet meekly wearing her singing
robes to the last, throws a plaintive charm over the old Taggart
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cottage, at one time a shrine to the benevolent, and now the local
memorial of those to whom, as the beloved of Heaven, is given
the promised sleep.
ore than a hundred years ago, as the figures on his mossy grave-
stone prove, died William Claggett, one of those men of mechani-
cal genius for which the country of Franklin is renowned ; his name
appears as an electrician in the colonial days of Newport; and a
remarkable tro%llly of his skill is preserved in one of the old houses.
It is a clock which not only faithfully reports the hour, but the
day of the week and the month, beside sounding a chime which rings
out as melodiously now as when, a century back, it excited the
wonder of the inventor’s townsmen. Over this precious relic two
anti?luated maidens keep vigil; a grand old tree shades their old
wooden house, a bright flower stands in the window, and in the
low-roofed parlor are quaint specimens of their handiwork, kept as
a kind of permanent fair, by the sale of which they eke out a com-
fortable subsistence. Their neighbor has a bedstead which came
over in a ship when arrivals from the mother-country were so rare
as to be chronicled on any piece of household farniture which sur-
vived the perilous transit. In another dwelling may be seen a
female figure clad in the dimity and caps which elsewhere we only
find in venerable portraits; her chairs are covered with chintz, on
which ruralize a succession of shepherds; on the stand at her side
are silver vessels engraven with the crest of a high family; and
her decanters have no existent type, except such as we occasion-
ally find in a primitive engraving. Romance would scarcely be
imagined as woven into the texture of her life, so prim, wan, and
sapless is her image ; but there is a soft twinkle in the dark eye as
she proudly exhibits a miniature of her husband from the pencil
of Malbone. It is the face of a gentieman of the old school, with
wdered hair, ruddy cheeks, and aristocratic profile — not a line
or tint defaced by time. The manner in which he wooed the bride,
whose virgin charms had fled ere she stood with him at the altar,
is a characteristic instance of that elder gallantry whose declension
Burke and Charles Lamb lamented. %hey had been neighbors
from youth to middle age, exchanging every Sunday stately cour-
tesies at the church-door, he, the fine old gentleman, and she, the
rich spinster of the town, both contented with their situation ; the
one too proud to conciliate a fortune, and the other too maidenly
to attract an acknowledged beau of the old school. One summer
afternoon, as he took his accustomed walk, under the elms of the
Parade, a scream rose upon the quiet air; he knew the voice and
hastened to the rescue. Two graceless brothers of the rich old
maid were endeavoring, by violence, to obtain her signature to a
deed of renunciation of her share of the family estate ; they fled ere
the uplifted cane of the indignant knight bruised their shameless
heads. He soothed the frightened heiress, and listened to her
terror-stricken complaints, ‘Madam,’ said he, ‘I can only pro-
tect you in the character of a husband.’ And upon this hint the
old couple were made one flesh.

YOL. LII 3
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As the day wanes, at the little casement under that willow, may
be seen a countenance so spiritually thin, framed in a snowy cap
of Quaker model, that you recognize at a glance an uncanonized
saint. Her thee and thowu have a scriptural pathos; she is a phan-
tom of the past, gentle, patient, believing, but as unaware of tho
advancement of science, save in vague dreams, as if she belonged
to another planet. She knits yarn stockings, reads Fox’s ¢ Martyrs,’
and sands the floor as if the steam-loom, Dickens, and cheap car-
pets had never existed. Modern locomotion is a mystery. One
of her sons thriving in another place, by dint of much entreaty
persuaded her once to visit a neighboring town; the old lady
noted her last wishes, hunted up shawls and a foot-stove, and lay
awake all night in anxious expectation ; her astonishment at the
motion of the railway-cars produced a long interval of thoughtful
silence, which at last she broke with the inquiry, what relation an
interminable thread of wire in the air bore to the machine in which
she was hurricd along. When informed it was the telegraph,
‘ My son,’ she observed, ‘I have done this to please thee; don’t
ask me to return by the wire ; if thou dost, I shall say thee nay.’

On one of these mild and quiet October days, Uncle Toby and
the Corporal might revel undisturbed at Fort Adams* They
could measure a ravelin, mount a gun-carriage, survey a glacis,
and rehearse the sieges in Flanders, undisturbed by intruders.
The morning salute no longer wakes the echoes of the bay, the
iron hail lies in rusty pyramids, the grass nods between the stones;
no stirring music or sentinel’s tread breaks the stillness of those
massive walls, and one disabled soldier forms the garrison. Birds
have woven their peaceful nests on the angles of the parapets, and
spiders their webs over the dumb mouths of the cannon. The
weed-grown inclosure, but a few summers ago, was the fashion-
able Corso of Newport, and the bulwarks a gallery for fair specta-
tors of the regatta; while the barrack-rooms were a frequent scenc
of cheerful hospitality. Now the visitor walks alone on the ram-
Earts to gaze upon the opposite town rising in a picturesque com-

ination of foliage and dwellings on the hill-side, or round upon
the harbor studded with islands and graceful sails, or seaward
upon cape, pharos, and the boundless deep. The clear tranquillity
and seccure comfort of the prospect contrasts strangely with the
war-like preparations within; the calm resources of nature with
the destructive arrangements of man,

In Touro-street dwells the respected widow of the hero of Lake
Erie.t The memory of that gallant achievement is kept alive here
by more than one survivor of the battle, by the granite shaft over
the victor’s tomb, and the annual parade of the volunteer military
corps instituted in honor of the event. On the widow’s parlor-
wall hang rude engravings of the fight ; and on a late visit there, I
examined the memorials she cherishes with pious care. There is
the freedom of the city of New-York tendered him on his return

* Bince garrisoned. 4 Since deceased.
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from the lakes, enrolled on parchment, exquisitely drafted, adorned
with allegorical figures, and signed by De Witt Clinton ; the
gold mefal bestowed by Pennsylvania; the massive silver wine-
coolers from the citizens of Boston; a jewelled snuff-box, and
municipal testimonials presented along his triumphant progress
from FFrie to Newport. As we talked of those memorable da 8,
with these tokens scattered around, and the aged survivor spoke,
with tears, of the recent death of her ﬁrst-%om, her beautiful
grand-daughter entered the room, and I too mused of the glorious
past between worthy representatives of two generations.

SONG OF THE ARCH-ANGELS.

PROLOGUERE IN FAUST.

RAPHAEL.

TrE sun yet sounds his ancient song,
Exultant, 'mid the choral spheres,
In thunder-swiftness rolled along,
He journeys through the allotted years.
The angels strengthen in his light,
Though none may read his mystic gaze,
TaY works, unutterably bright,
Are fair as on the First of Days.

GABRIEL,

And swift, unutterably swift,
Revolves the splendor of the world :
The gleams of Aidenn glow and shift,
The shroud of night is spread and furled.
The sea in foamy waves is hurled
Against the rooted rocks profound ;
And rocks and seas, together whirled,
Sweep on in their eternal round.

MICHAEL.

And storms are shouting, as in strife,
From sea to land, from land to sea,
And weave a chain of wildest life
Round all, in rude tempestuous glee.
Thou, Desolation, fliest abroad,
Before the thunder’s dreaded way :
And here TrY messengers, O Lorp !
Watch the sweet parting of Ty day.

THE THREE.

The angels strengthen in TaY sight,
Though none may know THy wondrous ways;
Yea, all Tay works sublimely bright,
Are fair as on the First of Days. H. H. B.
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FROM THE FPRENCH OF BERANGER.

BY OLIVER WEMNLELL EOLMBS.

L
‘Wizarps, jugglers, thieving crew, —
Refuse drawn
From nations gone, —
Wizards, jugglers, thieving crew,
Merry Gipsies, whence come you ?

1.

Whence we come? There’s none may know.
Swallows come, .
But where their home ?
Whence we come? There’s none may know -
Who shall tell us where we go?

ity

From country, law and monarch free,
Such a lot
Who envies not ?
From country, law and monarch free,
Man is blest one day in three.

Iv

Free-born babes we greet the day, —
Church’s rite
Denied us quite, —
Free-born babes we greet the day,
To sound of fife and roundelay.

v

Our yonnilfeet are unconfined
ere below
‘Where follies grow, —
Our young fect are unconfined
By swaddling bands of errors blind.

VI,

Good people at whose cost we thieve
In juggling book
Will always look ;
Good people at whose cost we thieve
In sorcerers and in saints believe.

vi.

If PLuTUs meets our tramping band,
gvl‘mrityl
o gaily cry ;
If PLuTUS meets our tr:;mping band,
We sing and hold him out our hand.

Vi

Hapless birds whom Gop has blest
Hunted down
Through every town, —
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Hapless birds whom Gob has blest
Deep in forests hangs our nest.

Ix.

Love, without his torch, at night,
Bids us meet
In union sweet ;
Love, without his torch, at night,
Binds us to his chariot's flight.

Thine eye can never stir again,
Learned sage
Of slenderest gauge, —
Thine eye can never stir again
From thy old steeple’s rusty vane.

b <

Seeing is having. Here we go!
8 Life that’s free 80
Is ecstasy.
Seeing is having. Here we go!
‘Who sees all, conquers all below.

X1,

Baut still in every place they ery,
Join the strife
Or lag through life;
But still in every place they cry,
‘ Thou ’rt born, good-day ; thou diest, good-bye.

XL

‘When we die, both young and old,
Great and small,
Gon save us all!
When we die, both young and old,
To the doctors all are sold.

XIv.

We are neither rich nor proud;
Laws we scorn
For freedom born ;
We are neither rich nor proud, —
Have no cradle, roof or shroud.

Xxv.

But, trust us, we are merry still,
Lord or priest
Greatest or least :
But, trust us, we are merry still ;
'T is happiness to have our will.

XVI.

Yes, trust us, we are merry still
Lord or priest
Greatest or least, —
Yes, trust us, we are merry still :
T is happiness to have our will.
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¢ 810 itur ad astra.’

‘WaeN the immortal Quick, in the character of Richard III.
at his own benefit, came to the scene where the crook-backed
tyrant exclaims:

‘A horse! a horse! My kingdom for a horse!’

he put a finishing stroke to the fun by adding, with a look, voice,
and gesture perfectly irresistible :

‘And if you can't get a horse, bring a donkey !’

The comedian hinted at a significant truth, for if the former of
these animals did not exist, would not the latter be considered the
most serviceable of beasts ?

We must admit that we never had even a remote conception of
the excellence of this creature, until set down one morning in
Grand Cairo to behold the aged and the young, Pachas and %en’-
@ars, lovers and the beloved, donkeyed every where. ¢Hab my
donkey, O Basha! me call him Young America!’ cried onc
of the Arab urchins, who in a fierce contest for our patronage
that resembled the fabled combat of Typhon and Osiris, fairly in-
sinuated their animals between our legs. But he was quickly
under-bid by a dark-skinned lad who, ‘

¢ His eye with a fine frenzy rolling,’

rersuaded me to mount his four-footed companion, yclept ¢ Yankec
boodle.’ How could I fail to appreciate so delicate a compliment
to my country ?

The donkey came from the Orient, whence also came histories
and the poesies. His fossilized bones are found in the strata of
the ancient civilizations ; and, setting aside authentic records, the
merest myth, floated down to us upon the sea of tradition, does
not refer to a period more remote than that in which the donkey,
in some form or other, is supposed to have existed.

From the East, that prolific Mother of Nations, the donkey ap-
pears to have advanced westward, yet not until a period of ripe de-
velopment. Aristotle assures us that, in his time, these animals were
unknown in Pontus, chhia, and in the country of the Celts; and
down to the reign of Elizabeth, England ¢ did yeelde no asses.
‘Wealth and an advanced state of culture, however, introduce luxu-
ries. In the Periclean age of Athens, donkeys were cherished for
the tables of the great. ﬁoes not Martial state that the epicures of
Rome held the flesh of the onager or wild-ass in the same reputation
as venison is now held ? It is related by Pliny, that the most deli-

4 ™
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cate and best-flavored foals were brought from Africa; and Po
pxa, wife of the Emperor Nero, did she not bathe every day in
asses’ milk, for the purpose of beautifying her skin — four or five
hundred of the animals being kept for her special purpose ?

But the donkeys belong to the ¢ peeled nations ;* and so widely
are they now dispersed, that it would be almost impossible, by
{))edestm:m or other means of locomotion, to visit a place inhabited

y men, where specimens of the race are not to be found. Might
we not indeed almost say, that the voice with which the donkey
salutes the morning, daily encircles the earth with a spasmodic yet
uninterrupted strain after harmony ?

In the East, as also in Spain, it is customary to shear donkeys,
both for ornament®and greater cleanliness. The employment may
be classed with the fine arts, and the old women of Pont Neuf
(who has not there read the avertissement of the widow Bish-
off: . . . . tonseles chiens et va en Paris ?) do not practise
their profession on cats and poodles with greater assiduity.

To heighten the effect, the tonsorial artists do not remove the
entire capillary coat from the sides and backs of the animals sub-
mitted to their shears. Fanciful patterns are suffered to remain,
and a tuft of hair is always left on the end of the tail, to be used
as a bell-pull, or as the rope by which a postillion hands himself
upon the coach-box, by the donkey-boy in the rear, who, so far as
locomotion is concerned, is ¢ the power behind the throne greater
than the thronec itself? A sentimental driver will also have the
ciphers of his true love’s name cut on his beast’s rump. More-
over, it is not a little diverting to watch the cunning hand of one
of these knights of the shears toiling to reproduce upon the lateral
or dorsal surface of a patient donkey reliefs and figures that would
not have been out of place on Achilles’ shield, or, comparing small
things with great, on the propylon of an Egyptian temple.

This patient beast—is he not more closcly associated with sacred
things than any other animal ?  'Was he not domesticated in Syria
and Egypt long before the horse was reduced to subjection ?
The earliest mention in sacred history of any kind of cattle subse-

uent to the Deluge, relates to Abraham’s visit to Egypt, when

haroah entreated him well for Sarah’s sake. Among the presents
of oxen, servants, and asscs made him by the Egyptian monarch,
in the catalogue of Abimelek’s presents to Abraham, in the in-
ventory of the patriarch’s effects on the occasion of Isaac’s mar-
riage, In the account of Jacob’s riches and the spoils taken from
Sechem ; and in the list of things we are not to envy, is there any
allusion to the haughty animal which in our affections has com-
pletely usurped the place of the donkey ?

The donkey is also intimately associated with things profane. 'We
do not assert that he has caused more swearing than any other
creature in the world, but are we not safe in maintaining that the
profanity evoked b{ him has been of the most sulphurous quality ?

Whether Zeno, like Coleridge, ever said to a donkey, ¢I hail
thee, Brother,” we know not ; but ¢ the blind old bard ’ alludes to

.
‘
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his stoical indifference to pain, and the keen appetite that ¢ seeketh
after every green thing :’

¢TroueH round his sides a8 wooden tempest rain,
Crops the tall harvest and lays waste the plain.’

‘Why was Ajax, who wished only for light, likened by Homer to
an ass? And is it not probable that the fifth proposition in the
First Book of Euclid, took the name of pons asinorum as much
from the natural analogy between an emaciated donkey and conic
sections, as from the difficulty of that famous proposition to begin-
ners in geometry ?

‘When Demosthenes was on one occasion harm‘lguing the Athe-
nian assembly in favor of an accused person, he ecould not command
the attention of his auditors. Leaving the subject, he gave the
following story: ‘I was going a short time since to Megara on a
hired ass. The heat was excessive, but not a tree nor a shrub was
to be found that could afford me shelter. I suddenly bethought
myself that I might avoid the scorching heat of the sun by shelter-
ing myself under the belly of my conveyance. The owner of the
beast stopped me: ¢ Sir, said he coolly, ¢ you hired the ass, but
you did not hire the ass’s shadow.” The dispute grew hot between
us.’ At these words there was a complete silence in the assembly,
and every one listened attentively for the issue of the adventure.
The orator saw his opportunity, and with much force upbraided
his audience for listening to so trivial a story, and refusing their
attention when the life of a fellow-creature was at stake. ¢To

uarrel over an asg’s shadow ? henceforth became synonymous with
the discussion of any unimportant subject. Samson, though un-
able to withstand the tongue of a woman, proved himself a better
orator than Demosthenes, the thick-skulled Philistines having suc-
cumbed, ¢ heaps upon heaps,’ in the most successful instance of jaw-
ing on record.
hile Solyman the Magnificent was building his great mosque
in Constantinople, it is related that he suspended the work one
year, in order that the foundations might have time to settle.
Shah Thamas Khan, King of Persia, naturally supposing that the
delay in so pious an undertaking was caused by want of money,
sent a great ambassador to Solyman with two mules laden with
valuable jewels. He presented the Shah’s letter to the Sultan, but
the latter was so incensed on reading its contents, that immediately,
in the ambassador’s presence, he distributed half of the jewels to
the Jews of Stamboul, saying: ¢ Each Rifazi (Persian) changed
into an ass at the awful day og doom, shall bear to the fires of per-
dition some Jew or other. To them, therefore, I give this treasure,
that they may have pity on you on that day, and be sparing in the
use of whips and spurs.’
The French say :

¢ Every poet is a liar, and his trade the excuse.’

Let us write aﬁble—monger instead of poet, and we shall have the
reason why almost every author, from Asop to La Fontaine, who
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has sought to put wisdom into the mouths of brutes, has delibe-
rately attempted to make the donkey ridiculous. It must be al-
lowed, however, that his voice and manner are not altogether
favorable to the maintenance of gravity. Does not Lucilius relate
that Crassus, the grand-father of Marcus, the wealthy Roman,
never laughed but once in his life, and then at a donkey that had
the weakness to yield to a vulgar prejudice in favor of thistles ?

‘We are, shall we say it, almost believers in the doctrine of the
transmigration of souls, namely, that the spirits of men are wont to
inhabit the bodies of donkeys and vice versa. Is it necessary to
invest this modest creature with fashionable raiment, in the man-
ner of illustrated fables, to be reminded of individuals of our ac-

uaintance possessed of the gift, but not of the practice of reason ?
d is there not foundation here for a theory enabling us to com-
prehend those remarkable friendships that have occasionally
existed between men and donkeys — friendships compared with
which those of Damon and Pythias, of Achilles and Patroclus,
seem but sentimental attachments ?

‘We must, therefore, confess, that we never look upon a donkey
without more than suspecting him to be a human being in the
melancholy condition described by Apuleius. Lucius, a sentimental
Roman youth, weary of being a mere mortal, besought a famous
enchantress to change him into an eagle, in order that he might
take a flight in the empyrcan. His body was duly anointed, and
Lucius, in fond anticipation, began to move his arms after the
manner of the bird of Jove. But the enchantress had by mistake
used the wrong box of ointment, and behold a metamorphosis,
little expected by the youth! His tender skin began to thicken,
and assume a hairy covering. The distinct fingers and toes
gradually hardened into bony hoofs. His body was bent down to
the earth in place of cleaving the sky. His face became enor-
mously clongated, the ears enlarged, the mouth widened, and the
lips thickened and pendulous, while a tail appeared which was to
prove a special objeet of mortification and annoyance. Lucius
could only look sideways with tearful eyes. Had not speech also
left him, he might have appropriately exclaimed with ¢ as pretty a

iece of man’s flesh as any in %Iessina,’ ¢ Write me down an ass!’

he eating of roses could alone break the enchantment and restore
him, no longer despising the condition of humanity, to his former
self. Thus, retaining all his natural feelings and inclinations, was
Lucius condemned to wander over the world to procure the means
of disenchantment, but finding every where thistles instead of
roses, and patiently enduring the traditional treatment of donkeys.

‘We would not wish, like the author of Tristram Shandy, to com-
mune forever with a donkey, but are often tempted to interrogate
him a3 to whether every member of his race is not in reality a
human being. Does he not in fact possess many qualities peculiar
to moral and intellectual greatness? Did any one evér see a
proud, hypocritical, self-conceited, ostentatious donkey ? He is on
the contrary, entirely destitute of pride, and his behavior is simple,
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modest, and unaffected. He has none of the ascetic folly of the
self-mortifying fakir who ¢ 8’enfonce des clous au derriére pour avoir
de la consideration.’ He is not to be diverted from what he con-
giders the path of duty by soft blandishments of speech, or by any
lateral considerations, except of the most vigorous kind. Like
certain individuals whose study is, ‘How not to do it,’ he has a
marked aversion to the argument @ posteriori. The donkey has the
patience of Job, and meekness beyond comparison, although the
world may leer at his unmelodious voice and falsely call his re-
solution obstinacy. To be engaged, however, in a perpetual ¢ brown
study ’ is not, we must admit, a sure indication of superior attain-
ments, any more than capillary licentiousness, for as Lucian sagely
remarks :

¢ Ir beards long and bushy true wisdom denote,
Then PraTo must bow to a hairy he-goat.’

Have we not just alluded to the voice of the donkey — the up-
raised voice we mean, not ¢ the still, small voice within?? It must
be granted a less conscientious beast, or one less prone to silence,
might find herein cause for humiliation. Combine in one tremen-
dous discord the whoop of pertussis, the mid-night cries of jealous
cats, the sucking of dry pumps, the letting off of pent-up steam,
the screeching of ungreased wagons, and the scream of smarting
infants, and you will have a faint conception of the wheezy, spas-
modic voice of the donkey. The harmony of sweet sounds, how-
ever, is not to be compared with the substantial qualities possessed
by this animal. Beware, reader, not of ‘the man who has no
music in his soul, but of the individual who makes fine speeches
thereupon. Have not the most blood-thirsty tyrants been enamored
of fiddle-bows, and did not Lorenzo himself, after discoursing so
pleasantly upon stratagems and spoils, steal the soul of Jessica
with many false vows of faith, ay, and run away with her without
notifying the wealthy Jew thereof? Yet the bray of the donkey,
like the voice of the turtle-dove, is not in vain. We have often
been startled and delighted by it in the solitudes of Eastern Eu-
rope and in Asia, having, like another traveller, learned from ex-
perience, that where donkeys exist, men are sure to be found —as
well as the fact, that where men exist, donkeys will be found in
spite of themselves!

It may be asserted that a donkey of good constitution, and
under not more than ordinary persecution, does not usually win
the palm of martyrdom much before the age of thirty years. His
end, however, seems almost as obscure as the end of (Edipus.
‘What, then, becomes of superannuated donkeys? Can it be sup-
posed that they die? We must here quote the language of a
gentleman who has, unintentionally, without doubt, anticipated
our thoughts. 'We imagine that ¢ they do not become dead, cold,
moist, unpleasant bodies — that, like the husband of Aurora, that
ill-starred victim of an oversight, they fade away gradually and
slowly, and almost imperceptibly, till at their appointed moment
they cease to exist, blending with unsubstantial air, hastening to
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be resolved into the clements, vanishing like a morning dream,
leaving not a wreck behind.

But this unexpected bray of the donkey, the enumeration of his
shining qualities, and the theory of his earthly dissolution — a dis-
enchantment not always affected by roses — have diverted our
remarks from the connection between donkeys and literature, es-
pecially the poetical branch thercof. And here we must, in just-
ice to ourselves, say that we have not the least sympathy with
such sentimentalists as Sterne, who, as some one has intimated,
preferred whining over a dead ass to relieving the wants of a liv-
ing mother. We are in search of the tender humanities ; and first
comes to our aid the tearful Coleridge.

Did any one, having but little command over his lachrymals, ever
venture to read the ode to the dejected offspring of a tethered
donkey, without having first retired to the privacy of his apart-
ment, turned the key and taken out a plentiful supply of dry linen ?
‘We think we see the author of Christabel laying one hand gently
on the drooping head of the silent ass, and with the other extend-
ing to his mouth a piece of bread, while at the same time he in-
%?n'es after the cause of the profound melancholy so unusual in
the period of juvenility. Alas! poet, thou wast mistaken. Thou
didst err after the manner of poets who, like lovers, sce every
thing in couleur de rose — even pigs. It was neither apprehcension
for the future, filial pain, nor want of farinaccous food that caused
this depression of spirits in thy friend, but a desire for lacteal
nutriment. Instead of inviting the innocent foal to a musical dell,
where Laughter tickled the ribless sides of Plenty, why didst thou
not rather unloose the mother, and permit both of them to act
according to their superior judgment?

Some onc has said: ¢ Let me compose the ballads of a people, and
I care not who makes their laws.’ For our part, we should prefer
to make the laws, there being usually some pecuniary compensa-
tion therefor, which cannot be said of poetry in general, or, we fear
in particular, save that done for our Mg,gazinc. But the minstrel’s
words drop into the heart like bullets; and long-ears has found a
minstrel :

¢Ir I had a donkey what would n’t go,
Do you think J'd wallop him? Oh! no! no!

I’d give him some hay, and I'd cry gec ! woh !
With a ‘Kimp up Neopy!’’

Could there be any thing simpler, more direct, and out-spoken
than this? Ah! here is true humanity ! The possibility of a poet
being the fortunate possessor of a donkey, is clearly admitted,
while, however, the satisfaction of individual ownership is greatl
diminished by the immovable nature of the property. Mark witg
what a gush of feeling he protests against the energetic course
usually adopted in such an emergency, and lays down a plan of
treatment original in itself, and more congenial to animal nature. In
place of ‘glittering generalities of speech,’ he proposes to begin
with a supply of appropriate food, to be followed by kind words
adapted to the comprehension of a donkey.
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It was reserved, however, for Wordsworth to sound the depths
of asinine being. Of all singing men, he seems to have had the
clearest conception of the moral dignity of the donkey, and the
greatest familiarity with his language. Is it therefore remark-
able that the prologue to Peter Bell bears about the same propor-
tion to the tale itself as the corpus of a full-grown donkey to the
tail thereof? And is it not satisfactory to learn from the dedica-
tion, that the production of this poem did not require the inter-
vention of supernatural agency ?

In alittle boat shaped like the crescent moon, we rise through the
clouds and go up among the stars, taking Taurus by the horns, and
stirring up the Crab and the Scorpion. Descents are traditionally
easy. e alight upon a spot of green grass, and have only to
turn around to espy a solitary donkey, seemingly about to imbibe
from the silent stream. It should here be stated parenthetically,
that this animal does not put his nose in the water when he drinks,
through fear of the shadow of his ears, or hold his head low, on
account of the great size of his auricular and labial appendages,

inging the sensorium and the centre of gravity nearly to-

thus brin,
gether. Nor can this be attributed entirely to humility, any
more than the fact that the fowl never takes even a drop of water
without reverently raising its eyes to heaven. In reply to the
ready heels of Peter Bell, the ass
¢ wiTH motion dull
Upon the pivot of his skull,
Turns round his long left ear,’
drops upon his knees, and with a reproachful look from his hazel
eye, gives three successive groans, one of which ¢ goes before an-
other. Peter falls in a fit, and the ass, notwithstanding a severe
contusion upon his head, risecs. But how does he rise?  We will
answer, we will tell you:
¢ ew— LIKE & tempest-shattered bark,
That o’crwheimed and prostrate lies,
And in 8 moment to the verge
Is lifted of the foaming surge.’
Could any thing be more majestic ? And then, O compassion! he
licks with his tongue the hands which had just licked him with a
new peecled sapling. But the final meeting of the orphan boy
and the long-absent ass! We have been accustomed to regard
Sancho Panza’s recovery of his purloined Dapple as affecting in
the extreme. With what caresses he greeted him: ¢ How hast
thou done, my dearest donkey ; deliilﬂ; of my eyes, my sweet
companion ? > 'Was there cver any thing more tender than Tita-
nia’s treatment of Bottom, when ¢ she blessed his fair large ears,’
called him her ¢ gentle joy,” and rounded his hairy temple with a
coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers?? Yes, the orphan boy sur-

passes even that:
‘Towaro the gentle ass he springs,
And up about his neck he clings;
In loving words he talks to him,
He kisses, kisses face and limb —
He kisses him a thousand times | *
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Y B T A ILY OZR-M A N.

A CONXTEMPLATIVE BALLAD.

BY JOEN O. BAXE.

L

RreHr jollie is ye tailyor-man,
As annie man may be;

And all ye daye upon ye benche
He worketh merrilie.

L.

And oft ye while in pleasante wise
He coileth up his limbes,

He singeth songes ye like whereof
Are not in Warrs his hymns.

nL

And yet he toileth all ye while
His merrie catches rolle;
As true unto ye needle as
Ye needle to ye pole.

Iv.

What cares ye valiant tailyor-man
For all ye cowarde feares?
Against ye scissors of ye Fates
e pointes his mightie sheares.

v.

He heedeth not ye anciente jests
That witlesse sinners use:

‘What feareth ye bolde tailyor-man
Ye hissinge of a goose ?

vI.

He pulleth at ye busie threade,
To feede his lovinge wife

And eke his childe ; for unto them
It is ye threade of life.

Vil

He cutteth well ye riche man’s coate,
And with unseemlie pride

He sees ye little waistcoate in
Ye cabbage bye his side.

Vi,

Meanwhile ye tailyor-man his wife,
To labor nothinge loth,

8its bye with readie hands to baste
Ye urchin and ye cloth.
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Full happie is ye tailyor-man,
Yet is he often tryed,

Lest he from fulnesse of ye dimes,
Waxe wanton in his pride.

X.

Full happie is ye tailyor-man,
And yet he hath a foe,

A cunninge encmie that none
So well as tailyors knowe.

X1,

It is ye slipperie customer
Who goes his wicked wayes,

And weares ye honeste tailyor’s coate,
But never, never payes!

THE WEDDING GARMENT.

In the great, rich city of New-York, another day had counted
away its hours and minutes and seconds, of joy or sorrow, pain or
pleasure, gain or loss, and, equally measured in time, its tide of
fortune had ebbed and flowed through the many currents of
crowded life for another day. From the costliest clock of the
marble mantle, through all the varieties of mechanism, to the very
cheapest which can be manufactured for the poorest dwelling, it
was after all only the same time to which the various and varying
hands had pitilessly pointed, as passing and now passed away — for
the day was gone ; but how different the allotted tide which had
mercifully, mercilessly swept to and from the sea of life, giving
and taking, bringing home and carrying away, embarking and
stranding, cnriching and imgoverishing, saving and losing, blessing
and bl %tin its mortal burden of beating pulses which differently
rejoiced or lamented that its mighty influence was also passing,
and now passed away, for the day was gone, gone with its mea-
sured time and its measureless tide, gone with its hours and
minutes and scconds, its thoughts and words and deeds, to be
strictly and straitly registered in that place where both the time
and the tide entering g?come eternity, and where the mortal life
of a single day shall be immortal. .

The sun had set over the city which, light with gayety and
bright with art, seemed little to regard the departing splendor of
nature’s glorious luminary. Here and there might have been eyes
that looked up to the evening sky, just as there are hearts that
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turn toward heaven, but usually the city did not care if it were
daé or night.

as and glare and glitter and gold needed not the sunlight.
Only in some places where these were not, would there be dark-
ness in the city’s night; and none in light can tell how dark that
darkness ; none but Gop can see how such arc watching through
night for the morning. And the sun had set over the city.

rom a broken and patched window in a small and miserable
apartment, in the highest part of an old dilapidated building,
which had stood the shocks of time and ruin until at last it could
show no dceper marks of further injury; like some wayside pau-
per we may have seen, to whom the familiar spirit of his poverty
and misery seem at last to spare from any more excess of devasta-
tion, and stays the wrinkles and the falling locks and the failing
steps as if repenting of th¢ evil work, but in mockery of mercy, is
arresting further downfall only to retain the degraded station;
from this broken window which looked, thank Gob ! into the sky,
was leaning as far as was admitted by its miserable structure, or
rather superstructure, deformed by various modes of mending
economically with the balf of an old shutter, and unclosing to ad-
mit the blessed breath of heaven only by a few panes broken and
patched, through which the eye of poverty, otherwise clouded,
sought the free light — was leaning thus in the perfect aban-
donment of natural pleasure, the figure of a young girl.

Beautiful picture for such a frame! Leaning eagerly with the
long-drawn breathing of intense enjoyment, with eyes uplifted and
arms slightly raised, as if she were springing to a better fate.
Bathed in the crimson glow of the evening siy, her pale check,
pink and fresh in its reflected ray, thus as she leaned who would
not have sought to help and bless her, to take her from the em-
brasure of that shattered window, even like a rare picture from
some decaying frame, and rescue her from the pressure of a pov-
erty, whose worst imprisoning is that it cannot even guard its
prisoners ?

Oh! there are men who are banded together in this very city
to save life from destruction, who scale trembling walls, and do
deeds of daring worthy of heroes, who, if this window with its
precious inclosure had appeared high above them in all the peril
of a burning building, would have risked life and limb to save the
beautiful being who, by the common tie of humanity, might claim
their common brotherhood ; there would have been a ladder and a
rescue, and when all the clocks of the city struck for the sun set
-and the day gone, there would have been a deed done which even
the angels might desire to do.

But there was no ladder and no rescue, and as the clocks to-
gether and apart gave out the common notice of the common time,
the yonng girl counted them in their different tones as they floated
up from different parts of the city ; and remembering her yet un-
finished work which she had laid aside for this simple pleasure, she
withdrew, hastily closing the window, feeling that she had wasted
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too much time in this little respite. The air outside had been
chilly to her not warmly-clad form, but the room within was more
chilly to her warmly-beating heart, and she shivered over the few
coals as she collected them together to warm the little fingers
which must again resume their tedious employment of sewing.
For she was one of that class who, mostly needed, are yet least
cared for, whose work brings the highest price, yet not to them-
selves, who labor for others and are not maintained, who, if they
were by any possibility to stop sewing to-morrow, would cause an
inconvenience in fashionable society, disturbing their amusements
and interfering by the need of needful stitches, with their last deli-
cate charity of a calico ball.

And our little seamstress, who dwells with her mother, in our
story, was young and beautiful and good and poor. Young, she
was just sixteen, the season of maiden pride and pleasure ; beauti-
ful, the perfect features and graceful form would have adorned the
stateliest mansion ; dark blue eyes looked full into every face with
the trusting love of a pure heart which feared no evil because it
knew none, while a peculiar softness from the dark lashes of the
drooping lid shaded the face with an expression not of sadness,
but tenderness. Added to this there was a shadow surroundin
the whole figure from the heavy tresses of her hair which, stiﬁ
worn in childish fashion, hung loose and free around her, swayin
with every motion, in every shade of the changing light, and add-
ing to her poor attire its beautiful clothing of nature which no
fabric of art can ever equal.

And she was also good and poor, not that they necessarily go
together, or mean the same thing, for poverty sometimes makes
suffering and selfishness, and, it is dreadful to think, many times,
crime. But then again many times, many times, its frail shelter
has driven the peris%ing soul to a surer refuge; and as to this
poor garret ascending, each weary footstep treads farther and
farther from the dust of earth, so may its inmates look out nearcr
and nearer to the sky.

A bed and a table, and a congle of odd broken chairs, was all
the furniture the room contained, while a small carpet-bag and an
open wooden box held all the wardrobe its possessors had saved
from the wreck of former plenty. Gay shawl and colored gown,
piece after piece, had been parted with for the suits of mourning
which both were wearing, grateful to have obtained them by any
sacrifice of under-valuation in the exchange.

If you had opened the leaves of a Bible which rested on a ledge
beside the bed, you might have read the dates and the names of
these sad acts and actors in life’s real drama; the time when in the
village of , more than a hundred miles away, this book
of Gop had been given to Reuben Ray and Mary his wife on
their wedding day. There was recorded the birth of their child,
who, in respect to an old-established custom in a family whose re-
spectability seemed to exact such tribute regardless of taste,
to call the first-born by the father’s name, was christened Rubena.
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Thus was it written by her father’s hand, but the lips of affection
which alters every sound, had ever called her Ruby, and if you
had asked her name, she would have told you it was Ruby Ray.

Resuming her task with a sigh, which however quickly changed
into the low murmuring of a song ; and as you may have seen the
light and shadow chase each other over some rippling stream, so
the weariness of her work and the natural lightness of her heart
mingled curiously together, flitting across her fair face, now with
a frown and quick impatient stitching, and now with a smile of
satisfaction, and a slower-moving ncedle as she reviewed her
nearly-completed labor. Pleasant thoughts secmed mostly in her
mind: of the last stitch to which she was fast arriving ; of the

rice of all those stitches which she would then reccive; of how
1t would help her poor mother—her mother who was all the
world to her —how much comfort it would purchase for them in
their poor way.

She counted it all up: four —six shillings it would be, em-
broidery and all. A great sum it scemed to her, and as she
threaded her needle and worked another flower, she was very
happy.

l;'yde rees as the work dulled and the light dimmed in the
closing day, her hands rested idly upon the costly material, and
she was lost in a pleasant reverie of romance connccted with it ;
for it was a wedding garment, and the bride was very rich, or it
would not be so heavily embroidered, and of course she dwelt in a
Inxurious home, more grand than she could imagine; and to her
thought, must be young and beautiful, and happy and blest, as she
eould hardly understand.

Then by a sudden transition her reveric changed. A single
crooked stitch had linked the chain of memory to a long left cor-
ner in the little school-roomn of her childhood’s home ; where for
just such a crooked stitch, she had been doomed one long summer

our to sit while her companions played.

She could hear their merry voices still echoing in her ear,

ually growing softer and stiller until at last it was a dream,
for she slept. The twilight with its soothing influence had
gathered very gently and slowly around her, her eyes had closed
unconsciously in the dimness, while her mind was wandering yet
amid its tireless fancics —no wonder that she dreamed.

Travelling back to that well-known scene, again the home of her
earlier years was around her ; but still mixed with and belonging
to the present, she was sewing her childish task on the old re-
membered bench ; but incomprehensibly it was still this wedding
garment which she was decorating for this stranger bride.

Presently, as in the usual bewilderment of dreams, the threads
of her work became all entangled and lost, at the same time an
over-excited value of their loss possessed her ; and she scarching
eagerly to recover them, as if they could bind her to some un-
known treasure, was led on and on in the labyrinth of her dream,
through the dark dingy chambers and crooked, creaking stairs of
VOL, LII, 4




50 The Wedding Garment. [July,

her present habitation, through the crowded alleys and streets of
the city, where she always.trembled so; over a bridge which was
very hard to cross, the feet all the time slipping back, until at last,
Gob bless the dreamer! she was again in her own old home.
Mother and child, they were again at the little garden-gate ; and
coming to meet them from the open door of the humble but happy
roof, was a form ; ah! a form, well-known and well-beloved, well-
mourned and well-remembered, never to be forgotten, but never
to be met, never to be seen again, except in dreaming, until the
long tedious travelling of their journey of life ended, this mother
and child shall stand at last at the gate of heaven, and this father’s
form shall meet them as they come home there, and it shall not be
a dream, -

But she was dreaming now, and who would have waked her !
The flowers of her embroidering had shifted and showered upon
her the blossoms of her birth-place, and she was enjoying to the
uttermost the birth-right of even the portionless, which is never
parted with — which 1s, to dream,

But even in dreams we may not linger long with flowers ; and
8o from the well-loved garden, where she longed to stay, this cruel
thread again impelled her to recover its sad unwindings; and
mixed as it was with wedding music in her mind, it was a natural
twisting and turning it should take to lead her following in a vil-
lage train, which were gayly pressing on to the little church from
which the marriage bells were ringing out their merriest peal.
Following with the rest, she had forgotten herself and her earnest
search in the noisy mirth around her, when suddenly the tangled
threads, like some opposing destiny, surrounded and seemed to en-
velop her completely, as might some huge cobweb floating in the
air; slightly but firmly withholding and withdrawing her from the
gathering crowd, and leading her as if of her own accord and yet
against her will through the entrance, not of the church, but the
church tower. Floating upward, bound by these mysterious
threads, past the rafters of the roof, and the ringing bell, she was
borne on ; looking back at the altar and the bride and the bless-
ing and the human happiness which was gathered there, she would
fain have returned ; gazing back, as if from dying, the saddest
yearning for human sympathy oppressed her : but she was hurried
on; now past the cross on the highest tower, she could see no
more below it ; and knowing she could not return, she clasped her
hands in submission, and a strange knowledge seemed to come to
her that the wedding garment was for her, and that the marriage-
feast was in heaven.

Suddenly with a start she awoke. It was the entrance of her
mother at the rattling broken door which had aroused her, and never
did she wake to welcome more tenderly her only earthly friend.
Arising in haste to receive her, she kissed her with an emotion un-
usual and undefined, and taking from her hands the few articles
which had been purchased for their scanty meal, she placed them
on the table which needed not much arranging for their poverty-
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stricken use. Smiling brightly as she unwrapped from its coarse
greasy paper the single tallow candle which their little means had
held out to pay for, she exclaimed as gayly her delight, as perhaps
some other maiden far up the city in her home of wealth might
have been doing at that same moment, over some golden gift or
bauble, while the lights of chandeliers were flashing and wasting
around her unappreciated.

But it is one blessed thing, that neither light nor darkness can
alter the shades of human love; and the kiss which repaid the
giver in the lighted mansion, could be no better than this mother’s

row received in this dark garret, in return for her thoughtful care
of this hard-carned light ; and the lips which imprinted it, could be
no truer and-no redder than the lips of Ruby Ray.

¢Dear mother, how kind you were to think of a candle, that I
may finish my work ; we could not have done without a light, to-
night. May I light it at once ??

‘I would rather you would wait a little while, Ruby darling, for
we must not waste our comfort ; 8o sit beside me here, and while
I warm my feet, which are very cold, I will tell you of what I have
been thinking in my long walk.’

Selecting from their small supply of wood in the corner, a couple
of sticks, Ruby placed it on the fire, and seating herself on the
hearth, to cnjoy nearcr its kindly blaze at the feet of her mother
she sat listening for the expected words.

But her mother spokenot. Tired and weary, it seemed as if she had
not strength to tell the heavy thoughts, which seemed to have sunk
into the depths of her soul, like heavy stones sunk deep. While she
had been walking it had been different. She had looked at them,
and placed them one before the other, in regular fashion ; and they
rose like stepping-stones, friendly to her, and promised her a sure
enough footing across the stream of her present perplexity. But
now, she was very weak, and the waters of her grief rolled deep
and'dark, and the thoughts were buried under their heavy pressure,
and she could not raise them up — could not touch them — could
not speak.

‘It is no use, my child, to wait about your work ; I cannot talk
now ; and perhaps it is better so. So light the candle, darling, if

ou like.’

y There was so much sadness in her mother’s voice, that it almost
spoiled the pleasure Ruby was surely going to take in lighting that
tallow candle. But she lighted it, and fixed it nicely in an old tin
candle-stick, and while she washed and wiped the grease from her
neat little fingers, whose shape and whiteness were unrivalled, ex-
cept for the constant pricking of her needle, she asked her mother,
if 1t were not beautiful — that tallow candle ?

¢ And now you shall have some supper, mother; a cup of tea
will make you strong; and then you can talk while I sew.’ And
stirring the fire, and bustling about the little room with the pre-
paration for their meagre repast, she made the place light and
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happy, not with the tallow candle, but with her own loving and
lovely presence.
She was singing, too, as she moved about, the verses of some old
song :
g ¢I shall be gay, I shall be gay,
The clouds from to-day shall pass;
The humblest flower it has its dower,

And the sun smiles on the grass.’

AND here it may not be amiss to go into some little detail of the
two who fill this little chamber to overflowing, with so much light
and shadow, so much joy and pain. Less than a year ago, the
little cottage, whose gate we have seen in Ruby’s dream, had cov-
ered those now desolate ones, with the blessing of love and pro-
tection, and a happy home.

As the school-master of the little village, Ray enjoyed the su-
perior position, which was there as elsewhere accorded by con-
trast with those below him in learning and ability. But while he
might be content with being the first among these simple and kind-
hearted people, he was not willing to forego the pleasures of more
cultivated society, with all the advancement which he might com-
mand in such an enlarged sphere. So he left his little cottage, to
which only a dream, like a withered leaf, now clings, and actually
started — as many have and will again —to the great city of New-
York. There, in its great Bazaar, might he ﬁng some little nook,
where he might sell the weavings of his brain. And such a place
seemed to open to him in an engagement, which he readily entered
into, with some one, it does not matter which, of the various lite-
rary publications which, to supply the public mind, generally
sweep the brain of their busy workmen, until not even so much as
a cobweb remains.

His plan had succeeded, and hope smiled upon him. Teo be sure,
they were in very poor lodgings, and they all pined for the coun-
try air; but yet the months went by, and the promise of his life
was fair before him as a rainbow in the sky. But ah! it was in
the sky—the bright colors might never touch the earth. The
hectic glow which had marked his cheek, had failed to tell how
deep the fire had spread below. The energy which had made him
attempt and do what others with equal courage would have never
dared, was the very spirit that had lured him to his ruin; the
strength which it had required to follow his strong will, had been
the very power which had burned away the great machinery.
And one sad evening, he lay down, faint and sick; and one week
after —sadder still — he died.

It is a sad, sad story, but it is happening every day— and that
only makes it sadder.

¢ What was to become of wife and child now?’ The question
naturally arises in the story, and it naturally also arose to the lips
of the people where they had boarded until this time.

There was no money when he died. The last proceeds of his
work had begn paid away, and no more was due. By the sale of
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his watch and books, which were parted from with many a longing
look and lingering kiss of affection, the means were obtained sufti-
cient to pay for the present necessary expenses: for the narrow
apartments to which he had come only to die, and for that narrower
one which none might share.

Gladly would she, Mary, his wife, have shared his peaceful rest,
for he died in faith; but there was a chord within her heart
which must live on, their child, and so she lived on; he had
told her to be brave, and so she would be brave.

And she was brave. It seemed almost as if his courage rested
upon her, covering her with its blessing, for she never faltered,
and when the time came, and it came very soon, to leave the place
she could afford no longer, she took her little girl by the hand and
wandered out, she knew not where; she did not seem to be fol-
lowing any guidance, but she was as surely as the sailor, who by
the faithful needle steers for home.

Through two or three gradations of cheap and cheaper boarding,
she had descended, or rather ascended, at last to this place, where,
seated as we have seen by the fire, which could never warm the
cold and comfortless chamber, she felt as if she had reached the
height of her despair, and her heart scemed breaking in her bosom,
as she watched the child around whom every nerve and fibre of
her soul was wrapped, and for whom she could be able to put forth
any strength which human nature may ever command.

¢I shall be gay, I shall be gay,
Oh! tell me not of sorrow ;
The flower that does not bloom to-day,
Will be sure to bloom to-morrow.’

So sang on the happy voice, and many more verses likewise, the
chief merit of which consisted in the oft-repeated

¢I shall be gay, I shall be gay.’

Flitting around like some gay bird, at the same time, she had pre-
pared the tea and arranged their evening repast. Pausing now to
see that no comfort remained undone, she caught her mother’s eye,
in its sad gaze fixed upon her; and bounding across the room, she
was instantly beside her. Again and again she kissed the pale,
sweet face, embracing her with the tenderest embraces.

¢Dear, dear mother, be happy for me, for my sake ; don’t look
so sad ; see, we are very happy.

But while she spoke her voice faltered, and by the mysterious
sympathy which we all know but do not understand, she felt her
breast swelling with the emotion of her mother’s troubled heart,
and the tears raining over her cheeks, like a sudden shower in
summer from some over-hanging cloud. . She wiped them hastily
away, and continuing her checring and loving words, she suc-
ceeded in her effort of soothing her mother with her gentle care,
agd th(;ay made their evening meal together, almost cheerfully in
tae end.

‘When it was over, and another stick of wood added to the fire,
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Ruby said it was so very pleasant, that indeed it looked like
Christmas; but seeing her mother look sadder at that happy
word, she tried to talk of something else ; but there was scarcely
any thing she could speak of, that did not bring a painful shadow
across the beloved countenance; and so she contented herself with
talking about her work, and after showing with pride the skill and
neatness of all that she had so far done, and asking for advice con-
cerning the leaves of certain flowers in the pattern before her, she
seated herself near to the precious candle, whose red glare re-
quired all her young eyes’ strength, and resumed her employ-
ment, which she had calculated would be at an end in one more
hour’s steady work.

Talking on gayly all the time, while her needle glanced bright
and swift in its progress, of how it would soon be finished now, she
stopped to replenish the worked-out thread, but she could no
where find it ; shaking her work and looking carefully all around in
vain, was soon accomplished, but it could not be found; and then
she thought of her dream, and then she sighed and tried to forget it.

The thread must have fallen into the %re, and she blamed her-
self for her carelessness, and then timidly for fear of troubling her
mother by the question, she asked how she could be able to get
any more ?

A moment’s thought will suffice to show howr that the losing
of this little skein of thread was no trifle. - First, there was no
money ; the last remaining pence had been spent in their supply
of food; then it was Saturday night, the next day Sunday, no-
thing could be done to remedy the evil, and early on Ktonday morn-
ingthe work must be returned by a certain hour completed, or for-
feit the price expected.

The poor little heart, which had kept up so bravely during her
mother’s gricf, could struggle now no longer; the memory of her
dream oppressed her, and sinking, like some bright bird whose
wing the fowler’s shot has at last reached, she fell upon her mo-
ther’s bosom, weeping bitterly.

And now did the comforters change places. It was her mother
who was cheerful now, consoling her for what she could not help,
and contriving a plan which might relieve their loss. Glancing at
her weding-ring, which she had often sadly thought would serve her
in some last emergency, she contrived her plan.

Accompanied by Ruby, and lighted by the candle, which, flar-
ing and melting in the rush of air outside, threatened constant ex-
tinguishing, she sought in the house below a sort of shop, where
many articles were displayed for pawn or gale. But there was no
thread there. It must be fine French thread, and nothing fine or
French was there, and she knew was not likely to be any where near.

Disappointed, they turned to leave the shop, when a stooping
figure in the door-way barred their exit. He appeared to be
scrambling after something on the floor, and at last, clutching it
with the expression of a shocking oath, he rose and stood before
them — a man of hideous aspect ; and the thing that he was clutch-



1858.] The Wedding GQarment. 55

ing so wickedly, was the long bright golden tresses of some gath-
ered human hair. It made one sick to see his dirty fingers twin-
ing through its profuse and flowing beauty; and much more did
the blood run cold of our poor defenceless women, when, as they
sought to hurry past, he tried to stop them, informing them, in
some half-foreign, half-English language, that he bought hair,
long, long hair, and would give a great deal of money for Ruby’s
dark brown curls, attempting as he spoke to touch them, as she
shrunk away. Terrified and disgusted with his free impertinence,
they succeeded in passing him, and with all the speed possible
through the dark uncertain way, they at last reached again their
own apartment. The candle had fallen in their flight, and but for
the glow of the expiring embers, they would have been in total
darkness. Fastening the door as securely as it admitted, with
many a sigh and sob, but with earnest pleading prayer, they sank
at last to sleep; and as the soft curls rested all night long on the
mother’s aching bosom, it seemed to her that a shadow at the
door, as of a strong man armed, protected their feeble fastening.

And they slept; and all night long the sweet delusion lasted,
if it were one, that it were their loved one’s mission, from the
court of heaven, to be their guardian angel.

‘RrsT, weary spirit,

'T'is the Sabbath day!

Toil and work and care
Put far away.

And as the bells are ringing
From the church towers,

Thou from thy heart be singing
Through holy hours.

¢ Rest, weary spirit!
Whatsoc’er thy grief,
Rest from thy weary effort
To find relief.
Then HEe who is the Lorn
Even of the Sabbath day,
Will in I1s gentle mercy
Put thy care away.'

By a strange accident, or a happy arrangement, the largest and
richest church in New-York, stands at the head of Wall-street,
- bearing in its name the mystery of the ever-blessed TrINITY, Which
we forever worship and glorify ; raising the holy cross of Curist
on its highest summit into the sky, it stands at the head of all that
rushing vortex of moneyed misery, like some light-house on a dan-
gerous shore, like a preacher to the passing perishing people, tell-
ing them of a better treasure, far away, and warning them in its
solemn chime, as if the mighty words had fallen upon them — the
words which were the trumpet-note of Loyola, with which he, in
an age gone by, startled and stirred such another earth-contented
crowd with the most powerful conviction and conversion — only
repeating from ear to car as the church bells chime and chime:
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¢ What shall it profit a man, if he shall gain the whole world and
lose his own soul ?°

Yes, it stands as a church should stand, with open door, and
daily prayer, and free entrance, for even the Eauper’s feet. Wean-
ing from earth with its gathered-in graves, where the sleepers rest
so still and so secure, and winning for heaven with its gathering-in
souls, where the weary and the heavy-laden may receive the pro-
mised peace.

Among those over whom the benediction of the closing services
had this day fallen, were our two poor wanderers; and surely it
will rest upon them as they turn away and retrace their patient
steps to the place of ‘Poverty, which was all the world was giving
them for their part of its great heritage.

All? was this all ?

The world, with its great gifts of mines and minds, of lands and
seas, burdened with treasures, of thrones and crowns, tottering
with the weight of pride and place, of government and people, to
whom these two belong, brave and free, with power and plenty,
blessing and blessed with institutions for justice and churches for
charity — was this all the world could give these two ?

Hope better!

The Sabbath passed away in peace. ¢ We will not think, to-day,
my child? And the mother and daughter rested upon the Sab-
bath day, and kept it holy, according to the commandment.

No wonder that an angel walked beside them, according to the
promise.

With the earliest dawning of the following day, which seemed
to point them only to perplexity, the mother arose, and hastily
arranging her poor attire, prepared to leavo her slecping daughter
to the repose which still so kindly clung to her.

She could go and return, she thought, before she waked, and
procure the thread which had caused them so much trouble; and
8o no time would be lost in completing the garment, which a fatal
moment too late might render of so Much cvil consequence to
them. She had descended to the lowest step, and was hurrying
to leave the impure atmosphere for the street, where at least a
little freshness dropped with the light from the sky, when she was
accosted by the same revolting figure, who had alarmed them so
on Saturday night, with tho same announcement as before: that
he bought hair —long, long hair-—and would give much money .
for Ruby’s dark brown curls,

As if he had struck her a sudden blow, the poor mother stag-

red back, for she was weak and nervous; and instantly, from
the impulse which comes stronger in times of greatest weakness,
as if to refill and replaco the mind’s action, she turned and re-
ascended the old crazy, tottering staits, bnck to her heart’s trea-
sure; a fear of she knew not what possessed her, and she could
not leave her there — she must take her with her.

O mother’s heart! what makes it beat so? Mado sacred, it
can never faint nor fail.
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The opening of the door again, awakened Ruby, and the gay
¢good morning’ of her happy voice was so cheerful in its sound,
that her mother, stooping to kiss her, only told her to make haste
and come with her to buy the thread.

At that word, Ruby's trouble seemed to awake, and her dream
secemed almost leading her as she followed her mother through the
windings of that wretched place, to the no less wretched street,
where, after a walk of many squares, they at last procured, and
returned with the desired purchase.

As they reéntered the door, and again climbed to their retreat,
never had it seemed to them half so wretched as now in the early
morning, which they knew was so fresh and beautiful in so many
places over the world, and which so dark and dreary here, was all
the worse by contrast.

Dirty children were clamoring for something to eat, and dirty
women quarrelling for their morning fare, and in one dreadful
room which they bhad to pass, the door wide open, revealed sights
sickening even to the strongest mind.

Poor little trembling Ruby — poor, poor mother — clinging to-
gether closer than ever, once more they were in their own room,
which this time they greeted gratefully.

¢ Hasten, hasten, Ruby, with your work, and we will leave this

lace ; there must be some more room for us in all the wide, wide
wdrld than this, my child. It is not right to stay here any longer ;
and we will go. Gop will lead us—we will not fear. Sew on
fast, darling. I will fix the breakfast — you sew on.’

¢O mother! it is dreadful, dreadful, but where shall we go ??

‘Do not talk, my child ; do not ask me; Gob will lead us. I do
not fear ; sew fast, my darling, as fast as you can sew.”

And Ruby sewed on fast ; and the mother made the fire and
prepared the meal for which they had little appetite: Ruby re-
garding her mother's newly-aroused strength with surprise. She
seemed borne on by some superior power, and so she was.

It was nearly mid-day when the last stitch was drawn and the
wedding garment was done. If to the gentle wearer its tale of
working could ever be unfolded, there would be less of human
woe ; but to her, this far-off stranger bride, in her pure happiness,
it will be nothing but only a clean, white linen.

Rapidly Ruby had sewed, and rapidly they now walked with the
finished work to the great depository from whence they had ob-
tained it. They had tried to expect the misfortune which still they
could not believe would happen to them; but alas! alas! it was
even so. They were too liate, and had lost the price. With a
civility which many times digraces higher departments when cru-
elty is measured out for justice, they were told that rules must be
adopted and carried out for the maintenance of good order and to
prevent disappointment to customers; that the rules of the estab-
lishment were imperative, and could not be disregarded, and that
they might sce for themselves how much trouble it would give to
customers if they were broken through.

They tried, but they could not see; but it did not matter
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whether they saw or not; and with a choking in the throat which
prevented any words being spoken even to each other, they left
the wedding garment whose threads had surely, as in the dream,
entangled and misled them, and following its further effect they
wound their weary way back to their desolate starting-point,
from which since early dawn so much vain effort had been put forth.

Ruby seated herself by the window again lost in grief; but her
mother — she could not comprehend her mother’s calmness.

¢ What shall we do, mother??

¢ We will go, my child.’

¢ Where, mother ??

¢Gop will lead us, darling. I do not fear.

The calmness of the words was wonderful —so firm and strong ;
and all the while she was packing up quickly but carefully their
few articles in the little carpet-bag, and then spreading the remain-
ing fragments of food upon the table for the last time, she begged
Ruby to try and eat something, so that she might not be hungry
again for that day. -

As her pale thin hands glanced across the table in their kindly
care Ruby noticed that her ring, her wedding ring, was gone.

¢O mother, mother! your ring! O mother! it is too hard.
and the tears gushed in a sudden torrent over those pale thin
hands, which were instantly caught and pressed to her lips in many
a fervent kiss of devoted love. .

‘My child, do not regret it ; it will take us from this place of
evil ; and it is all right ; there, do not fret, darling, Gop will lead
us. I do not fear.

Od s'veak woman ! how strong the heart wears in the hour of
need !

‘Mother! mother!’ said Ruby with a strength which seemed
partly inherited and partly reflected from the bright example.
‘ One thing I ask you, mother darling, and do not refuse me, dear,
dear mother, it will make me so much happier, and alone content
me for my lost work. You will not, mother, refuse me —say you
will not.?

And her mother knew what she mecant without her saying it in
words. It scarcely needed the accompanying gesture of the little
hands raised to the rich tresses of her beautiful hair, which was
truly the only treasure she could add to their almost empty purse.
But oh! it was such a treasure, and the mother’s pride rose up to
forbid the costly sacrifice. DBut the earnest eloquence of the
pleading voice and the tearful eyes raised to hers with such a look
of beaming hope, were not to be resisted; beside, the thought
came that in their wandering helplessness it might be better so;
the uncommon beauty of Ruby’s hair every where attracted great
attention ; and they so lone and unprotected, it was better to
grant her wish, and so she granted it.

But it was the saddest sight of all to see the young head bowed
before this iron poverty, and the mother’s hand, trembling but
faithful, severing tress after tress for a means of safety and defence
through the difficulties and dangers which surrounded them.
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It was done, and she raised her head with a laugh of pleasure
to her mother’s quivering face ; and it was sad to see it so shorn ;
but it was a noble act which must surely bring its own reward;
and already as she arose from her voluntary sacrifice, she was like
]slome holy nun ; and what she had lost of earth she had gained of

eaven.

‘With hearts refreshed by these mutual deeds of generous love,
our mother and child prepared immediately to depart. First
kneeling together in the little old chamber, which none like them
should ever more inhabit, they asked Gop’s blessing on their
wandering way.

As they knelt, the sun was in its meridian in the sky, and the
tria]l of their faith and patience was at its highest measure in their
souls.

It would decline now. It would never be so hard to bear
again. And they went, peacefully, bearing in their hands their
only earthly possessions, the Bible and the little carpet-bag; and
quickly paying their rent ,below with Ruby’s treasure, they
sought once more the street; the street where Ruby. always
trembled so ; but her mother walked serenely beside her.

*What shall we do? Where shall we go, mother ?°?

¢I do not know my child ; but Gop will lead us. I do not fear.’

And they go on.

And so Gop does lead them; but He leads them to our hearts.
And as they come, and they do come, and the question rises,
¢ What shall they do ? where shall they go?’ how dare we answer
that ¢ Gop leads them,’ and let them go on! EE B

T H E L ILAC-TRTEZE,

In the songful days of June,
When the birds are all a-tune,
And the honey-feast is coming for the humming-bird and bee,
Of all the trees that grow,
And with blossoms that do blow,
The sweetest and the saddest is the lilac-tree.

For, though purple is the bloom
That its crisping buds assume,
Like the tint on far-off mountains beyond the pleasant sea,
Yet the freshness but deceives,
And amid the shady leaves
There i8 ever a dead blossom on the lilac-tree.

And so it is with all,
That in things both great and small
Of our life a distant gleaming in our dreaming we may see ;
For when the heart is gladdest,
Oh! there’s something in it saddest,
Like the blossom and the blight upon the lilac-tree.



60 The Lost Arts of the Household. [July,

THE LOST ARTS OF THE HOUSEHOLD.

A r¥EW years since, his Imperial Majesty, ¢ Brother to the Sun’®
and Emperor of all the Celestials, in the plenitude of his wisdom,
saw fit to recall a governor from one of the southern provinces,
and after the promulgation of a decree authorizing him to wear an
additional peacock-feather in his cap as a reward for signal services,
consigned him to private life, and appointed a successor. The
new official was one of those eager reformers who desire to inno-
vate some existing custom, and thus procure immortality for their
names. He looked about for an appropriate field of action. The
veteran pig-tail, the shaven poll, the uncut finger-nails, the golden
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lilies — with none of these he dared interfere, lest he should
confound the true faith with that of the fankweis. At length,
with the aid of his private secretary, he concocted a proclamation,
well calculated to excite commotion among the celestials. It had
only its mathematical character to redeem it. The substance of
the general missive was, that the people of the province should
refrain in future from putting female infants to death, as, pros-
ﬁectively, this practice would amount to the virtual destruction of
uman beings. In due time, after learned mandarins had worried
their brains unsuccessfully to correct the rash innovator, a com-
p‘l:lxlm(ti was forwarded to Pekin, and the obnoxious governor was re-
called.
Diligent investigation, we are convinced, will eventually produce
a change in popular sentiment ; and the profound idea of the shaven
celestial must inevitably prevail in the world. The early tradi-
tions of mankind, especially of the Caucasian branch, decidedly
lean toward the opinions which he, injudiciously anticipating
the progress of civilization, sought to disseminate. Indeed, we
think a mandarin would be horrified at some of the pictures which
ancient mythology presents, as, for instance, Athené¢, a god-
dess armed, and Artemis with her bow and hunting gear. Plato
would astound him with the assurance that women used to parti-
cipate in military exploits, and the axiom that ¢all animated be-
ings, females as well as males, have a natural ability to pursue in
common every suitable virtue With the ancient Egyptians also,
he would be surprised to learn that women were permitted to
attend and deliver lectures upon Philosophy, to participate in hus-
}l)g_nfiry and mechanical employments, and to take part in political
airs.
It is, indeed, difficult to define what views were most generally
entertained rgspecting the feminine sphere. 'Women, varium et
mutabile semper, cxcrcised religious oftices as the ministers at
temples, interpreters of the oracles, and as prophetesses among
the Hebrews. Dcborah, the prophetess, for forty years ¢judged -
Israel, and went with the armies ; Huldah was a king’s counsellor;
aud in the times of the New Testament, the daughters of the
evangelist Philip ¢ did prophesy;’ Phebe was diakonos, or minister
of the church at Cenchrea, and Priscilla ¢ taught the way of God.’
The Germans, acknowledging a quid divinum, or godlike element
in women, submitted to their counsels, and yielded to their as-
sumption of vaticinatory power and of the art of healing. In
short, they possessed importance in those ¢ good old times.’ They
even sat on thrones; and we presume that if they had consented
to bear the mace, or to exercise police functions, many an Alci-
biades would have accepted their escort to the watch-house or the
nison.
: Even in the Middle Ages, when refinement and civilization
struggled a thousand years to conquer Gothic barbarism, there
existed women capable of asserting the ancient prerogative. Vic-
toria Colonna, Veronica Gambara, Mary Aquazis, Jane d'Albret,
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and the fhir professors in the schools of Aleala and Salamanca, were
eminent examples of intellectual greatness. But the progress of
the age has annihilated their arts, and their memories almost ; and
as buffoon masquerades are left to commemorate ancient festivals,
80 the learned women of former times are now represented by the
humble school-mistress.

Science alone, however, has not ceased to confer its distinctions
upon notable women. There are ¢ Lost Arts’ which need a chron-
icler to preserve them from oblivion. We do not refer to the arts
spontaneous with the sex, the variable coquetries and other guises
that they assume, but those old and venerable institutions formerly
assigned to women, and symbolized by three implements, tho
needle, the distaff, and the loom. A generation only has to pass,
and these will be almost, if not utterly, forgotten. Yet, in the
ancient days, the ages which chroniclers but feebly reach, in the
ages which mythology has veiled with her thick curtains, skill in
handling those three instruments was made the glory of a woman.

Royal hands presided at the distaff. When Hercules bore off
Iolé and slew her brother, the oracle at Delphi commanded that
he should be sold as a slave, and he thus became the property of
Omphalé, the Lydian queen. Taking to herself his leonine robe
and club, she made him put on female apparel and spin with her
maid-servants, playfully beating him with her slipper because he
held the distaff awkwardly. Sardanapalus followed this example,
and disgusted his people, who rebelled and overthrew the empire.
The raiment of the Macedonian Alexander was spun and wrought
by his mother; and that of Augustus by his sisters.

The three dread sisters born of Olympic Zeus and Titanian
Themis, divided their task of fixing human destiny. Clotho was
the spinster* who held the distaff and formed the thread ; Lachesis
reeled it off and allotted to each mortal his portion ; and Atropos
gevered at the appointed place.

In the thirty-first of Proverbs, the mother of King Lemuel eulo-
gizes a virtuous woman, or as we would express it, a woman of capa-
city, ascribing to her an industry which would startle the maids and
matrons of our time. ‘She seeketh wool and flax, and worketh
willingly with her hands, She riseth while it is yet night —her
candle goeth not out by night. She layeth her hand to the spindle,
and her hands hold the distaff’ To this implement a fascicle of
flax or wool was attached, which being drawn carefully off by the
hand, was, by aid of the spindle, converted into yarn or thread.

The addition of the wheel rendered the spinning process more
easy and perfect. When human skill had advanced thus far, it
would seem, in this particular, to have remained stationary for
centuries. Our own memory goes back to the time when the flax-
spinning-wheel was considered as a part of the bride’s trousseau ;

@ Tas term being the feminine of spinner, was of old applied to young women in that caps-
eity. The custom of requiring every mald to spin the linen for her frousseaw eventuated in
making epineter the designation of an unmarried woman.
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when each maid and matron labored in this department of industry ;
and a mother and sister, with fingers well moistened, drew down

the fibres of hackled flax from the distaff, and propelling the
wheel by the pressing of the foot upon the ¢treadle,” wrought
them into thread.

In those times, the swains, copying the example perhaps of
Hercules, made visits not unfrequent to the farm-house, to woo
the spinning-maids. Never did the fates spin more assiduously
the weal of human destiny than on such occasions, when the
blushing damsels wrought away with redoubled energy, propelling
convulsively the little wheel with their tiny, or rather not so tiny
feet, listening with attentive ears to the tales and pleasing
speeches uttered so significantly in a soft, cooing tone, not always
unattended by nudges and pinches, which, though not exactly in
good taste, were very significant and perfectly understood. The
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house-maid who was told that Barkis was willing, did not better
understand the import of the message. :

The large spinning-wheel was more laborious. It consisted of a
bench or ‘ horse’ considerably larger than that of the little flax-
wheel. In it was inserted a standard on which to suspend the
wheel, while at the front was another standard in which the spindle
was fixed upon a little wheel. A band passing around both, com-
municated from the larger orb the force required to proFel rapidly
the smaller, and so twist properly the yarn. Instead of sitting as
when at work with the little flax-wheel, the spinster walked for-
ward and backward as she plied her task. As the spindle became
80 loaded as to preclude working easily, the ¢ reel > was produced,
as in the other instances, and the thread or yarn was taken off,
and apportioned into skeins. A ‘run,’ involving a walk of several
miles, was considered a good day’s work.,

A very few of these monuments of the Past are still in exist-
ence ; but the art of spinning, except by machinery propelled by
steam or water power, is well nigh lost.

The art of weaving, intricate and ingenious as it is, possesses,
nevertheless, an antiquity defying research. Captain James Riley,
the African navigator, suggests that men first caught the idea
from the bark of the cocoa-tree, which, indeed, greatly resembles
cloth ; but this is only an hypothesis, not capable of demonstration.
It was ever considered, since history existed, as the avocation of
the house-wife.¥ Among the Bedouins, the loom is a very primi-
tive structure, consisting of two rows of pegs stationed at a given
distance from each other, to which the twist or ¢ warp’ was at-
tached. The threads are separated from each other by a wooden
stick, each alternately being placed above or below ; the weft or
woof is either passed through by hand or by the aid of a rude
shuttle, and then is beaten to the inner row of pegs by the stick.
The repetition of this process till the whole warp is thus filled with
woof-thread, results in producing cloth.

The shuttle and the loom were used in a remote antiquity in
every country of any claim to civilization, and their general form
in Egypt and Hindostan was not dissimilar to those employed in
modern Europe and America. The ancients attributed to Athené
their introduction into this world ; and Horace assures us that she
wove her own vestments and the robes of Juno, queen of the
gods. Every Roman matron deemed her skill at the loom as her
noblest accomplishment, and ancient story attributes the ion
of the Tarquin for Lucretia to an inspiration given when she was
surprised in this employment by the young Romans on the occa-
sion of their night visit.

In the weaving process, the long threads are called warp, or
twist ; the cross-threads weft, woof, or filling. The warp is always
attached to the loom, while the woof is contained in the shuttle.

® Tam term wifs comes from the same root with wed, waf?, weave, woof, and the German
mbab th“ mr. etc., and came to be applied to the murried woman, because she did the weaving
r the family.
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The first operation consists in laying the requisite number of threads
together to form the width of the cloth. 'This is termed warping.
Supposing there are to be one thousand threads in the width of a
piece of cloth, the yarn as it is wound on the spools or bobbins,
must be so unwound and laid out as to form one thousand lengthsy,
which when placed parallel, constitute the warp of the intended

cloth. In India and China the old method is still pursued, of
drawing out the warp from the bobbins in an open field ; but the
occidental weavers employ a warping-frame, in which the threads
are arranged by means of a frame revolving upon a vertical axis.
‘When the warp is arranged around this machine, the warper takes
it off, and winds it into a ball, preparatory to the process of beam-
ing, or winding it on the beam or large roller of the loom. The
threads, in this latter process, are wound evenly on the beam; a
ravel, comb, or separator being used to lay them parallel, and
VOL. LIL 5
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to spread them out to about the intended width of the cloth. The
threads of warp are then drawn, or attached individually to a
stick, which is afterward fastened to another revolving beam of
the loom. In this process, each thread is passed through a ¢ harness’
fixed to two frames called keadles, in such a manner, that all the
alternate threads can be drawn up or down by one headle and the
remainder by the other.

There is a seat for the weaver at the extreme end of the loom.
The weaver being seated, places one foot upon a treadle, by which
she depresses one of the headles above, thereby forming an open-
ing in the warp, sufficient to admit the passage of the shuttle,
This is hurled with force sufficient to carry it across the whole web,
giving out a thread, which thus extends across, above and below,
alternately, each thread of the web.

With the loom cver wns asocinted the fhmily picture. The
mother, and, in Kngland, the father, of an evening sat weaving,
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and the companion and the little ones would group around, per-
forming their usual tasks, or at some childish pastime, till, as the
evening waned away, one after another would drop away, till the
¢ old folks at home » were left to finish the scene by themselves.
The loom in the corner was always regarded as a Lar of the house-
hold, and its dislodgment would have been considered equivalent
to the dismemberment of the family.

But this ancient period has passed forever away ; the loom and
its family associations have fled before modern inventions. The
inexorable Progress, creating social revolution, has wrested them
all away, nor minded what men thought of its innovations,

Formerly the mother and daughters wrought the clothing for
the family. 'Where ease and wealth gave opportunity, the business
of sewing was carried to great perfection. Embroidery was the
;m{lfloyment of ladies of gentle blood; and the Bayeux tapestry

ill long remind posterity of the skill of Queen Adecliza. But in
humbler circles, simple needle-work was all that was cultivated.
The manufacture of fabrics and the demands of fashion increas-
ing, the tailor and milliner — so called because she wrought Milan
goods — were introduced to aid the house-wife ; and for years they
were wont to ¢ whip the cat,’ that is, go from house to house, to
render their sewing where required. The cities, and eventually
the villages, were exceptions to this rule; and shops were there
early established for tﬂese branches of industry. Sewing thus
became the avocation of a large class of operatives, most of them
females. It is easicr and cheaper to obtain female labor, and neces-
sity teaches woman to endure privations and impositions at which

the other sex would revolt.
It is seldom that a woman’s
wages more than supplies
the commonest necessities
of life — often not that,
The ‘Song of the Shirt,’
which immortalized its au-
thor, is accordant strictly
with fact. A certain class
of dealers engaged in the
clothing and millinery busi-
ness, and perfectly unscru-
pulous, have contributed
largely to increase the la-
bor and to reduce the
wages of sewing - women.
Other dealers must sell as
low as they, and of course
employ the same oppressive policy. The waste of health, of life,
of gappiness, of every thing precious to woman, is a sad picture
to contemplate. It would require a Jeremiad scroll of indefinite
length to depict properly and fully the painful diseases, the
abnidged life, ruined hopes, blasted prospects, and, worse than
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all, the virtue sacrificed to enable poor sufferers to eke out their
miserable existence. A laboring woman starves on virtue; a
woman of pleasure grows rich and luxuriates in vice. 'We some-
times think of retribution, of an adjustment of the social scale,
and tremble to think what may be impending.- If women have
the power to combine and improve their social condition, we have
no obstacles to interpose ; we only bid them Gop-speed.

In reference to needle-work, a revolution has indeed already
been inaugurated by the introduction of the sewing-machine. We
are able to state definite achievements in this respect, and, to give

int to our remarks, refer to the deservedly popular machine of

eeler and Wilson, which we some time since characterized as
¢ an American Institution.

It combines all the essential qualities of a good instrument,
namely, elegance of model and finish ; simplicity and thoroughness
of construction, and consequent durability and freedom from de-
rangement, and need of repairs; ease, quietness, and rapidity of
operation ; beauty of stitch alike upon both sides of the fabric
sewed ; strength and firmness of seam that will not rip nor ravel,
and made with economy of thread ; and applicability to a variety
of purposes and materials,

e stitch made by this machine is illustrated by the following
diagram :

It is formed with two threads, one above the fabric, and the
other below it, interlocked in the centre. It presents the same
appearance upon each side of the seam —a single line of thread
extending from stitch to stitch, The machine is mounted upon a
small work-table, and driven
by sandal pedals, pulley, and
band. The operator seats
herself before it; with a
gentle pressure of the feet
upon the pedals, the ma-
chine is touched into mo-
tion, the work being placed
upon the cloth-plate and
beneath the needle. The
pretty array of silvered
arms and wheels perform
their regular music, inter-
weaving the threads smooth-
ly with the surface into a
beautiful seam, which glides
through the fingers at the
rate of a yard a minute, as
if the operator had conjured
some magical influence to aid in the delightful occupation. The
fabric is moved forward by the machine, and the length of the
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stitch regulated to suit the operator. One thousand stitches per
minute are readily made. '

Baby-dresses and web-like mouchoirs are beaded with pearl
stitches; a shirt-bosom covered with tiny plaits, exquisitely stitched,
is completed almost while a lady could sew a needleful of thread;
three dresses, heavy or fine, are made in less time than is required
to fit one ; coats, vests, and the entire catalogue of the wardrobe,
are gone through with rail-road celerity. In hemming, seaming,
%uiltmg, gathering, felling, and all sorts of fancy stitching, it rivals
the daintiest work of the whitest fingers, and works with more
beauty and thoroughness than the most careful housewife. It only
requires a drop of oil now and then, and you have a ten-seamstress
power in your parlor, eating nothing, asking no questions, and
never singing the mournful ‘Song of the Shirt.’ It works equally
well upon every variety of fabric — silk, linen, woolen, and cotton

0ods, from the lightest muslins to the heaviest cloths. The

ousekeeper, accustomed to make by hand but thirty or forty
stitches per minute, is soon surprised at the facility with which she
runs up seams, sews on facings, tucks, hems, plaits, gathers, quilts,
stitches in cords, sews on bindings, etc., and wonders how she
has endured the drudgery of hand-sewing. Her spring and fall
sewing, which dragged through the entire year with little inter-
mission, becomes the work of a few days with this machine. In
many instances, we have heard of the stronger sex doing most of
the family sewing — ¢just for fun,’ of course. The revolution
promises to be as complete as the evil; and will extend to house-
wives as well as seamstresses,

Bayeux tapestries, Flemish fabrics, gauzes too, which reveal all
that they scem to hide, and threads invisible to unaided eyes, will
not be wrought by hand much longer. The sewing-machine and
the factories, with their steel-fingers and brazen sinews, will, in
some future time, wrest away these avocations, and invariably
establish another order of things.

J U N E .

L

MEeR turn to angels when dead :
A thought grows into a song:
Every thing ripens with time,
Or I and my rhyme are wrong.

The May-moon bloesomed and grew,
And withered, the flower full-blown ;
But out of the ruined moon
The beautiful June has grown.
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H E P ORTRATIT.

L

'T 18 very odd, and yet there is
A slight resemblance too;

Although a stranger well might ask
If this were meant for you.

There 's too much roundness to the cheek:
The lips are all too red:

And those are natural curls, my love,
That glorify the head.

.

The maid has such a conscious look
Of bashfulness and fun,

That one would guess her half-coquette
And half demurest nun;

Or deem some merry devil lurked
Within those angel eyes,

To tempt deluded man astray
With hopes of Paradise.

And did you really, truly wear
That charming bodice-waist,

With its provoking open front,
So exquisitely laced ?

If low-necked dresses then were cut
So wonderfully low,

Pray tell me why it is that now
You never wear them so ?

Iv.

How could an artist ever gaze
Upon those glowing charmns,

Nor throw his frenzied brush away,
To clasp them in his arms!

Yet he might paint you as you sit
Beside the cradle now,

Without a tremor of the hand,
Or flush upon his brow.

v.
Well, never mind; although the hair
That droops beneath the cap .
Has lent its gold to that young rogue
Who slumbers on your lap;
Yet when the baby 's grown a boy,
And wears a jaunty hat,

You then may say to him, that once
His mother looked like that.

~
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Tas New AuzricaN CycrLorzpia: a Popular Dictionary of General Knowledie.
Edited by Georae RipLEY and CmarLes A, DaNa. Vols. I. and II. New-York:
D. ApPLETON AND COoMPANY. 1858,

Tre poet GrAY said that his idea of Paradise was to *lie on a sofa and read
eternal new romances’ The multitudinous works of fiction which have
abounded since his time and superabounded for a few years past, show that
the world has been somewhat inclined to accept his creed, and to introduce the
millennium at once if new romances could do it. There is nothing on the face
of the earth that has not been romanticized. We have had ideal novels, his-
torical novels, speculative novels; novels illustrative of society, of high life, low
life, real life, city life, village scenes; religious novels, metaphysical novels,

.sentimental novels, political novels, satirical novels, scientific novels; novels to
teach manners, morals, sociology, geography, and navigation; novels of gray
spirits, white spirits, blue spirits, devils, and fairies; novels of the old world
and of the new, of the courts of Aucusrus, Louis XIV., and MoNTEZUMA — of
civilized and of barbarous states, of Biblical, mediseval, and contemporary
events; novels to please, excite, instruct, mystify, and enrapture. Undoubtedly
romance in prose and verse has constituted a full half of the reading of the pre-
sent generation. Against this sort of literature we bave nothing to say, and

" think it a question worthy of a philosopher to decide whether a romance or a
. cyclopedia will be the last and highest attainment of humanity. We think,
however, that after having so long revelled inthe carnival of the romantic, to
live for a while severely upon a Lenten discipline of realities, to know nothing
but facts, and facts certified, palpable, and stubborn, would be for the mental
and moral advantage of all of us. It will be well to let the over-tasked fancy
rest for a season, while we attend to the plainest reports of what this universe
actually consists of, and what certain facts have been transacted on the earth.

At least, let us know the facts, which like strong timbers, shall uphold the

temples built by fancy. '

‘We therefore congratulate the American people upon having within their
reach 50 compact and substantial records of general knowledge as are contained
in the two volumes already published of the * New American Cyclopedia, and
promised in the volumes yet to come. An old German peasant was accus-

¢
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tomed, after taking his pipe in the morning, to say to his son: ‘Jony, tell me
a fact, that I may have something to think about’ The work before us is
composed of plain statements of facts. It has been gencrally recommended by
the press to men in business, in the trades, and in the professions. We com-
mend it also, especially, to young men and women who have mastered most of
the poems and novels, and are inclined to take romantic, heroic, and sentimen-
tal views of lifo. To pass from their favorite reading into these volumes will
be a sort of baptism in cold water that will be greatly for their health. To
those who are acquainted with the solar system chiefly as it is developed in
the poems of Mr. Worbpswoirs, and in pastorals generally, the article on
¢ Astronomy’ would furnish excellent reading. To those who know men
chiefly as they appear in novels, drawing-rooms, Broadway, or even in civilized
countries, the article on ‘ Anthropology,’ showing as it does every sort of men
in all the diversities and localities of the race, would prove as entertaining as
it would be valuable. Those who have given black forests, Undines, and little
diabolic masters a prominent place in their conceptions of Germany, would be
disabused of their error by reading the article on ¢ Austria,’ in which the statis-
tics and history of a great empire are skilfully compressed. Those who are
familiar only with the outrées, wayward, elfish, passionate girls that appear in
romances, would do well to learn of some of the actual eccentricities of the sex
by reading the articles on the ‘ Almeh’ of Egypt, the ‘ Amazons’ of antiquity
and of South-America, and the ‘Bayadeer’ of India. The series of articles on
¢ Animal, * Animal Electricity,’ ¢ Animal Heat,’ ¢ Animal Magnetism,’” ¢ Animal
Matter,” ¢ Animal Mechanics,” ‘ Animal Spirits’ ¢ Animalcules)’ ¢ Aquatic Ani-
mals,’ and ¢ Amphibia’ are both learned and popular, and give clear views both
of the certainties and the mysteries of the most interesting of the three great
natural kingdoms. .

‘We have neither time nor space to examine particularly a work of this cha-
racter and magnitude. It will pass into libraries, and be tried by time, by
constant reference to its pages. At present we purpose only to refer a little
more particularly to its treatment of American topics. It is nearly thirty
years since the old Enclyclopedia Americana appeared, and considering that
that contained biographies only of the dead, while the ‘New American Cyclo-
pedia’ has notices also of eminent living persons, it makes a difference of more
than halfa-century in their biographical departments. During the last thirty
years our country has increased from a population of thirteen millions tothirty
millions; has built all its rail-roads, and almost all its steam-boats; has invented
the electric telegraph ; received immense emigrations from the old world ; gone
through with one war; peopled California; begun to develop the resources of
the Mississippi valley ; advanced to the Pacific in Oregon ; seeri the close of its
second generation of great statesmen in the death of Jor~ QuiNcy Apaxs, and
of its third, in the death of DaNteL WEBsTER and TaoMas H. BeNToN. The
city of Chicago, which the old Enclyclopmdia does not contain at all, and
whiich the supplementary volume to it alludes to as having between four and
five thousand inhabitants, had in 1837 a population of one hundred and thirty
thousand; and this immense progress is but an eminent instance of the general
advancement of our country.

The * New American Cyclopadia’ is the summing up of the work of the

.
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last thirty years. Fuller in every department and for every period than its
predecessor, it has a net addition to it of the events of this period.

It is pleasant to notice the part which America plays in great general sub-
jects. Thus in the article on ¢ Agricultural Schools,’ there are four pages de-
voted to the institutions of this kind in Great Britain and on the Continent,
and two pages to a particular account of those existing in the United States.
The article on ‘ Almanac’ is a story of the origin and present state of that
species of literature, and informs us that ‘the carliest intellectual productions
of the European race on this continent were psalm-books and Almanacs.” It
closes with an item for the philosophy of history: ‘The trade of almanac-mak-
ing, like that of the court journalist, the minstrel, and the bard, does not hold
the place it did in the times of RecroxMontaNus and Poracn. What was
once the daily companion and cherished luxury of kings and queens, court
ladies and royal mistresses, has become popularized, and placed within the
reach of the wives of country farmers and city mechanics. Fame can no
longer be acquired in this way, but an amount of information, uscful to the
domestic sanctuary and the counting-house of the man of business, can be dif-
fused by our contemporary compilers, which the learned doctor, who revelled
in a court pension some centuries ago, could never have dreamed of’ In the
botanical article on ¢ Anemone,” we are glad to observe that the writer delayed
o little to describe the species kepatica, or wind-flower, which is one of our
earliest spring flowers, often decking the forests and pastures in the vicinity
of a lingering snow-bank. Probably there is no where else so satisfactory an
account of the water-works of Philadelphia, New-York, and Boston — not to
mention those of Jerusalem, ancient Rome, and Versailles —as in the article
on ‘ Aqueduct.” The article on ‘ Angling’ begins with AxToNy and CLEOPATRA
on the Nile, and ends with a full account of the fish, fishing-streams, fishing-
habits, and books on fishing, in America. The ‘ Argentine Confederation’ is a
chapter in the history of South-America, which will be new to most readers.
The ‘¢ Atlantic Ocean,” and ¢ Artesian Wells)’ are admirable both for facts and
style, showing how much information may be pressed into a few pages; and
the ¢ Arctic Discovery’ and ‘ Aurora Borealis’ are especially interesting, as
they bring those subjects up to the date of the present year. The numerous
shorter articles in the work have the merit of being full of matter. Thus
*Bachelors’ contains an account of the way in which that portion of humanity
has been regarded by the laws of different nations; the ‘Banjo’ is stated to be
‘as much our national instrument as the bagpipe is with the Scotch, or the
harp with the Welsh;’ the territory ‘Arizona,’ or the ‘(Gadsden Purchase,
which is a subject of present political interest, is fully described ; and there is
& brief account of the ¢ Art-Unions’ of the Continent, England and America.

Probably the most gencrally interesting, if not the best executed portion of
the work, is the biographics. To graduate these in length in a way to please
preciscly the taste of every body, is of course out of the question. For instance,
there are quite a number of Arabic heroes with names beginning with 454
and 4/, in whom we cannot undertake to feel much interest, and do not see
how they can well fall in the way of the studies of ordinary civilized Christ.
ians ; but probably some of our neighbors, who have a more oricntal turn of
mind, would have felt aggricved if they had been omitted. If a person finds
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himself in the main satisfied in this respect, he should vote himself entirely
satisfied, because his judgment will be invariably somewhat modified by his
own pursuits. Among the longer American biographies in these two volumes
are those of the thrce Apauses, Joun, JoHN QuINcY, and SaMUEL, of WAsE-
INGTON ALLSTON, AGAssiz, and AvupusoN, of STepHEN F. Austiy, the founder
of the first American colony in Texas, of BExepicT ARNoLD, and JoBN ANDRE,
of P. T. BarNuy, GEorGE BaNcroFT, N. P. BaANKS, and Josrua BaTes.

The articles are probably less unequal in respect of style than in any other
English cyclopsedia. This fact proves either unusual care in revision by the
editors, or a strong esprit de corps in the writers, and in either case, is credit-
able to the two accomplished gentlemen who have undertaken and guide the
work.

OLp New-YoRrk, oR ReumINISCENCES OF THE Past Sixry Yeaes: being an Enlarged
Edition of the Anniversary Discourse delivered before the New-York Historical So-
ciety, November 17,1857, "By Jor~x W. Francis, M.D., LL.D. New-York: CrarLzs
Rog, 697 Broadway.

Tms popular Discourse by Doctor Francis on the New-York of earlier
times, before the Historical Society, has recently been issued in an enlarged
book form. The volume, uniting the charm of the author’s brilliant style with
the value of a historical record, has been so much praised, that an additional
word of commendation seems superfluous. We have space only to quote a
short sketch of Roserr FurroN, and an incident connected with THomas
PaNe:

‘Auip a thousand individuals you might readily point out Roserr FuLrox. He
was conspicuous for his gentlemanly bearing and freedom from embarrassment ; for
his extreme activity, his height, somewhat over six feet, his slender yet energetic
form, and well-accommodated dress; for his full and curly dark brown hair, care-
lessly scattered over his forehead, and falling round about his neck. His complexion
was fuir; his forehead high; his eyes large, dark, and penetrating, and revolving
in a capacious orbit of cavernous depth; his brow was thick, and evinced strength
and determination; his nose was long and prominent; his mouth and lips were
beautifully proportioned, giving the impress of eloquent utterance, equally as his
eyes displayed, according to phrenology, a pictorial talent and the benevolent affec-
tions. In his sequestered moments, a ray of melancholy marked his demeanor ; in
the stirring affairs of active business, you might readily designate him indifferent to
surrounding objects and persons, giving directions, and his own personal appliances
to whatever he might be engaged in. Thus have I often observed him on the docks,
reckless of temperature and inclement weather, in our early steam-boat days, anxious
to secure practical issues from his mid-night reflections, or to add new improvements
to works not yet completed. His floating dock cost him much personal labor of this
sort. His hat might have fallen in the water, and his coat be lying on a pile of
lumber, yet Forrox’s devotion was not diverted. Trifles were not calculated to im-
pede him, or damp his perseverance.

‘There are those who have judged the sympathics of our naturé by the grasp of
the hand : this rule, applied to Mr. FoLron’s salutation, only strengthened your con-
fidence in the declarations he uttered. He was social ; captivating to the young, in-



1858.] Literary Notices. 75

structive even to the wisest. He was linked in close association with the leading
characters of our city ; with Exuer, CoLpEN, CLINTON, MircrILL, HosAcK, MACNEVEN,
and Mogeis. A daughter of his first-named friend, with artistic talents, has painted his
interesting features and his Aabita¢. After all, few eminent men recorded on the rolls
of fame, encountered a life of severer trials and provoking annoyance. The incredu-
lity which prevailed as to the success of his projects, as they were called, created
doubts in the bosoms of some of his warmest friends, and the cry of ¢ Crazy Furron,’
issuing at times from the ignoble masses, I have heard reverberated from the lips of
old heads, pretenders to science. Nor is this all. Even at the time when the auspi-
cious moment had arrived, when his boat was now gliding on the weters, individuals
were found still incredulous, who named his vast achievement the Marine Smoke-
Jack’ and ‘Furton's Folly.” With philosophical composure he stood unruffied and
endured all. He knew what WarT and every great inventor encountered. During his
numerous years of unremitting toil, his genius had solved too many difficult prob-
lems not to have taught him the principles on which his success depended, and he
was not to be dismayed by the yells of vulgar ignorance. Beside, he was working
for a nation, not for himself, and the magnitude of the object absorbed all other
thoughts.

¢Mr. Furrox was emphatically a man of the people, ambitious indeed, but void of
all sordid designs : he pursued ideas more than money. Science was more captivat-
ing to him than pecuniary gains, and the promotion of the arts, useful and refined,
more absorbing than the accumulation of the miser's treasures.

¢I shall never forget that night of February twenty-fourth, 1815, a frosty night in-
deed, on which he died. Doctor Hosack, with whom I was associated in business,
and who saw him in consultation with Doctor Brece, in the last hours of his illness,
returning home at mid-night from his visit remarked : ¢ Fcrrox is dying: his severe
cold amidst the ice, in crossing the river, has brought on an alarming inflammation
and glossitis. He extended to me,’ continued the Doctor, ¢ his generous hand, grasp-
ing mine closely; but he could no longer speak.” Ihad been with Mr. Frrron at his
residence but a short time before, to arrange some papers relative to Chancellor Liv-
1vasToN and the floating-dock erected at Brooklyn. Business dispatched, he en-
tered upon the character of Wesr, the painter, the Columbiad of BarrLow, and the
great pictures of Lear and OpreLIA, which he had deposited in the' American Aca-
demy. This interview of an hour with the illustrious man has often furnished grate-
fal reflections.

“His pen was rarely idle for the first year or two after his return to America, nor
were the deplorable habits which marked his closing years so firmly fixed. Like
the opium-eater, inspired by his narcotic, Paixg, when he took pen in hand, de-
manded the brandy-bottle, and the rapidity of his composition seemed almost an in-
spiration. During the first few years after his return, he was often joined in his
walks about town by some of our most enlightened citizens in social conversation,
and his countenance bore the intellectual traces of RouxeY’s painting. He now too
received occasional invitations to dine with the choicer spirits of the democracy ;
and none could surpass him in the social circle, from the abundance of his varied
knowledge and his vivid imagination. The learned and bulky Doctor Nicmoras Ro-
MAYNE had solicited his company at a dinner, to which also he invited PiNtarD, and
other intelligent citizens, who had known PaINE in revolutionary days. Pinrarp
chose this occasion to express to Paixe his opinion of his infidel writings.

¢ ¢ have read and re-read,’ said PiNTaRD, ¢ your ‘Age of Reason,’ and any doubts
which I before entertained of the truth of revelation, have been removed by your
logic. Yes, Sir, your very arguments against Christianity have convinced me of its
truth.’

¢ ¢ Well, then,’ answered PaINg, with a sarcastic glance, ‘I may retire to my couch
to-night with the consolation that I have made at least one Christian.’’
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OraTION OF DoNaLp G. MircrELL BEFORE TBE ALPHA DELTA PHI SocieTY, TWENTY-
Firre ANNIVERSARY. CHARLES SCRIBNER, 877 and 379 Broadway. 1858.

MR. MITcHELL is too well known to the readers of the KNICKERBOCKER, to
require any introductory note to the few lines we are able to quote from his
Oration. Those who have enjoyed (and who has not?) the ¢ Reveries,’ and
the humor of the ‘ Fupce Papers,’ may be pleased to hear Mr. MiTcHELL on a
graver subject. Here are some good ideas upon associative action :

‘A FEW congenial spirits come together; & moderator is appointed; they discuss
their needs; they establish a constitution to meet those needs; they club their
funds ; secretarics correspond; chapters are formed; conventions are called: we
respect the authority and obey the summons; all the more readily, because it is so
true an expression of the national tendency. We love associative action; it is the

rimordial law of our development; we crystallize normally in that sh:re. The
amin® overlay us every where. You cannot go so far away but you shall be en-
rolled in some Society — for ‘Yrintinq campaign documents — for horticulture — for
repairing churches — for building rail-ways. It is the source of our executive ener-

y. It makes the grand lifts along our republican level: isolated, we are but peb-
ﬁes on the shore ; but band us together by aflinities we love and cherish, and there
is a great sea-walf, over which the waters cannot come.’

¢Ir involves a certain degree of hardihood to advocate, now-a-days, the refine-
ments of letters; the practical 8o overshadows and awes us. You and I value
things very much for their palpable and manifest profit; not considering enough,
perhaps, what other, remoter, and larger profit may grow out of those medita-
tions (';ll' studies, whose germinating power 1s slower, more delicate, and less easily
traceable.

*Even in Science, we rank abstract and clemental ideas below positive and prac-
tical development. The man who maps the tides or the winds 8o as to shorten voy-
ages this year or next, is more estimated than the individual who spends years in
determining the position of certain new stars, in establishing the niceties of longi-
tudinal difference, or discovering some new metallic base o§ an old earthy matter.
And {et it is possible that the star-finder may be opening an investigation which shall
simplify the whole subject of navigation; or the delver in the earth — whose pro-
duct is now only a new chemical fact to announce — may live to see that particular
fact revolutiomze a whole branch of industry. The truth that simmered for fifty
years under the Voltaic pile, in all that time serving only to give a shock to nervous
people, or to fuse a bit of metal, blazed out at last: and now, it plays upon an iron
web from city to city, over the world; frail as the gossamer things we see on a
summer’s morning, pendent from grass-tip to grass-tip, swaying in every breath of
m;l_d gn::l yet, the bridges of thc ds of airy gers, who carry their errands,
and die.

The following is in Mr. MrTcHELL'S best vein :

¢ TWENTY-FIVE years ago, and poor Sir WaLTER Scorr was touching with his pal-
sied but beloved hand the last gleams of that feudal splendor that shone from the
corselet of Count RoBert of Paris. Smarox TcrNer had, at about the same time,
closed the old series of English Histories with his cumbrous quartos, which I be-
lieve every body speaks well of, and nobody reads. Since that date, I think you can
rarely fail to have observed a more intimate alliance of all literary endeavor — grow-
ing every hour closer and closer —with the wants of our every-day life, and its
thorough incorporation with live things. The scholar, the romancist, the scientific
man, are no longer a company apart. Their aims and records are of what we know
and feel, and live by ; or they are shelved as curious specimens of vain work — Chi-
nese carving, showing infinite detail of labor perhaps, but wanting the perspective
and foreshortening which make them true, an whicg body forth life. ﬁere meta-
physics is dead. Chivalric tales, with however much of rhetorical spice in them, do
not flame in our hearts, and kindle love there, and joy and wonder. Science must
buckle itself to cloth-weaving or printing, or its story does not reach. Searchers
after lost asteroids give way to the man, who, with his magnetic battery, touches
our fire-bells with curious, invisible stroke.’
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Proressor GraY’s Text-Books :N Boraxy. 1. How Plants Grow: Botany for
Young People. Illustrated with tive hundred wood-cuts. Seventy-five cents.
2. Lessons in Botany and Vegetable Physiology. Three hundred and sixty-two
cuts. One dollar. ‘3. Manual of Botany: a Flora of the Northern Stateés for
Classification and Analysis. One dollar and fifty cents. 4. Manual and Lessons
in one volume. Two dollars and twenty-five cents. 5. Manual illustrated, includ-
ing Mosses and Liverworts. Two dollars and fifty cents. 6. Structural and Sys-
tematic Botany. With thirteen hundred wood-cuts. By Asa Gray, M.D., Fisggr
Professor of Natural History in Harvard University. ~Ivisox aND PHINNEY, 821
Broadway.

AL lovers of Nature, not less than the special students of the ‘ Amiable
Science,’ (as Botany was affectionately styled by its great ornament and culti-
vator, LiNx.gus,) may be justly congratulated on the completion and publica-
tion of this full and admirable series of Text-Books. They are the first at-
tempt in this country to digest for clementary instruction or popular use the
results of the scientific research which has been of late years so zealously and
successfully prosecuted in Vegetable Physiology by De Savssvre, Darwiy,
and others, and in Classification by De Caxpovrr, Hooker, LispLEY, and
others, which together have made of Botany quite another thing from the
very pleasant but loose and unscientific study by which, from Lixy.grs down
to Mrs. LincoLy and Professor Woon, the spare time of young ladies has been
amused with the contemplation of flowers. Those who would pursue the
study in its present cnlarged aspect, can be commended to no works that
so well unite great and accurate learning with that lucid simplicity of arrange-
ment which results from a perfect mastery of the subject, and that grace and
clearness of style which dixclose the special tact and skill of the successful
teacher. Indced, we know of no scientific text-books of any kind, more finely
realizing the ideal of a complete and satisfactory elementary work, than these
*Lessons,” and its abridgment and simplitication for the younyg, the * How
Plants Grow.” The ‘Manual’ ix a full Flora of all the Northern States cast of
the Mississippi, and including Virginia and Kentucky, and is beyond all com-
parison the most thorough, exact, and comprehensive work of the kind ever
prepared ; embracing not only descriptions of a greater number of plants, but
furnishing an Analysis that is incomparably more precise, exhaustive, and re-
liable, than has been attained by any other botanist in this country. The
illustrations themselves form a distinet and most valuable feature. They are
not servile copies of European drawings, which have been made to do the
service of scores of other books, but fresh, eriginal delineations from Nature,
executed with a skill and finish that have scldom been called to the service of
Science. They are very numerous —amounting to some twenty-five hundred
different cuts —and exhibit wonderful distinctness, accuracy, and beauty.
For the purposes of illustration, they are even superior to the inspection of
the actual plants. The several volumes ar¢ complete in themselves, and are
80 arranged as to consult the pupil's economy, by presenting in one book all
that is needed at any particular stage of study: and when we add that they
are beautifully printed and bound, we have included all the elements of at-
tractive, scholarly, reliable, and practical text-books, such as no teacher can
use without gratitude to the author, and a new affection for this charming and
most useful science.
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InTERESTING CORRESPONDENCE FROM TWO DEAF AND DuMB GirLs.— We
have not unfrequently, in times past, found occasion, in noticing the annual
reports of the New-York Institution for the Deaf and Dumb, under the
capable supervision of the Messrs. Peer, and erewhile our old friend Mr.
BarTLETT, to quote from the amusing letters of many of the inmates, usually
embodied therein. The following communication, from our friend and cor-
respondent, JACQUES MAuRICE, (who was born and brought up with the im-
mortal PEPPER,) contains other letters, which cannot fail greatly to intercst our
readers :

‘Baldwinsville, Onondaga County, May 18, 1858.

‘DEAR CLARk : I am about to lay before you the papers I referred to in my last ;
and I am sanguine you will, on perusal, justify the confidence of my tone in allud-
ing to them. You will perceive that the subject-matter of my sketch is a series
of letters; the authors of them being two deaf and dumb children, now at the
New-York Institution, founded for like unfortunate (perhaps fortunate) creatures,
and which is, and has been many years, under the charge of Harvey P. Pxgr,
LL.D., and his son I. L. Pger, A.M.; both thoroughly capable and efficient.
They are the children of Judge SransBury, of this village, and nieces of Mrs.
C. M. KirLAND, the authoress. They have been at the Institution only since
November last ; and my object in sending you these letters is partly to show you
the wonderful progress they have made there, in ideas and style, and partly to
touch and amuse you by the various odd, striking, and affecting expressions in
which they give vent to novel emotions. I assure you I give literal tranacripts of
the effusions, even to the minutest particular; and that I can honestly disclaim
any such vulgar notion as that of parading those sweet innocents before the world,
a8 o BARNUXM might, merely to make a laugh. I hope to make some, if not all,
of those who may read this article, more glad and proud than ever of the New-
York Institution for the Instruction of the Deaf and Dumb: one of the noblest
and most beneficent foundations that was ever planned.

¢It is proper to remark that the girls have long been familiar with the signs by
means of which the deaf and dumb communicate with each other; and this will
account for the correctness of théir orthography at the very beginning ; as of
course you know, they are obliged to spell every word, letter by letter. Their
father has been very kind and assiduous in his instructions, and is so very fond
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of them, that I am convinced, had it been possible, and he had done ten times
as much for them, it would all have been a ¢labor of love.’” Upon my remarking,
_ in his presence, upon the probable difficulty in establishing in their minds, as a
preliminary, an adequate connection of words and ideas, he said I was correct ;
but that after the very first significant link had been formed, the rest was easy.
Thus he was a little time in showing that C A T really meant the little animal
they were accustomed to play with; but after that, they overwhelmed him with
questions, until they knew the name of every objcct with which they were at all
familiar. Soon after the accomplishing of that firs¢ difficult step, he came upon
MaRry, the younger, stretched on the floor, her left arm holding tightly the un-
willing cat, and with her right hand repeatedly spelling C A T with ludicrous
pains: after each enunciation, signifying to the animal, by motions, that that was
its name !

‘The effusions I append are mostly Mary’s. She writes a round, bold, some-
what masculine ¢ hand,’ every letter being carefully formed, and the completed
epistle staring you in the face with a singular air of honesty and frankness. The
lady mentioned by her given name, in the first, is their cousin, who was visiting
them. For the elucidation of this comparatively crude production, I may remark,
that almost every word contains an idea, and that a liberal sprinkling of full-stops
must be mentally resorted to by the reader. Mrs. StaNsBURY remarks (and the
letters afford her an amusing illustration) that they have an affecting way of
*hinting around’ when they want any thing, as they are too delicate-minded and
modest to ask for it boldly :

¢ $ November 25th, 1857.
¢¢‘My Dear FaTHER: ADELE come going daguerreotype one father and mother.
Axxa, Jaues, JosepH, ALicE, and mother and father writing letter come happy. To-
morrow, MARY is eat hen. Careless CAROLINE is broke one comb. Careful Mary is
broke no comb. ADELE come going soon soon soap. MarY towel not soap. Mr.
L. Pxer Teaching some lady writing slates. Add. School love Mary. Miss MErwIN
teaching, CAROLINE, and Mary.
Mary E. StaNsBURY.
¢In the next the familiar employment of school-apothegms has a,comic effect.
The signs of advancement in mind and spirit are alrcady apparent :

¢ Institution for the Deaf and Dumb, New- York, Dec. 8d, 1857.
¢ My Dzar Moraer: I am very well and happy. This build is very large. Miss
MerwIN is my teacher. Gob gives food and clothes to us. We should thank Hix.
She has my teacher twenty-two girls. Peacock has no soul. There are three
hundred Deaf and Dumb pupils. Baby has pretty blue eyes and brown hair. Mrs.
L L. Peer is little son. We Study often. We look through a window vessels sail.
The peacock is Vain. There are sixteen teachers. There has a pretty little baby.
Yesterday was the first day winter.
¢ ¢I am your affectionate daughter,
¢ ¢Mary E. Staxssury.
‘In the following, written after a greater interval, the most satisfactory ad-
vancement will be perceived, Though child-like, it is coherent, if we except the
truisms which (having, I suppose, struck her childish fancy) she has thrown in,
with less than a critical regard for appositeness. Remembering her great depriva-
tion, I think you will be touched at the passage I have underscored :

¢ ¢Institution for the Deaf and Dumb, New - York, March 18th.

¢ ¢My Dear Fataer: I have received another letter from mother. Mr. PEer has
brought it to me. Youarewell. Iplay often inthe yard. I have ruddy cheek. We
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study and improve. I am very well and happy. Miss HupeaLL has caught a bird-
She has opened a window. It has flown away. It will sit on a trce. Mrs. Sroxzr’s
cat has four kittens. They will play with the girls. They will grow four cats.
Their mother washes them with her tongue. Perhaps she will give to them some
mice to eat. I grow fat. The sun is bright. "The sky is blue. The ground is a little
wet. Ilove Goo. Ishall die. 1 will hear the angels sing in heaven. We often go
into chapel. Mother has sent some cloth to me. I thank her. I often play with
Cora Wynkoop. You will come to the Institution for the Deaf and Dumb. I am
very glad. I shall go home in four months. I wear spectacles on my nose. The
frame is blue. Will you write to me?

¢ ¢I am your aflectionate daughter,
¢ ¢Mary E. StaNsBurY.

¢I have two more letters, which, although they are comparatively long, I will
venture to include. They arc written by Mary and CAROLINE, on one sheet, and
addressed to BriDGET, a domestic. You may be assured the destitution MaARrY
hints at was not of long continuance. Her lugging in a ‘large word’ scveral times
is an amusing feature of her effusion. CARRIE’s letter affords quite a contrast to
her sister's, being written in delicate characters, and evincing much care in
punctuation and other minutic. It is in accordance with her manners, which are
timid and retiring, and with her personal appcarance, which is always very neat
and tidy:

¢ Institution for the Deaf and Dumb, New - York, April Tth, 1858.

¢ My Dear Bripger: Miss HusseLL caught a bird. She opened a window. It
flew away. It will sit on a trce. Some girls throw a ball over a house. Some girls
often play graces with other girls. Cora WynNxoor often plays with me. All the
girls will wear a white dress: (alluding to a contemplated exhibition of the children
in the Academy of Music.) We must not be vain. Gob does not love vain People.
We put our books in the desks. Some girls often sew coats, vests, and pantaloons.
Gop makes the sun and the rain. The grass will soon be green. The flowers will
soon grow. I have some collars. Mr. WeEks often goes to the city. He buys every
thing. He came here last Saturday. All girls wish some money. I have no money.
You have money enough. My hair will soon be long. I have broken an old comb.
I have black eyes. FanNY Suite often monitress all careless girls. Some girls often
sew white dress. We study and improve. Several boys sometimes stand on the roof.
Are you well? Are you all well? I write in a copy-book every day. Mr. Peer has
registers. Some lazy girls do not sew a white dress. Help some girls enthusiastic
sew all white dress. Exma CrLupins often say half hear and speak. Mr. Mormis
often goes home. Mr. Peer will bring three large slates. The wind blows some
trees. Mr. ANgus often talks with Cora Wyxkoor. You must all be enthusiastic.
You will write send to me.

¢¢1 am your affectionate friend, ¢ ManrB. 8 ,
ARY E. SransBurY.

¢ ‘My DeAr Briper: Some time ago I received a letter from you. It is raininga
little to-day. I often dance other with girls. Do you make good cook? You are
well. Iam very well. I wish see you. Mr. Pxer explains to pupils deaf and dumb
every day. Do you farmer clean in the garden and potatoes and pears and corn? Do
you works rake from dead grass and flowers? We often see Mr. Prer’s little son.
fe has blue eyes and brown hair. Dr. Peer went to Albany last week. Perhaps he
will come back to-morrow. The grass will soon be green. The flowers will soon
grow. Some pupils deaf and dumb into Institution seven years. I often see some
crows. I often see steam-boats on the river. I often broom sweep from floor.

¢ ‘I am your affectionate friend,
¢ ¢ CaroLiNg H. Sranssury.’

-
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- ¢ Imagine ‘BrIpaEr’ perusing those letters! Her impatience to answer the
abrupt question, ¢ Do you make good cook ?’ on the spot; her gratification at the
frank announcement, * I wish see you ;’ her consternation at the quaintly-mysteri-
" ous inquiry, ¢ Do you farmer clean in the garden,’ etc.; her resolution to gratify
her young friends in the matter of ¢ enthusiasm,’ and her queer feelings at a num-
ber more places.

¢But I weary you. Perhaps my taste and judgment will be impeached for hav-
ing betrayed me into an idle and uninteresting narrative. I think not: at least,
I'hope not. If your sympathies have not been enlisted, I will confess I do not
know you. If they have, you will thank me for my trouble, and that will be re-
ward enough. And 8o, good-by.
¢ Your attached friend,

¢ JAcQUES MAURICE.

LaTe Worps ToucHING THE NATIONAL ACADEMY ExmisrrioN. — It was our
good fortune to visit the Erhibition of the National Academy of Design, for
the present season, once. Let us at least be thankful for that privilege ; for
it has been several years since we have seen a better collection of pictures, in
the various divisivns of the colorist’s art, than adorned the walls of the Acade-
my this year. All the old favorites of this Art-‘ Institution’ were represented
this year, including Mr. INcEAY, whose exquisitely-colored and finished por-
traits have been strangers to the walls of the Academy for a long time,
Duraxp, Kexserr, CHURcH, GIGNOUY, €t al., have seldom been better repre-
sented: and this was true, not only of these distinguished artists, but of
others in their line, whose productions are fulfilling the promise of their early
beginnings. In portraiture, we saw much to admire, and a marked improve-
ment, as we thought, upon many former exhibitions. Evrrrorr, Hicks, (whose
Jace of HaLLeck is most true in color, drawing, and expression,) INGHAM,
Baxker, SteARNs, and several of their younger and less distinguished * con-
temporaries,’ are honorably represented. Our examination of the collection,
however, was too cursory to admit of a notice of the pictures in detail, even
were it desirable, so long after the close of the exhibition. We give place to
‘Seme Things made a Note of in the National Academy, from the pen of
an old friend and capable art-critic, who sauntered through the exhibition in
company with a mutual friend and lover of the ‘serene and silent art’ of our
pictorial friends :

¢ In company with a friecnd, whom you very well know, I strolled through the
pleasant exhibition-rooms of the ¢ NarioNaL Acapexy.” Being short of time
that day, it was only a bird’s-eye view which we had of most of the ‘attractions’
which lined the walls. At our friend’s suggestion, we made directly for a certain
picture, in the Sixth Room, the title whercof had struck our chance-look at the
Catalogue : ‘ ELLrorr and his Frienos’: No. 608. It is a very spirited picture,
and remarkably well done as to the likenesses. It is just the picture we should
like to have in our ‘ Sanctum,’ placing before us, as it does, three individuals,
remarkable each in his particular sphere: and here they are, all shown to be

VYOL. LII, 6
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united in that one ‘ gentle art’ which old Izaaxk Wartox has so quaintly eulo-
gized. They are evidently enthusiastic devotees of angling — the ArrisT and
the Epitor more especially—as their bold and characteristic attitudes suffi-
ciently indicate. It was a very difficult undertaking to paint three men in the
position and with the ‘surroundings’ which Mr. Stearxs has chosen for his
favorite trio: but we are glad to see that he has succeeded so well. That two
of the .portraits, ELL1oTT and your veritable self, friend KNICKERBOCKER, are ex-
cellent entirely, we can unhesitatingly testify. We made critical comparison,
and agreed that it was ¢all right,’ barring your white hat and leather sporting-
coat. A few days after, we chanced upon the well-bearded ErLiorr in the same
room, and found that ke, too, was equally well taken. We may naturally infer,
therefore, that the other subject (Mr. FREDERICK CozzENs) is likewise ¢ all right,’
although we are not personally familiar with his lincaments. That STEARNS can
paint a good likeness, we may confidently declare, judging from this picture
only: but there is another, (No. 630,) ¢ Portrait of a Lady,’ which extorts the
same praise.

¢ A subsequent visit to the Exhibition, somewhat more leisurely and critically
made, confirms-our first impression, that it is the best display the Acapruy has
offered for many years. There are no very conspicuous and startling instances
of successful ambition, it may be, unless we except HeaLy's full-lengths; but
there is a large number of meritorious productions, and a general evenness of ex-
cellence throughout, which is exceedingly satisfactory. This is assuredly consol-
ing, and goes far to persuade us that the profession is making rapid and healthy
progress toward perfection. In a cursory notice like this, we cannot, of course,
pay our respects to more than a small portion of works deserving commendation
or criticism. As nearly all the articles we have seen about the Exhibition have
commented chiefly upon the landscape and fancy-department of Art, we have
thought best to say a little more about Portraits, (of which it may be somewhat
unfashionable to take much notice,) not a few being specimens worthy of special
attention.

¢ Among the Portraitors, if you will allow the word, we should undoubtedly
place ELriorr at the head of the first rank. The specimens he has given us this
year are admirable — full of truth and full of life. His flesh is real flesh; his
¢ expressions’ natural, and such as we ordinarily find in the subjects. He re-
quires no farther eulogium than this: his portraits all ¢speak for themselves.’
Close along after Erriorr, follow Hicks and CARPENTER — the latter quite a
young man, but full of industry and modest ambition. You have already pre-
dicted his success, did he but ¢ fulfil the promise of his spring.’ The former, we
think, is extremely happy in landscape, whenever he chooses to try his hand that
way, a8 witness his strikingly-truthful little picture, (No. 18,) called, ¢ West-
Canada Creek, Trenton Falls’ How perfect those rocks — how natural that
foliage! But it is in the accessories of his portraits that Hicks is very happy,
even more 80, perhaps, than in the likeness itself, though that is good. He places-
his subjects well, not making a blank, dark surface all around them, but some-
thing cheerful and graceful. This is pleasingly illustrated in the interesting pic-
ture, (No. 6717,) ¢ The Portfolio,” being the portrait of a lady, of Staten-Island.
His pictures, of which there are some half-dozen or more, are nearly all small
this year. His fine likeness of the poet HALLECK graces the first gallery.

¢ CARPENTER'S heads are remarkably fine. e rarely, if ever, fails of a speak-
ing likeness. His style is slightly more severe than ErLrorr’s. He follows EL-
L1orr closely in all the points of a successful and pleasing portrait. Witness his
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half-length of ‘A Lady,’ (No."75.) It is an expressive countenance, with real
eyes and real complexion. The lady was fortunate in her choice of this artist,
if she wishes to see how she looks, better than when she sces herself ‘in a glass
darkly.’ Witness also his large portrait of the Rev. Dr. Storrs, which is most
faithfully exact and perfectly finished. In the smallest details, you will find this
artist never astray ; and this it is which makes his pictures so satisfactory, and
always valuable. His coloring is the exact counter-part of what is found in the
faces themselves. So truthful and pleasing an artist as this, deserves all possible
encouragement, and we are glad to hear that he is encouraged, and that the
many valuable orders which he is receiving, leave him little or no time to spare.
Considering how young & man Mr. CARPENTER i8 — in the middle of ¢the twen-
ties,’ we believe —it is quite remarkable how many distinguished men he has
¢ executed’!

¢ Mr. RossrTeER has several pleasing compositions on the walls. Of No. 482,
¢The Nubie,” wo have the testimony of a charming young lady, whose exclama-
tion we heard: ‘Is n't it sweet?’ His ¢ First Lesson’ is a very pretty work. So
is ¢The Old Porch.’ But of all the specimens he has set before us in this Exhi-
bition, a little Scripture piece gave us most gratification, representing our Sav-
10UR, and the ¢ Woman taken in Adultery’: ¢Let him that is without sin among
you, first cast a stone at her,’ the MasTer said to the hypocritical Pharisces;
and most expressively has the artist represented these self-convicted ones going
out from the pure prescnce of Jesus, leaving Hry standing alone before the
humbled woman. There is a world of meaning portrayed in the face of the err-
ing woman. Full of shame, of sorrow, and of penitence it may be, she scems
not to dare lift her eves to look upon the wonderful BeiNa before her, but stands
abashed and amazed by the mild, forgiving sentence which falls from His lips:
¢Neither do I condemn thee; go, and sin no more.’ This little piece, which,
perhaps, does not attract much attention now, would be an cxcellent study for a
large and noble picture. We think the color of the hair of the principul figure,
although it may be traditional, is a little too golden.

¢It is in our heart to make particular mention of other works, which elicited
our admiration and excited our cupidity. But if your patience is not already
exhausted, we fear your space would fail us, to tell of the many excellent things
which adorn the galleries of this Exhibition; such as the exquisite land-and-
water-scapes of KENSETT, (for the chief feature of all this splendid artist’s pieces,
this year, is the wet part;) of the truthful and vigorous marines of Dix, a new
and most promising artist in this department; of the admirable little sketches
of rural scenery by the two Harts; of Bakkr, and HuxriNgToy, and GiFrorp ;
of InxEs, whose little pieces are largely appreciated; of CRroPsEY, CASILEAR,
and Canix; of EuviNcer and Nicsous, the latter of whom has done himself
more credit this year than he did the last: all these, with some others, we must_
pass by for the present, with the hearticst congratulations for what they Aave
done ; and may Gop speed them all in their continued illustrations of their capti-
vating and refining Arr!

¢ Your old Friend and Brother, .

‘AP

TotcaiNG Mr. Stearns’ large picture, alluded to in the foregoing: we wish
our friend and correspondent could see the beautiful scene of which it is an ex-
cecdingly faithful counterpart. The fishermen, ELLiorr, Mr. SPARROWGRASS,
and ‘Old Kxick.,' are angling for trout at the foot of ‘Lvox’s Falls,’ just
below the junction of ‘Moose’ and ‘Black’ rivers —a grand and beautiful
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scene. We can see the rush of the tumbling flood, the uprising, rolling

nasses of steam-like spray, and hear the continuous roar of the tumultuous

waters, at this moment. Stearns himself should have been in the picture.

JonN LANE, of ‘Brown's Tract,’ says he is ‘a first-rate fisherman ;’ that he

can ‘throw a fly equal to the best man that he ever saw try to do it:’ and

when Jou~ LaNg, who can’t be beaten in anglecraft, says that a man is & .
‘fisherman,’ set him down at once to be ‘a fisherman as is a FIsRERMAN !’

‘A Lerter To THE LADIES. — From a new correspondent, we receive the
subjoined ‘ Letter to the Ladies’ Tt contains much good advice, kindly and
courteously proffered, to which, it strikes us, our fair readers would do well to
give due heed. Doubtless some of them may be sufficiently ‘ self-contained’
and self-sustained, to desire, that among the various societies for the ¢ crushing
out’ of vice, there might be one for the suppression of ad-vice: but first, let
all such attentively read and thoughtfully devour the subjoined epistle: and

having digested it well, we may safely leave the verdict with our friends of ‘ the
second sex:’

‘My Dear SistErs: An old proverb says, ‘We should receive the truth
though the DeviL tells it;’ or, to apply the adage freely, we are so liable to
place a false estimate upon ourselves, that we cannot afford to lose the candid
criticism of any more impartial judge. So, were I the crustiest old bachelor that
ever avenged his misery by abusing you, yet from the captious tirade you might
glean many hints too good te be lost. But the suggestions of this letter are
made, because I love you too well to willingly sce you in fault, and respect you
too highly to use flattering words. No one more highly appreciates your true
worth.. I have often observed in you a gencrous sclf-sacrifice, and a hopefulness
in love and toil, that have made you earth's ministering angels. And while your
sex is taunted with weakness and folly, very many of those sisters who have
made you blush, were ouly too pure and true-hearted to suspect the black vil-
lainy of another.

¢ This brings me to the criticism I wished to make: you are too credulous.
You will pin your faith to the veriest shadow; and not all the world, not even
your own bitter expericnce, can shake it. How often you grant a man his most
preposterous assumptions! If he says he is wise or witty, you believe him, al-
though his fellows say he is a blockhead. He lays his soft hand upon yours, and
prates of uprightness and purity, and you smile upon him and trust him, although
half the world knows that he is a worthless profligate. A gentleman said in my
hearing the other day, ¢ You call that man a gentleman,’ in speaking of your
sex: ‘ How we do humbug them!’—and to his own disgrace, and to the injury
of trusting woman, I know that he spoke the truth.

‘A few months ago, the London journalists were laughing about the exploits
of a worthless vagabond calling himself ¢ Count Purrexupskint,’ or some such
name. It appeared that he lived by making love to wealthy ladies, and then
robbing and descrting them. ¢When I get through with one, I take on an-
other,’ was his cool confession. Ho found women enough ready to swallow his
story — ‘a Polish noble in exile;’ and so they pityingly received him to their
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hearts and their purses. It seems incredible that a woman should believe all &
stranger chooses to say of himself, and give him her faith and her honor upon
the strength of his unattested declarations; yet cases of this kind are of con-
stant occurrence. You remember the boast of AaroN BrRR, and you know, too,
how true he made it. PaRrToN has told us the secret: he was an adept in flat-
tery. ‘He always flattered a woman in those things upon which he knew she
valued herself;’ and the pure and the good fell before him. ¢ You play the fool
one hour, and she will ever after,’ is more true than complimentary. Men think
you love to be flattered, and your own conduct justifies the belief. You turn
with a haughty, injured air from one who would defend you in all which you
ought to value, as valiantly as ever knight of old, but who has too much straight-
forward honesty to pay you a single unmerited compliment, or to praise your
foibles ; you turn from such an one, to gmile and blush at hollow, vapid adu-
lation.

‘ Father and brother tell you, that that gentleman whose society pleases you
80 much, is not worthy of your confidence. He plays the *injured innocence’
dodge : your woman's sympathies are aroused : you declare the world merciless
and misjudging. You fancy your insight, because more kind, is therefore more
true: and your bosoms glow in gencrous vindication of* unappreciated worth.
And the wily words of one whom you have resolved to trust, out-weigh the warn-
ings of friends, clear-judging, and interested only for your welfare. Ah! ladies,
were there none but you to grant awards, I fear unpretending Merit would often
go begging, while he who should blow the loudest trumpet would win the most
applause.

‘From EvEk down to the latest case of scandal, women have allowed themselves
to be duped, and still refuse to be taught by bitter and oft-repeated experience.
8t. PauL says expressly, that Apau was not deceived ; and probably it is no
poetical fancy which supposes that he gallantly plunged over-board, resolved to
share the fate of his dearer though weaker self.

*Now I would not have you suspicious and prudish: farthest possible from it.
T would have you believe that the world is full of true-hearted and trustworthy
men. But they are oftenest those who tell the rough, ragged truth in plain
English ; who detest the ‘surface,’ and quietly and unpretentiously weigh your
true worth. If they find you empty, gilded toys, they will scorn you; but if
they see in you unaffected delicacy, combined with artless candor, a pure, trust-
ful woman-heart, they yield you a whole-souled reverence, which any woman
might be proud to win.

¢If you will be true to yourselves and to your own better instincts, true men
will love you with a nobler love than such sham sentiment as would lead them to
humor and pet you, while they neither trust nor respect you. Sisters, be worthy
of it, and those whom for ages you have called ‘lords,” will reverently look up to
you as guiding-spirits, and will guard you to the death as a holy trust.

¢ Finally: in forming your estimate of a man, be assured that the candid opin-
ion of one of his own sex is worth more than the judgment of two women. Men
are often poor judges of women, but they know men better than you do.’

THERE is no truer friend to true women, than the frank, out-spoken writer
of the foregoing ‘scriblet” Many an unfortunate liason, many an unhappy
marriage, might have been averted, had his counsels been followed in the
past, as we have some hope that they may be in the future. Certain we are,

that they are tendered in good faith, and for a good purpose.
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Gossip witH READERS AND CoRRESPONDENTS. — Up to ¢ this present writing,’
the twenty-eighth day of May, the weather during the month has for the
* most part been sour, rainy, cold, and inclement, yet has the garden of ¢Cedar
Hill Cottage’ been in active preparation. Thanks to Mr. OrRANGE Jupp, editor
of the ‘American Agriculturist) (a journal of the first order of merit in its
kind, printed in German as well as English, and which has a circulation of
over thirty thousand copies,) we had been well supplied with the very best
class of seeds, in all their varieties, which have ‘well approved themselves,’
as their bright and thrifty appearance above ground sufficiently evinces. Yes-
terday was a warmish day; and as we were ‘puttering redund’ among the
cauliflowers, cabbages, tomatoes, peas, and lettuce, they really seemed, through
the medium of a momentary imagination, to be ‘crowing over’ each other
for ‘ getting on,’ despite the cold weather, and the inauspicious *skiéy influ-
ences.” And in that connection, there came suddenly to mind certain ¢ Con-
versations on Vegetable Physiology,’ written some twenty-five years since by
J. WaarTtoN GrirritH, Esq., a legal gentleman of distinction, and a man of
much original and quaint humor, who could wield at times a pen from which
dropped potent yet good-naturcd satire: a quality which he honestly inher-
ited : as all our readers will admit, who can call to mind * The Married Man's
Eye, written by his mother for the KNICKERBOCKER many years ago, and
copied all over the United States: an article which put into the hands of her
sex as potent a weapon as the ‘Caudle Papers’ placed in ours. Pun-disaf-
focters need not read the following. The writer was once a Philadelphian, and
he caught the infection the natural way : moreover, having read the celebrated
¢ Conversations on Chemistry,” he was anxious to emulate ¢ Mrs. B——" and
‘EMiLy ;’ having the desire, we infer, that vegetables should have an oppor-
tunity of ‘speaking for themselves’ as well as animals: the chemical *inter-
locutors’ had spoken volumes in favor of this plan of diffusing knowledge,
and he thought it not amiss to try his hand in another department :

¢ *My eyes!’ said the Potato to the Lemon, ‘how bilious you look to-day !
Your skin is as yellow as saffron. What can be the matter?’

‘LexoN. Acidity of stomach — a family complaint of ours.

¢Poratro. Why do n't you take advice ?

‘Lemon. Advice! You know my poor dear brother dropped off the other
day; and without being allowed to rest on his mother earth, his body was
snatched up by a member of the Bar, who, instead of acting legally, dissected
him — absolutely cut him up. °¢All for the public good,’ said the rascal, as he
squeezed out poor Lex's last gastric juices. Take advice, quotha! If he was
not allowed to cnter a plea in Bar, what may I expect from Doctors’ Commons ?

‘Porato. That’s true. I only hope poor Lem, though he was in liquor at the
time, had strength enough to give him a punch under the ribs: he was a rum
customer to the last, no doubt — but I must say I wish his skin had been fuller.
Do you attend the meeting to-night ?

‘Lexox. I feel rather soured at present. I met Running-Vine just now with
the invitations, and he hinted that there would be a squeeze, in which case'I
should decline, as they might press me to furnish drink for the company — in
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fact, it is always so when they call any of my family to their aid. But now, to
be serious, my sweet, sweet Potato, if you should go, let me advise you not to
get yourself into hot water: you'll be dished to a certainty if you do. Onion,
the strongest friend you have on earth, brought tears to my eyes by the bare
recital of what would be the probable consequences of your attending it. In
case of a row, you'll both have to strip — pecl off. Now, under such circum-
stances, he'll certainly excite some sort of sympathy; whereas the removal of
your russet coat might attract more admiration than pity: ¢ Lovely in death,
would they say — ¢ Pallida mors,’ etc. Indeed, for my own part, I think you
do look better in white. Oh! another thing I would say: Keep out of Horse-
Radish’s company ; he will be sure to get into a scrape, a greater one than he
imagines, perhaps —and as for Onion, (do n't let this leak out,) I fear the rope
will end him. I should not like to get into a stew with him — 8o, mum! Ah!
here come Plum and Pear. Iow savage they look !

¢Pear. How are you, my dear Lemon? Do decide this question between
Plum and me. On referring to JouxsoN, we find my numerical value estimated
at two only, while the rascally Plum is set down for a hundred thousand. It’s
too absurd : there must be some mistake.

¢ProM. None at all. Please to recollect, Sir, that I weigh a stone more than
you.

¢Prar. From that I must beg leave to secede.

¢LeMoN. Stop this fruitless wrangling, or I shall be tempted to skin you both,
to get at the truth. I'm not in spirits. As for you, Mr. Plum, no more of your
tart remarks; and Mr. Pear, if you wish to be preserved, the less jarring the
better. Here comes our good friend Raspberry. How do you do, my fine
fellow, and where have you been ?

¢RaspBErrY. In the most infernal jam you ever saw: ’pon honor, 't was
insupportable. What’s the news?

¢LexoN. There is a report which Bush has raised, quite current here, that he
served you up in sweet style last evening at tea-table, before a party of ladies;
and the cream of the joke is, that you were considerably down in the mouth.

‘RaspBErrY. Mere envy. You know he cultivates the affections of Miss
Rose Geranium, (a sweet creature, by-the-by, and has grown very much lately ;)
but finding that she preferred me, he became saucy, which induced me to beat
him into a jelly, and send him in that state to his friend Venison, who lives near
Fulton Market.

¢LEMoN. (Puts his hands on his hips, and guffaws.) Bravo! What a funny
limb of Satan you are. But Ras., have you seen old Gardener lately? He'll
give you a deuced trimming when he meets you. He says you ought to have
done sowing your wild-oats, and that, although it goes against his grain to com-
plain of your treading on his corns, he can’t stand it any longer, and must peach.

‘RaspBERRY. Peach, will he? And are these to be the fruits of my bearing
with him so long? He has been picking at me for-some time; and yet it was
but yesterday, the ungrateful old rake, that I got him out of a scrape with Mr.
Horse-Radish, who, after seizing him by the nose, threw a musk-melon at his
head, exclaiming with an equestrian laugh: ¢ That ought to make at lcast one
mango.” And go he did, that’s certain, all to squash.

*LeMoN. A challenge will ensue, doubtless.

¢RaspBERRY. By no means. No one knows better than Gardener that Horse-
Badish shoots like the devil in the spring, and one fall he has already received
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from him. It would be unreasonable to —— But drop the subject, for here
comes Mrs. Tree, who seems to wear a very cypressy look.

¢ Mgs. TRee. Good morning, gentlemen. You have heard, no doubt, that I
have lost those young limbs of mine. Well, perhaps it ’s for the best : offsprings
are a great trouble and expense, and, to speak the truth, I should pine more at
the loss of my trunk. Fine growing weather, this. Adieu!

¢Pear. Pine more! I should say she is one of the pine-knots. There is
very little of the weeping-willow about her.

¢LexoN. No, the stingy old creature! No doubt she’d have been cut down
by the loss of her trunk — she’d have been chop-fallen then. Instead of pining,
she talks sprucer than ever. 1 do n’t believe she even went to the expense of
having the poor little things inoculated ; a very little matter would have given
them succor. She said the other day she was trying bark on them. But I vow,
here comes Aspen. Aspen, why so agitated? Is there any thing strange in the
wind ?

¢ AspEN-TREE. I’m in such a flutter, that I can scarce tell you of our common
danger. But in a word, whether it was on account of our extreme admiration
for the Woods and the Forest, or that the Chestnuts and Oaks began to rail at
him, and give offence, it has entered the head of Hickory — which is very high
just now — to root me out, and remove my trembling deposits from the bank
on which I was reared by the side of the Schuylkill. Supplication is useless.
0ld Hickory will not dend, though we tell him of our dreaking — and I advise all
of you, who, like me, have branches, to cut and run.

‘LexoN. My skin stands a double chance to be saved — for if I cut, I shall
surely run. But are you serious?

¢ AspEN-TREE. Serious! I tell you the sooner you all cut stick, the better.
Hickory runs wonderfully. I’m off.

‘LExON. Gentlemen, are you ready for the question? All in favor of taking
our leaves, will please bow.

¢ [They bow unanimously, and ezeunt as fast as their
limbs can carry them.]’

‘Tolerable, and ‘to be endured!’ - - - TaEre was a ‘Suicide of an
Unknown Man at Newark’ recorded in the journals recently, which seemed to
us, in its circumstances, to pessess more than common pathos. He obtained
lodgings at the ‘Columbia House,’ for which he paid in advance. He had
been rich, but was now poor, and sick with consumption. He left nothing by
_which he could be identified. He kept a sort of diary, the last record in which
was the following :

‘I p1s by my own hands. No one is to blame for my death. Disease and poverty
have brought me to this act. Poverty, age, and misfortune have forced me to this.
I would not live a beggar nor die a pauper. Give me a grave. Gop have mercy on
my soul! I have never knowinglx injured or wronged any one, yet I have suffered
many wrongs. I die content and without fear. Gop is just and merciful. Could I
make my own grave, I would not ask mankind for a grave. I have lived independent
aud wish to die so, but I cannot make my own grave. So I must become a beggar
after death, and even beg my own grave. I do not wish my name to be known.
Those who have an interest in my behalf know all, for I have informed them. Fare-
well to this world, with all its joys and sorrows! Here is my death-bed!’

There spoke a broken heart, ‘aweary of the world’ While we condemn,
let us pity the poor wayward wanderer. Gop only knows how much he
had suffered in ‘mind, body, and estate!’ - - - Wao is ‘The @irl that
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lives in Drew?’ Where i8¢ Drew? Who is the enamored swain? Our
far-western correspondent is courteous, and has laid us under obligations to
him : but he should have been more explicit: and for that matter, so should
the poet whose amatory effusiont he sends us:

¢ Or all the girls, both great and small, ‘Oh! did I dare to tell her name,
And I have seen a few, It I would tell to you;
By far the prettiest of them all But she is pretty —so she is,
Is the girl that lives in Drew. The girl that lives in Drew.
¢If T possessed great mines of wealth, ‘Should I succeed in winning her,
Attractions not a few, ‘Which I expect to do,
Iwould give them all, except good health, I will say softly: ‘Now, my dear,
For the girl that lives in Drew. You cannot live in Drew!’’

Probability favors the conclusion that she did n't live out of Drew, for the

poet’s especial sake, at least. - - - To-pay, a8 we write, beginneth the
‘moneth June. For a wonder,

¢THE sun is warm, the sky is clear,
Blue waves are dancing fast and bright’

on the bosom of the broad Hudson before us; but ‘our heart is not here:’ it
is away with our brothers of the ‘North Woods Walton Clud amidst the
lakes and the mountain solitudes of that primitive region; as fresh now as
when first they came from the hand of the ALyvicaTy. Almost a year ago we
were there, with a pleasant party, which, with the scenes we saw, and the
enjoyment we secured, can never be forgotten. Iow we went from Jonx
M. Laxg’s hospitable though lone retreat ; how we disported on the borders and
the waters of the ‘North’ and ‘South’ lakes of the ‘Tract’ of Browx; how
we visited, and threw our lines into, the next larger of these mountain sheets
of crystal; how we ‘expanded’ at the ‘SuaxTy,” under the supervision of the
blackest-eyed and handsomest FavLstarr that ever sported an authentic abdo-
minal periphery ; how we visited the State-Reservoirs for supplying (twenty-five
miles off) the feeders of the Black River Canal: are not all these things writ-
ten with a stylus in our memories ? Yea, verily! But hear a brother-member
of the *WaLton,” who writes from his home in Old Kentucky, to our friend
‘ApaM SYGHTE,’ express our emotions and those of two other members in our
immediate vicinage, at not being able to join the choice spirits who are at
this moment, no doubt, luxuriating upon the delicious ‘SpeckLEp’ which they
bave wiled from the blue waters:

‘My Dzar ScroLerieLp : I am in receipt of the North Woods Walton Club’s pro-
ceedings, through our friend GeorGe D. PrexTICE, for which I am much obli eg to

ou. I feel at once all the Free Masonry of the angle. I sit at your festive board ;

taste your palatable viands; I enjoy the wit, the laugh, the illumined faces ; I forget
the cares of %usiness and of ambition, and like a colt with his bridle slipped, 1 ta?e
to the woods again.

¢I pass along the deep wooded valleys, musical with the notes of the red-bird and
the thrush; I climb the winding rocky paths of the mountain; I draw a deep breath
of admiration, as the world-wide prospect of mountain, forest, and winding streams
looms up before me; I pitch with you the tents upon some wood-fringed, pebble-
shored lake; I hear trickling down the moss-covered rock the crystal rill, w[:ich to
the thirsty angler is sweeter than all the wines of sunny France or classic Italy.
Then comes t’fne hurry in fixing up the established cosiness of the tent, or tﬁye
wooden hut. Then, with gun in hand, with cap and pouch, and powder all examined,
I look at the bearing of the sun, the water-courses and mountain ranges, and then,
with wild expectation, I strike out into the untrodden retreats of the ¢ forest tlocks.’



90 Editor's Table. [July,

Or, with delicate rigging nicely arranged, with timely worm or alert minnow, I seat
myself on some projecting rock, I draw the ruby-gemmed trout to my eager embrace!
I return as twilight steals over the receding hills to the fire-lit camp. Then for the
greedy inspection of the deer and the trout! Then for the grateful fry — the steam-
ing camp-kettle— the aromatic coffee! Then we stretch ourselves, with unshod feet,
upon the bough-feathered couch, and tell and hear the tangled yarns of each ad-
venturer by ‘sea and shore.” ¢Yes, Sir! New-York is a good place to go for —fish-
hooks !’ But here is the manly spirit’s play-ground! I remember at such a time,
and in such a place, the memorable effusion of an old ¢ WaLToxN’ comrade of mine.
He was a clerk in a small town, yet a heart illy suited to such employ of a court,
swelled in his bosom, and turned loose contemplations, as he held the glass whose
glowing tints were reflected in jovial faces, and exclaimed: ‘O boys [ isn't this
grand? This crystal water —this pure, untainted air — this untamed nature — this
glorious liquor —and not a —— rascal in an hundred miles of us!’ These, Sir, are
my sentiments.

“1 wish I could be with you. Tam with you. My heart is with you. No ¢ spirit’s
juggle,’ no second sight, no witches’ frolic, are needed here. All is distinct 1n the
mind’s eye : painted on memory’s retina, the past, and the coming time :

€ ¢A LAST request permit me here,

When yearly ye assemble a':

One round, I ask it with a tear,
To him who minds you far awa’!

¢May your shadows never be less; may your forests never fail, your lakes never
grow dry, your deer never die out, your wives never grow old, your children never
grow less ; may your sweet-hearts grow more plenty ; may you live a thousand years,
and then may you be hung up for a relic.
‘ Your sincere brother of the gun and the angle, Casstus M. Cray.

¢C. M. ScaoLEFIELD, Corresponding Secretary of the North- Woods Walton Club.

‘When next the Club do go abroad in the woods, ‘may we be there to see’
and to feel with the members thereof, including our immediate confréres
‘hereaway!’ - - - ‘A Collection of Familiar Quotations’® is the title
of a Boston volume, which has just passed to a third edition. We have
not seen the work —only a review of it; judging from which, we may
assume it to be a useful as well as an entertaining book. In it, the term
‘ masterly inactivity’ is taken from the late Jornx C. CaLmoux, and given to
Sir JaMes MackiNtosn: ¢ Gop tempers the wind to the shorn lamb,” which
every body who did n't suppose it was in the BisLE, credited to STErNE, was
stolen by him from Georee HERrBERT, who translated it from the French of
Hexrr EsTiENNE, who wrote, in 1694 : ¢ Gop measures the wind to the shorn
sheep.’ ‘The cup that cheers but not inebriates’ was ‘ conveyed’ by CowrEer
from Bishop BerkkLey in his ‘Siris’ Worpsworte’s ‘ The child is father
of the man,’ is traced from him to MirToN, and from MiLToN to Sir THQMAS
More. ‘Like angel's visits, few and far between’ is the offspring of an
‘hook’: it is not THoMAS CAMPBELL'S original thought. Old Joun Norrs
(1658) used it, and after him RoBERT BLAIR, as late as 1746. ¢ There’s a gude
time coming’ is Scorr’s phrase in ‘ RoB Rov’; and the ‘ Almighty Dollar’ is
‘W asnmeToN IrvinNg's happy hit.  These, with numerous other familiar quo-
tations, are traced, link by link, to their original source, in the book to which
we have referred. By-theby, this work would supply a desideratum, we
think, in Mr. SPARROWGRASS'S library. Once when he was sitting for a por-
traiture of his lineaments in Mr. ErLiorr's studio, he pumped us dry, in
eliciting from us the names of the authors of some thirty or forty little lite-
rary tid-bits, which he quoted. At length he repeated a familiar distich:
‘Who wrote that?’ he asked. ‘SmaksPEAre we replied. ‘No: you're
out again. That is from Prior.’ ‘Very well’ said we, ‘then of course he
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has a prior claim to it: but you need n't use your literary forcing-pump any
more: we do n't know any thing about any other quotations which you are
going to mention.’ This is our only pun. It was our first and our last. Oh!
no: we did make one more! - - - ‘Have we a ‘Puxca’ among us?’
‘We unhesitatingly reply that we have, or something often quite as good, in the
New-York Weckly Picayune. Since ‘Dorsticks’ entered upon the duties
of editor of this lively and piquant journal, there have appeared in its columns,
from his pen, articles which have been as witty and sparkling as any thing
which has graced the pages of Puxca during the same period. Such was his
description of a visit to a cricket-match, and his satirical but truthful defence
of little boys. Nor is it only fun or telling satire, which characterize the con-
tents of The Picayune. Every now and then the reader of this amusing
sheet will chance upon a bit of sound argument upon some prevalent public
topic, and not unfrequently a touch of tender pathos, which shows that the
editor possesses true feeling as well as humor. Take for example, the an-
nexed passage from some desultory remarks upon ¢ Moving on May-Day’ :

¢Tue first of May is a great day in New-York city ; a rattling, clattering; crashing,

smashing, hurrying, skurrying, tearing, swearing day. Ah! how many hearts and
looking-glasses are broken in our big city on this day! How many cherished pieces
of farniture are shivered in the rude embraces of Celtic exiles! How many Irishmen
knock the skin oft their knuckles, and present themselves to their employers, bleed-
ing and perspiring spectacles, with bits of straw sticking in their dusty whiskers.
How many Freppies and Fanyies stand howling through the long day in full rig,-
waiting to get into the new house and have something to ecat. How many Hibernians
gealously ruin how many clocks by packing small stray articles among the works.
How many emigrants roll down stairs over hair-mattresses. How many wives wish
there were no such thing as houses, and that we could all live as the cows do. How
many mothers’ hearts ache as they see their little stock of accumulated household
treasures carted away after the auction-sale, rendered necessary by hard times, and
CmarLEY'S losses in business. Those treasures which have become sacred relics,
volumes containing the history of the family. That wee crib, thrown carelessly in
the cart, is the one on which little WiLL1e died, and there, where the carman puts his
beavy cow-hide boot, is the very spot grasped by his white hand, as he lisped those
last words, recorded on the scrap of paper which envelopes a lock of light hair.
‘Don’t cry, Mamma, I’'m goin’ to be a velly good boy now.” That was the piano on
which Fanxy played 80 often before she married and died. That is the book-case in
which Gzorfe kept those precious volumes which helped to gain that flattering
notice from the President of Harvard: he will be sorry it is gone when he comes
back from California, poor fellow: however, he is a smart boy, and will make the
Smily’s fortune yet. Yes, yes: the first of May tears many an old garment into
shreds.”

There is nothing mawkish or ‘pumped-up’ in this. It is natural sympathy,
naturally and feelingly expressed. - - - A recent Memphis journal has the
following : :

¢Tae Kate Frisbes on her last trip had among her passengers a gentleman of Boli-
var, who was ¥oing to see a friend of his, fifty miles up the river. ~ His business was
this: one day last week he saw a nondescript sort of article ﬂoatinﬁ down the Missis-
:Xpi near his plantation : it resembled a miniature Noar's ark, with the hull knocked

Curiosity led him to board it, when he was astonished to find himself in the
store of a friend residing fifty miles up the river! The contents were not greatly in-

He tied the store to the shore, and started off to let his trading friend know
where he might find his lost place of business.’

Our friend Captain HuLsg, of the New-York and Erie Rail-road steam-boat
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‘ERie,’ was mentioning the foregoing circumstance the other night in the pilot-
house of that spacious steamer, while himself, and ‘ Zack SraLL’ and ‘BiLL
WireERWAX,’ pilots, were peering through the dim night-haze for a Hudson
river vessel, which at first they could n’t well ‘ make out,’ although it proved
to be a ‘ wing-and-wing’ craft, bound up the Tappain-Zee. Now it came to
pass, that while we were looking at this dubious stranger, BRAINARD'S sub-
lime and ludicrous lines, * 7%s Captain,’ came to mind, and wh repeated it,
with such roars of laughter at the end, as are seldom heard in a play-house.
I wish,’ said the CaprAIN, ‘that you would print that in the KNICKERBOCKER
do: there’s not a coasting skipper in our waters, I'll be bound, but will want
a copy of it.” 'We promised to do it ; the more readily, that in quoting it from
memory, & long time ago, we omitted three of the finest lines in the effusion :
nor, if we remember rightly, did we premise that the basis of the lines was this
simple paragraph in the ship-news of a Bridgeport (Conn.) journal: ¢ Arrived,
schooner ‘Fame,’ from Charleston, via New-London. While at anchor in that
harbor, during the rainstorm on Thursday evening last, the ¢ Fame’ was run
foul of by the wreck of the Methodist meeting-house from Norwich, which was
carried away in the late freshet.” Now observe what the poet constructed out
of such scanty matéeriel :

Sorexx he paced upon that schooner’s deck,
And muttered of his hardships: ‘I have been
Where the wild will of Mississi %i’s tide

P Has dashed me on the sawyer: f ave sailed
In the thick night, along the wave-washed edge
Of ice, in acres, by the pitiless coast
Of Labrador; and I have scraped my keel
O’er coral rocks in Madagascar seas :
And often in my cold and mid-night watch,
Have heard the warning-voice of the lee shore
Speaking in breakers! Ay, and I have seen
The whale and sword-fish fight beneath my bows:
And, when they made the deep boil like a pot,
Have swung into its vortex: and I know
To cord my vessel with a sailor’s skill,
And brave such dangers with a sailor’s heart :
But never yet upon the stormy wave,
Or where the river mixes with the main,
Or in the chafing anchorage of the bay,
In all my roua{: experience of harm,
Met I —a Methodist Meeting-house | .

¢Cat-head, or beam, or davit has it none,

Starboard nor larboard, gunwale, stem nor stern :

It comes in such a ‘questionable shape,’

I cannot even speak it! Up "lgb, Josey,

And make for Bridgeport! There, where Stratford-Point,
Long-Beach, Fairweather Island, and the buoy,

Are safe from such encounters, we 'll protest/

And Yankee legends long shall tell the tale,

That once a Charleston schooner was beset,

Riding at anchor, by — a Meeting-house.’

‘We scarcely know which most to admire in this, the grand sublimity of the
descriptive portion, or the utter ridiculousness of the conclusion. There is
another piece of BRAINARD'S, less known, even to the general reader, which is
quite in the same vein. Like the foregoing, it was suggested by a brief news-
paper paragraph, to the following purport: ¢ Two large bags containing news-
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papers, were stolen from the boot behind a mail-coach between New-Brunswick
and Bridgetown, New-Jersey. The straps securing the bags in the boot were
cut, and nothing else injured or removed therefrom. The letter mails are al-
ways carried in the front boot of the coach, under the driver's feet, and there-
fore cannot be 80 easily approached.’ The lines were entitled * The Robber :’

‘Tae moon hangs lightly on yon western hill :
And now it gives a parting look, like one
Who sadly leaves the guilty. You and I
Must watch, when all 1s dark, and steal along
B{ these lone trees, and wait for plunder. Hush!
I hear the coming of some luckless wheel,
Bearing we know not what: perhaps the wealth
Torn from the needy, to be hoarded up
B{ those who only count it; and perhaps
The spendthrift’s losses, or the gambler’s gaing,
The t rivinf merchant’s rich remittances,
Or the small trifle some poor serving girl
Sends to her poorer parents. But come on:
Be cautious! There —’t is donc: and now away,
‘With breath drawn in, and noiseless step, to seck
The darkness that befits so dark a deed.
Now strike your light. Ye powers that look upon us!
‘What have we here? ¢Whigs,’ ‘Sentinels,” ¢ Gazettes,”
¢ Heralds,’ and ¢ Posts,” and Couriers;’ ‘Mercuries,’
¢Recorders,’” ¢ Advertisers,” and ¢ Intelligencers;’
¢ Advocates,’ and ¢ Auroras.” There, what’s that!
That’s —a * Price Current.’

‘I do venerate
The man who rolls the smooth and silky sheet
Upon the well-cut copPer. I respect
The worthier names of those who #/gn bank-bills:
And, though no literary man, I love
To read their short and pithy sentences.
But I hate types, and printers, and the gang
Of editors and scribblers. Their remarks,
Essays, songs, paragraphs, and prov]uwics,
I utterly detest.  And these, particularly,
Are just the meanest and most rascally,
¢Stale and unprofitable’ publications
I ever read in my life!’

‘We have a retrospective sympathy for that unfortunate ‘operator’— more,
a great deal, than we have for Tvckeryuay, the last-reported mail-robber, now
expiating his delibarately-committed crime, by twenty-one years of painful ser-
vitude in the Connecticut state-prison. - - - SosmEeropy has taken a long
leap forward, in the condition of our now ‘Great Metropolis,’ and given us the
¢ Bill of Fare’ of a fashionable restaurant on Two Hundred and Second Avenue !
By the time New-York widens to that extent, it is barely possible that the
science of cookery will have so far advanced, that the following delicacies may
be made acceptable to the most fastidious gourmet. Among the ¢ Soups’ are
included: ¢ Chipmunk,’ ‘Frog,’ ¢ Pea-nut, ¢Corn-cob,’ and * Cockroach & la
Chinois) The ‘Fish’ department will be enriched by *Fillets of Mince,’ with
¢Clams ;’ ¢ Lizards, with Jellies;’ ¢ Snails on the Halfsshell;’ the ‘Relieres’ by
¢ Kangaroo, with Parsnip Jelly;’ ¢ Mutton and Turnips,’ and ‘ Hens, twenty-
six years old;’ the Entrées by ‘Boned Muskrat;’ Tenderloin of Jackass,
larded ;’ ‘Lap-dog Chops, with Spinach;’ ¢ Woodchucks;’ ‘ Bears’ Feet, with
Truffies;’ ¢ White-mice, breaded ;’ and * Croquettes of Eagles' Feet, with Ma-
deira Sauce,’ etc. The Roasts are ncither so rich nor various, although they



94 Editor’s Table. [July,

embrace rare dishes; as: ‘Saddle of Beef;’ ¢ Cows’ Lights;’ ‘Plucked Sheep,’
and ‘Sows’ Ears’ There is abundance of ‘Game’ among which we find:
¢Owls, larded;’ ‘Wolves, ¢Gray-headed Squirrels, and ‘Wild-cats.” The
‘Vegetables and Desserts’ offer a ‘rich treat:’ such as ‘Whale's Blubber
Jelly ;* ¢Ice-cream, made last year;’ ¢ Horse-chestnuts;’ ¢ Swill-milk ;’ ¢ Crabs,
frosted ;’ ¢ Pigs’ Feet;’ ‘Speckled Apples;’ and the like. ‘Wines and Liguors’
close the bill: among which are enumerated: ‘Clam-broth;’ ‘Root-beer;’
¢Jersey Lightning;’ ‘Turnip Juice;’ ‘ Twices’' Hair Restorative;’ ‘Yankee
Champaigne;’ ¢ Mother's Relief,’ and so forth. Happy will be the man who shall
be able to dine at this restaurant, in Avenue Two-hundred and Two! It must
needs prove a feast ‘to be remembered!’ - - - Ir it were not such supreme
folly, and such wretched bad taste, we could find it in our heart most heartily to
laugh at the immense pains some of our would-be correspondents take to mag-
nify the PresipENT' s simple English. There lies before us a most labored article
from one ‘ CLro,’ of a Southern State, in which the writer seems to have striven
magniloquently to express thoughts which would have been entirely acceptable,
if clothed in the terse and simple vernacular which best became them. It re-
minds us of an ‘exercise’ of ¢ OLLAPOD'S, once published in the ‘Philadelphia
Daily Qazette, of which he was so many years the editor, wherein he trans-
formed a few old maxims into the cumbrous grandiloquence of many scribblers
of the time. 'We recall a few éxamples :

‘Do n’t count your Chickens béfore they are Hatched :> Enumerate not your adoles-
cent pullets ere they cease to be oviform. ‘Sauce for the Gooss is Sance jor the
Gander ;' The culinary adornments which suffice for the female of the race .{nser,
may be relished also with the masculine adult of the same species. “Let Well-cnough
Alone:’ Suffer a healthy sufficiency to remain in solitude. ‘Put a Beggar on Horse-
back, and ke will rids to the Devil ;’ Establish a mendicant upon the uppermost sec-
tion of a charger, and he will transport himself to AroLLYoN. ‘Tke least Suaid, the
soonest Mended :* The minimum of an offensive remark is cobbled with the greatest
promptitude. ¢’ T'is an ill Wind that blowsnobody Good :’ That gale is truly diseased
which puffeth benefaction to nonenity. ‘Looking two Ways for Sunday:’ Scrutiniz-
ing in duple directions for the Christian Sabbath. ‘A Stitch in Time saves Nine .’
The first impression of a needle upon a rent obviateth a nine-fold introduction.’

There were many more of these un-simplified apothegms, but the foregoing
are all that we can now remember. You may call & hat a ‘swart sombrero,’
or a ‘ glossy four-and-nine, to storm impermeable ;’ but after all, praps it’s as
well to call it a hat: it 8 a hat, ‘ Sawwaw-Epowarp-a-LyrroN-A-BuLLwia!®
So says THACKERAY'S ‘ JEEMS® to BuLwER: and he is right.  But it made Bur-
WER ‘ hopping mad,’ notwithstanding. - - - RusseLy, the world-known Cri-
mean correspondent of the London Times, writing from India, gives a most
spirited and graphic description of the storming, capture, and sacking of the
stronghold of Lucknow. The plunder of the King’s palace and harem by the
soldiers, must have furnished a ‘rich’ scene. Diamonds and pearls of count-
less worth ; gorgeous, costly India shawls ; gold lace, mirrors, and precious or-
naments, and jewelled arms; all fell a prey to the ravaging, destroying troops.
There is one thing mentioned by the 7%imes correspondent, which rather favor-
ably impresses us toward some of the routed native nobility : there were found
in the palace and adjoining localities, great numbers of gorgeously-ornamented
Kites, which it is stated they were very fond of flying. Now here is an evi-
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dence of civilization ; of a capacity and a taste for better things than massacre.
ing innocent women and children. IIow they could perform such cruel deeds,
and then go forth to the innocent amusement of sending up a splendid kite
into the blue Indian heavens, passes our comprehension. Apropos of
Krres : the frame of our ‘Leviathan’ must be reduced, before it can rise into
the clear empyrean which over-hangs and circles fair and verdant Rockland.
It was constructed for us by a veritable Brexern among kite-architeets ; but
when we found that it would take a hard-twisted clothes-line of Russian-hemp
to hold it, and that it would most likely take us up with it, reel and all, we
were compelled to entertain a proposition for reducing it to less formidable di-
mensions. But even tken, it will be the most elephantine bow-kite that has
ever been seen in these latitudes. When a mighty wind shall serve, it will
commence its aérial voyage from the top of ‘Rockland Tower."! The invita-
tions have been out for some time. - - - ¢CuarLes MaTREWS the Younger’
has been ‘faulty,’ and the newspapers have caused the public to be made aware
of tho fact: so has Mr. Davexrort. Comparisons, by no means ¢ odorous’ to
the son, have been drawn between him and his honored and honorable sire ; a
man universally respected, and an actor without an equal in his extraordinary
rolse. Who does not remember him, some twenty-four years ago, at the old
PArk THEATRE, (treasured be its memory !) with his simple covered table before
him, seated behind which he presented to crowded audicnces a whole picture-
gallery of unmistakable portraits, within the space of two hours? At that
time, our friend CiArLES STETs0N, of the ¢ AsToR)’ then recently of the ‘ Tre-
soxNT, Boston, where he knew Marurws ‘from top to toe,” used to tell many
amusing anecdotes of him, and among them the following : * When I was about
leaving Liverpool for America,” said MaTuews to StersoN, one day at the
‘Tremont,” ‘T asked the Yankee captain, as we were lying in the stream, why
we were not off ¢ Waiting for the mail,’ said he. ¢ When do you expect it ¢’
I asked. ‘In about tw.nty minutes,’ was the reply. It was two full hours
before the mail came, but we at last started — and only started; for in about
‘twenty-minutes’ there was another <top.  * What s this for?” said I ¢ Wait-
ing for a pilot.’ ¢ Ilow lonz before he will be on board?’ ¢ In about twenty
minutes,’ said the skipper again: and so it was all the way over. A gale was
never ‘calculated’ to last ¢ twenty minutes,” and that space of time was like-
wise the terminating duration of & calm: and if a man was black-and-blue with
seasickness, he wag consoled with the assurance that ‘it might be all over in
twenty minutes!’ Soon after I had arrived, and taken lodgings in New-York,
there comes me up one morning a waiter in hot haste, with: ‘Mr. MaTuEws!
Mr. MaTnews! you can't stay here not no longer, Sa!’ ¢ Why not, you vil-
lain?’ ¢’Cause you can't, Sa? *What's the matter ?— what is the reason
I can't? ¢’Cause, Si, Mr. W ——, the ‘keeper,’ has bu'sted, Sa, and the
sheriff has issued a sushrarer, and the red flag is out o’ the window, S3, a-fly-
ing directly over your head, Si; and they ‘re gwyin’ to sell out, S’ ¢ Well,
when must I go?’  *Why, Si, I'’spect you'd better be gittin away in about
twenty minutes!’ ¢And thus’ continued Matuews, in his amusingly fret-
ful, querulous manner, ‘has it been ever since I first set my foot in America.
You'd hardly believe it, but I bave just returned from calling to sce an Old
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Country friend, who was very kind to me on my former visit. ‘ Where is Mr.
B ?? 5aid I to the Yankee servant. ¢ Heis dead, Sir!’ ‘Dead? —dead/
How long since did he die?’ ‘I should think about twenty minutes!— for
he is hardly cold yet, Sir.’ ‘In short,’ continued MATHEWS, ¢ there is nothing
that cannot be, and is not done, in the United States in twenty minutes!’
This may seem at first sight, to be exaggerated ; but let any one take notice
how often the term is used, in designating an ‘ unknown quantity ’ of time, and
it will be considered a ‘ veritable verity.” - - - THE ‘ear-marks’ of our old
and always welcome correspondent, ‘JorN HoneyweLs,’ are visible in the
lines, ¢ The Geologist to his Love,” which we clip from the Hartford (Conn.)
‘Daily Courant’ Punch himself would have snapped up the piece, and not
as an ‘unconsidered trifle’ either:

¢ Beneara your gaze I do believe ¢Some busy gnome has been at work
Basaltic boulders thrill, . To rob my mind of peace,
And that Mount Tox itself would throb | And changed my heart to pumice-stone,
Obedient to your will. That was akin to gneiss.
8o might your glances turn a brick It seems to be as tender now
To purple amethyst, As crumbling mica-slate,
And change to Passion’s willing slave And its component parts are in
A cold geologist. A strange transition-state.
¢ The humid rays your eyes emit ¢ Your charms are printed on my brain
Would warm a stalagmite; In carboniferous words,
And their ethereal hue outvies As plainly as on HapLEY rocks
Prismatic Iolite. The tracks of ancient birds;
Then look with favor as I thus And strata of new feelings, love,
Impulsive break my mind, Crop out as strong and boid,
As I would break a block of flint, As sand-stone from the hill-side crops
Mediweval life to find. Above the rocks of old.
*I have no doubt that love can claim ¢ And through my daily life there runs
Volcanic origin, The most delightful thoughts,
And that th’ arterial fount is where As runs a thread of precious ore
‘ Its subtle fires begin. Through cold auriferous quartz :
Its calide permeates all my life, And as the secondary rocks
As lustre does the spar, The primal over-lap,
And courses through my tingling veins | So this alluvial sentiment
Like fumes of cinnabar. Is quite distinct from trap !’

The piece concludes with a poipt-blank ‘offer,’ conveyed with such frank-
ness, and involving such prospective promise, that one would think it could
hardly fail to influence a * heart of stone:’

¢ TreN prithee fix the happy time —
The incandescent hour,
‘When coral artists shall arise,
To deck our bridal-bower:
And if some tender aerolites
Should answer Hymex’s knock,
‘We'll classify the specimens,
My love, as cradle rock !’

‘HoNeywEeLL’ is elsewhere represented in these pages, and with credit to the
established reputation of his Muse. - - - ONE of the pleasantest anecdotes
which ‘Joax Warers’ of the KNICKERBOCKER, (the late Mr. HENRY Cary,)
used to relate of his ¢ UNcLE the PArsoN’ — not a few of whose ‘sayings and
doings,’ as our readers have already seen, he has most graphically recorded —was
the subjoined : The good ‘ PArsox’ had been preaching, upon a certain Sunday
morning, from a text including the parable of the two houses, one of which
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stood upon a rock, and the other upon the sand; a parable which we may
reasonably assume is not unknown to any reader of these pages. He warmed
with the force and beauty of his theme, until in the ardor of his discourse he
carried away the wrong house! ‘Therains beat, the floods came, and the winds
blew* upon the house that stood upon the rock, ‘and it fell, and great was the fall
thereof': * a mere accidental transposition, of course, and doubtless not noticed by
one in fifty of his congregation. ‘U~cLE,’ said the narrator, as the two were
walking home from church, * did you not make a mistake in your sermon to-
day ? Did you not, in onc instance, reverse the meaning of the beautiful parable
which formed its subject ? I looked to sce you rereverse it.” * You are right,
my son; I did make a mistake: I am glad you were so attentive and watch-
ful as to remark it: I carried away the wrong house, but I did not make a
mistake in not stopping to correct it. Suppose I had done so? Both houses
would then have been gone, and not one would have been left to illustrate the
parable. Few saw the error, I think: and this leads me to say, my son, that
when you find you have made a mistake, let somebody else discover it Now
this is a maxim worthy of heed. - - - *‘W. F. T. of Baltimore, writes
us: *‘Your ¢ Legislative Anccdote’ in the * May Kxick.’ brought té my mind
a very amusing circumstance that occurred in our body of law-makers, which,
if you think worth the printer’s ink, you may ‘throw in’ Mr. W——, the
member from A. A. county, had discoursed for some time upon a very im-
portant question : toward the close of his remarks, he turned to his opponent,
and with flaming eye, and in thundering tones, he said: ‘And now, Sir, do you
ask me, who is the guilty one ?— where is the culprit? As Cicero said unto
Prato, ‘Thou art the man !’ The learned gentleman took his seat amid
most enthusiastic applause’ - - - WEe made an instructive visit this
morning, with our friend Mr. Ricr, Superintendent of the New-York and Erie
Rail-road Machine and Car-Works, at Piermont-on-'Udson. We went to
cxamine Mr. HeNky WaTerMAN'S Measurer of Power and Distance upon
Railieays. It is a wonderful ‘operator,’ for so small a concern: and like all
really good inventions, is as uncomplicated and simple as it is invaluable. The
‘United States Ruil-road Journal’ thus hints the peculiaritics of the
machine:

*THE instrument is compact in form, forms the coupling between the tender and cars, is not
liable to get out of order, and registers automatically, with entire accuracy, the exact amount of
power exerted by the locomotive at every instant, and sums up the whole amount exerted for
the trip, as well as for any portion of it. It also gives the distance run. The value of such &
Measurer of Power will be apparent to every person connected with a rail-road. It tests the
merita of all improvements for reducing friction, and of the various plans for economizing in the
use of fuel and oils. It shows the kind of engines and curs that oppose the least resistance from
the friction of thelr various parts. It shows the tractive power of the various kinds of materials
used for tires; the different degrees of resistance due to the curves and grade of a road; also
that due to different velocities. It shows, beride, the exact state of the track, under all its con-
ditions. BSuch an instrument of course, shows the degree of economy with which each.train ia
run. The value of all experiments to reduce the cost of working a road have been comparatively
valueless, for the want ot some accurate measure of the results obtained. The true test of eco-
nomy, for Instance, 18 not the small amount of fuel consumed, but the product, in power, that

ts from its combustion. A small train may require great power to move it, from not being
in good coadition, or from the improper adjustment of its parts, or fromn the state of the road.
On the other haud, a large train may he moved with comparative ease when every thing i3 in
excellent order. All instruments heretofore constructed having a similar object in view, have
fafled, from the want of uniformity in their action, and from the impossibility of obtaining from
them means or averages of the power exerted for any given distance. By Mr. WATERMAN'S con-
trivance tbe vibratory action of the springs is controlled, while the actual amount of power

exerted at any given instant, and the whole amount exerted for the trip, i8 zccurately and aute-
matically recorded, with averages for the whole or for any portion of it.
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Put this improvement (it a8 been so put) upon the superb Erie Rail-road cars
of Mr. McCaLLux's patent, with their delightful air-springs, perfect ventilation,
and total absence of dust, and what more could one desire? Nothing, save
that Mr. Rice or Mr. Sxira should see that it was ‘all right’ at starting.
Then ‘Go ahead!’ - - - Wno is the very modest and considerate
correspondent in Dubuque, Iowa, who asks us some twenty questions *for
information,’ and adds, that he should ‘like to hear from us immediately’?
‘Whoever he ‘may be, or not, he must have an exalted idea of the ‘ pump-
ing’ capacity of an editor of a Magazine. His inquiries are mainly polem-
ical, or akin thereto: ‘ Wit is the difference of belief between a Deist and
an Atheist?’ ¢What, in%doctrine, is the distinction between ‘Hard’ and
¢ Soft-shell* Baptists ?’ and the like queries. The last is: ‘ What constitutes
o Materialist 2’ We will try to answer that? question, in the language of
Baron VoNDULLBRAINZ, who, when the fashionable furor for ¢ Germanics’ had
filled London with Teutonic professors and pretenders, lectured before one of
the ‘learned societies’ of the great metropolis. The Baron was a decided
¢ Materialist’ ; holding, as he did, that ‘de s'ing zat was made was more supe-
rior zan dewnaker :’ a proposition, in the enforcement of which he used the
following irrefragable argument and illustration: ‘Isay once more again, zat
ze s'ing as is made is more superior zan de maker: par examp.: I am de
coachman zat make de w'eel of ze coach: now zat w'eel of ze coach, he woll
a souzand mile, but I cannot woll one! Or I am ze w'at you call cooper.
He make ze tub of wine: he hold five souzand gallon; but I cannot hold
more as fives bottel! So you see zat ze s'ing as is made, is more superior
zan ze maker !’ Baron VONDULLBRAINZ was a ‘Materialist) was n't he?
The fact seems undeniable. - - - THERE are some things, if we are a
¢ harum-scarum race,” as an English weekly journal not long since termed us,
that all true AMERICANS, howsoever ‘speculative and fidgety’ they may be,
right well remember : the anniversaries of two memorable events, which, as we
write, are close upon us — the BarrLE or Bunker-HirL, and the DEcLARATION
OF INDEPENDENCE :

¢ Taar silent, moon-light march to Bunker-Hill
With spades and swords, bold hearts and rea&y hands,
That S&)nrtan step, without their flute — that still,
Hushed, solemn music of the heart — commands
More than the trumpet’s echo: ’t is the thrill
That thoughts of well-loved homcs. and streams, and lands,
Awaken when m! 0 into the tigh
As did the Men of BuNker-HiLL t.hat night :’

and as for the Fourta oF JuLy, it should be, and we hope is, the fervent aspir-
ation of each American heart, that it may be celebrated in every passing year,
with undiminished patriotism and increased jubilant honors : with roaring can-
non, fire-works, and ‘crackers.” - - - Iris seldom that the Rev. Mr. Cuapix
speaks in public, upon any occasion, that he does not say something that
‘dites:’ something, to use a familiar if not a coarse phrase, that *sticks in the
crop’ of his audienco. Thus in a temperance-lecture, delivered not long since
in Philadelphia, he ‘made use’ (many speakers employ words, without using
them) of the following illustration: ‘ The young ‘blood’ exclaims, while speak-
ing of the attempts now making to suppress the abuse of alcoholic stimulants :
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“Am I to be deprived of my liberty to imbibe what I choose to imbibe ?
Whose business is it? Liberty of action is guaranteed to me.’’ To which
most effectively responds Mr. CaapPIN: ¢ ‘Liberty ?' Liberty for what? To
be Aung up, like a dripping dish-cloth ? — to be stood up, like a battered, rusty
stove-pipe? — to be kicked about like a ¢ shocking bad hat’ in the gutter ? — is
this the ‘liberty’ you desire?’ What would *statistics,” what would * thrill-
ing confessions’ effect, in comparison with this simple but most forcible
illustration? - - - THE ‘Lines’ which ensue are addressed to ‘Miss
M. E. A. of Paducah, Kentucky, by ¢ A Friend at Canton,’ in the same State,
They are of ‘a peculiar character,’ and quite imaginative :
¢ WrexN the nightingale tells of the day’s decline,
When silver rays o’er my pathway bend,
‘When horrid dreams absorbs my mind,

When broken-hearted lovers brings their days to an end,
Then do I think of thee.

¢ When lovely Vexus o’er us look,
When the King of Day is in his glory,
When listening to some murmuring brook,
‘When thinking o’er some warrior story,
Then do I think of thee,

¢ When viewing the works of Art and Nature,
When pursuing the cunning and artful fox,
When travelling on the plains of the western verdure,
‘When waiting for the pleasures of the vernal equinox,
Then do I think of thee.

¢When watching the manceuvres of SaTurN’sS moon,
‘When spying the fiery comets,
‘When rocked by the billows of a southern monsoon,
‘When prosecuted as a criminal by BLacksroxe’s Comments,
Then will I think of thee.

¢When red-hot comets upon us encroach,
When lightning checks the ethereal blue,
When the sea-bird tells of the storm’s approach,
When chased by the lyon, the forest through,
Then will I think of thee.

¢When chased by that comet, the wide space o’er,
When dodging that comet is our only redoubt,
When, informed of that comet’s continuing to soar,
When I hear of that comet with its brains knocked out,
Even then will I think of thee.’

Our correspondent says he can send us ‘more of the same sort’ Oh!
no—don't! As Prince D’Arrois, of the exiled family of France, said to
Pare Kexsie in Edinburgh, when asked to come the second time to sce him
play Farsrarr: ¢ Ah! no, Mo'ssi’ KEMBLE: it was very fonny : I smile ver'
moche: but one such fun it was enoff’!’ - - - WE thank our Baltimore
correspondent for his ‘Novel Settlement of a Breach-of-Promise Case. 1t is
something too long, and ‘in spots’ a little too legally technical for the general
reader, we fear. One point in the report reminds us of a similar scene recorded
by the lamented RoBerr C. Sanps. The man who was the plaintiff in the
case was offered one hundred and fifty dollars to withdraw his suit. ¢What!’
he exclaimed, ‘one hundred and fifty dollars for blighted hopes, crushed
affections, ruined prospects, for myself and for our children! Neter/ Make
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it a hundred and seventy-five, and it’s a bargain!’ - - - WEare called upcn
to lament the sudden demise of Hon. WiLLIAM ALEXANDER DUER, formerly Pre-
sident of Columbia College, in the seventy-eighth year of his age. Mr. DuEr was
a not infrequent contributor to the KNICKERBOCKER, nor were his articles ever
unacceptable. He was a grand-son of Lord STERLING, and claimed the title. He
was for several years a distinguished member of the Legislature of New-York,
representing Dutchess County, and was a leader in the old Federal party. In
1818 he removed to Albany, where he was again elected to represent that
County in the State Legislature. In 1823, he was appointed Circuit Judge
for the circuit embracing Albany, Columbia, Rensselaer, and some other
counties. After filling this office for several years, he removed to the city of
New-York, and was appointed President of Columbia College. He was the
author of a life of his ancestor, Lord SterLing, and of a work on constitutional
jurisprudence. In person, he was a ‘man of mark ;' erect as a statue, grace-
ful and distinguished in his mien, with an inherent dignity which was apparent
to the most casual observer. - - - Tne warm thanks of our metropolitan
public are due, and we are glad to hear have been substantially rendered, to
FrANK LesLig, for the exposure, in his popular journal, of the Swill-Milk
Abuses, with which the city has so long been afflicted. He has awakened the
municipal authorities to this great enormity, and is now favored with active
codperation. 'We now understand the reason of the preference expressed by
a little girl from the country, who was visiting, with her mother, an aunt in
the city. She was waiting impatiently one morning for her accustomed bowl
of bread-and-milk ; but her aunt told her that ¢ the milk-man had not yet come.’
He came at last, however, and the little girl's want was supplied. ‘Is it good,
dear ?— do you like it?* ¢TI do n't like milk-man's milk so well as I do cow's
milk, was the ingenuous and forcible reply. No wonder: doubtless a good
many are of the same opinion. - - - Every body, that is to say, every
body who reads the ‘Atlantic Monthly’ Magazine, will have occasion to la-
ment, when the ‘Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table’ shall withdraw his pen
from the pages of a work which it has done 80 much to illuminate. To speak
the honest truth, we cannot say that we have ever greatly admired the other
papers in the ‘Atlantic:’ but the AutocrAaT has never disappointed us. He
stands a head and shoulders above the best of his fellow-contributors to that
publication. Hear a passage or two from his lucubration for June:

‘ Tae old gentleman who sits opposite, finding that spring had fairly come, mounted
a white hat onc day, and walked into the street. It seems to have been a premature
or otherwise exceptionable exhibition, not unlike that commemorated by the late Mr.
Bavier. When the old gentleman came home, he looked very red in the face, and
complained that he had been ¢ made sport of.” By sympathizing questions, I learned
from him that a boy had called him ¢old daddy,’ and asked him when he had his
hat white-washed.

* This incident led me to make some observations at table the next morning, which
I here repeat for the benefit of the readers of this record.

¢The hat is the vulnerable point of the artificial integument. I learned this in
early boyhood. I was once equipped in a hat of Leghorn straw, having a brim of
much wider dimensions than were usual at that time, and sent to school in that por-
tion of my native town which lies nearest to this metropolis. On my way I was met
by a ‘ Port-chuck,’ as we used to call the young gentlemen of that locality, and the
following dialogue ensued :
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‘Tas Port-cauck. Hullo, You-Sir, did you know there was gon-to be a race to-
morrah?

‘MyseLr. No: who’s gon-to run, 'n’wher’s’t gon-to be?
hl‘t. ?Rl Porr-crUCK. Squire Mico and Doctor WiLL1aus, round the brim o’ your

¢These two much-respected gentlemen being the oldest inhabitants at that time,
and the alleged race-course being out of the question, the Port-chuck also winking
and thrusting his tongue into his check, I perceived that I had been trifled with, and
the effect has been to make me sensitive and observant respecting this article of
dress ever since. Here is an axiom or two relating to it.

¢ A hat which has been popped, or exploded by being sat down upon, is never itselr
again afterward.

¢It is a favorite illusion of sanguine natures to believe the contrary.

¢ Shabby gentility has nothing so characteristic as its hat. There is always an
:untun.l calmness about its nap, and an unwholesome gloss, suggestive of a wet

rush.

‘The last effort of decayed fortune is expended in smoothing its dilapidated castor.
The hat is the ultimum moriens of ¢ respectability.’

¢The old gentleman took all these remarks and maxims very pleasantly, saying,
however, that he had forgoiten most of his French, except the word for potatoes,
pummies de tare. Ultimum moriens, I told him, is old Italian, and signifies last thing
to die. With this explanation he was well contented, and looked quite calm when I
saw him afterward in the entry, with a black hat on his head and the white one in
his hand.’

Observe with what ease the ‘Aurocrat’ flits from ‘gay to grave, from lively
to severe.” He translates and quotes the following stanza, written by the
French poet GiLBerT, a week before his death, upon a mean bed in the Hotel
Dieu, at the carly age of twenty-nine, and appends the comment which follows
it:

¢AT life’s gay banquet placed, a poor unhappy guest,
One day I pasy, then disappear;

I dle, and on the tomb where I at length shall rest
No friend shall come to shed a tear.’

You remember the same thing in other words, somewhere in Kirge WaITE'S poems.
1t is the burden of the plaintive songs of all these sweet albino-poets. ‘I shall die and
be forgotten, and the world will go on just as if I had never been; and yet how I
have loved! how I have longed ! how I have aspired!’ And so singing, their eyes
grow brighter and brighter, and their features thinner and thinner, until at last the
veil of flesh is threadbare, and, still singing, they drop it and pass onward.’

The subjoined passage certainly needs no praise of ours; yet we cannot for-
bear to invite the reader's especial attention to the sententious force and exqui-
site beauty of the extract:

¢«——Ounr brains are seventy-year clocks. The Angel of Life winds them up once
for all, then closes the case, and gives the key into the hand of the Angel of the Re-
surrection.

«Pic-tac! tic-tac! go the wheels of thought; our will cannot stop them; they can-
not stop thergselves; sleep cannot still them; madness only makes them go faster;
death alone can break into the case, and, seizing the ever-swinging pendulum, which
we call the heart, silence at last the clicking of the terrible escapement we have car-
ried so long beneath our wrinkled forcheads.

¢“If we could only get at them, as we lie on our pillows and count the dead beats of
thought after thought and image after image jarring through the over-tired organ!
Will nobody block those wheels, uncouple that pinion, and cut the string that holds
those weights ?’
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WaEN we read the following, we could not choose but think of the late
* HENRY ‘WiLLiax Hereert, Infelicissimus.’ We met him in Broadway, just
three days before his death, walking with a clergyman, whom we had the
pleasure to know, and to whom he was talking, with much violence of gesticu-
lation. As they saluted us, we remarked Mr. HERBERT'S expression of coun-
tenance. It was the very picture of ‘wan DespAIR:’

‘WHAT a passion comes over us sometimes for silence and rest ! — that this dread-
ful mechanism, unwinding the endless tapestry of time, embroidered with spectral
figures of life and death, could have but one brief holiday! Who can wonder that
men swing themselves off from beams in hempen lassos ? — that they jump off from
parapets into the swift and gurgling waters beneath ? —that they take counsel of the
grim friend who has but to utter his one peremptory monosyllable and the restless
achine is shivered as a vase that is dashed upon a marble floor? Under that build-
ing which we pass every day there are strong dungeons, where neither hook, nor bar,
nor bed-cord, nor drinking-vessel from which a sharp fragment may be shattered,
shall by any chance be seen. There is nothing for it, when the brain is on fire with
the whirling of its wheels, but to spring against the stone wall and silence them
with one crash. Ah! they remembered that— the kind city fathers —and the walls
are nicely padded, so that one can take such exercise as he likes, without damaging
himself on the very plain and serviceable upholstery. If any body would only con-
trive some kind of a lever that one could thrust in among the works of this horrid
automaton and check them, or alter their rate of going, what would the world give
for the discovery ?’

And now let us ‘possess our souls in patience’ until the appearance of an-
other number of the ‘AtvrocraT.’ We yearn after his multiform inditements,
ceven as our readers were wont to yearn after the monthly instalments of the
Ollapodiana Papers, which they not a little resemble, as several correspond-
ents have incidentally remarked. - - - ONE of the truly good men of this
*naughty world, who loves children, as we do, and all their little winning
ways, sends us the subjoined : ¢ A little four-year-old girl, who had been sing-
ing a popular song with an elder sister until she had become very sleepy, was
hurried off to bed by the nurse. She was reminded of her ¢ -night
Prayer:’ so, kneeling down, she cjaculated :

¢ A PENNY for a ball of cord,
A penny for a needle:
That’s the way the money goes,

Pop goes - . . .
She was too far gone to finish the verse, and so concluded with : ¢ Put out the
candle, and shut the door tight, Nurse: good-night! Good —good -+ - -°?
She was in dream-land at once. - - - Can it be possible that our new
correspondent, ‘ G. J. 8., of Alabama, who asks, ‘Why have the poets neg-
lected the Darsy ?’ — can it be possible, we ask, that the writer of the lines
*To the Daisy’ has forgotten one of RoBERT BURNS' most beautiful, heart-warm
effusions? His own lines are feelingly-appreciative of the beauty of his
theme — a flower ‘so pure, so modest, so chastely-beautiful : * but they could
add nothing to what has already been written upon TrE Dasy. Nevertheless,
the writer has our cordial thanks for his kind intentions. - - - Tre June
Number of Mr. SPARROWGRASS'S ¢ Wine-Press’ commences the fifth year of that
*sparkling and bright ’ publication. Aside from its business specialité, it is
an eminently readable literary journal; showing good taste, and evincing not
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alone a knowledge of *wine-culture.’

‘Injin Ink, in the May Number, is very

Hooprsm. 1t is illustrated by a wood-cut of a tattooed Jack-tar, of whom the

rhymist says: .

¢ Arouxp his arms, all down his back,
Betwixt his shoulder-blades,
Are PEg, and PoLv, and JuLy-ANN,
And Aer, and other maids:

¢And just below his collar-bones,
Amidships on his chest,
He has a sun in blue and red,
A-rising in the west.

¢ A bit abaft a pirate craft,
Upon his starboard side,
There is a thing he made himself,
The day his Naxcy died.

'Nl{hn it be & lock of hair,
Mayhap a kile o’ rope:
He says 1t is a true-love knot,
And so it is, I hope.

¢ He recks not, that bold foremast-hand,
What shape it wear to you:
With soul elate, and hand expert,
He stuck it—so he knew.

¢To ‘En’arp CurrLE, mariner,
His sugar-tongs and spoons
Not dearer than that rose-pink heart,
Transfixed with two harpoons.

¢ And underneath, a grave in blue,
A grave-stone all in red:
¢¢Here lics, all right, poor Tox’s delight
Gob save the lass —she’ s dead !”

¢ Permit that Tarry Sailor-man
To shift his quid and sigh ;
Nor chide him if he cusses some,
For piping of his eye.’

The ‘Wine-Press’ is beautifully printed: but that may be said of ¢l the
publications which proceed from the numerous * groaning presses’ of Mr. Gray,
as awide ‘ Public’ have foundout. - - - Tuefollowing exceedingly figurative
cpitaph is copied by a late Engli<h journal from a tomb-stone in & church-yard
in Derbyshire: ¢ Here lie, in a horizontal position, the outside cases of TroMas
HixpE, clock and watch maker, who departed this life wound up in the hopes
of being taken in hand by his MaRER, and being thoroughly cleaned, repaired,
and set a-going in the world to come, on the fifteenth day of August, 1836,
aged fifty years. Isn'tthatftlicitous? - - - Every body will remember the
anecdote of the sailor assisting a brother tar to understand a pompous ‘word of
command’ to ‘extinguish that luminary.’ The question was repcated once
or twice, but it was Greck to the sailor, till his companion J.ack called out,
‘Douse the glim, you land-lubber !’ which was speedily accomplished. A
doctor, full of professional pomposity, says a late English paper, was called
upon by a sailor-paticnt to have a ‘raging tooth’ extracted. *Well, mariner,’
said the doctor, looking very learned, and speaking very slowly, ‘which tooth
do you desire to have extracted? Is it the molar or the incisor?’ Jack re-
plied ‘sharp and short:’ ¢It’s in the upper tier, larboard side: bear a hand,
ye swab, for it’s nipping my jaw like a bloody lobster !’ The doctor grinned
and clapped on the forceps. - - - ‘The World Turned Upside Down !’
Such is the title of a much betattered ‘littel boke,’ profusely and not coarsely
illustrated, considering that the work was ‘imprinted in London’ more than
a century ago, now lying before us: a loan from that rare and indefatigable an-
tiquity-hunter, Captain Wirriax J. Forcer, late of the *K~ickrrrocker
Iouse’ at Inland-Picrmont, and now proprietor of a hotel, with the same
name, at Paterson, New-Jersey ; where whoso sojourns will not regret it. In
this small square booklet, every thing is reversed — turned topsy-turvy. There
is a world of trenchant satire in the picturcs, which are strongly enforced by
the poetical text. First we have a ‘noble stag of ten tines’ turned pursuer,
and shooting his two-leggzed victim ¢ out of scason,’” with appropriate reflections:
next, ‘A Boy scourging his Father, and the little Daughter giving Pap to her



104 Editors Table. [July,

Mother:* then ‘An Horse curry-combing his Groom,’ with a motto from *im-
mortal Porg:’

¢¢TeacH me to feel anotheris woe,
To shun the faults I see:
That mercy I to others show,
That mercy show to me.’’

The groom is tied by a halter round his neck to the manger, and is kicking
lustily under his rough ‘rubbing down.” ‘Horses turned Farriers’ is a less
effective picture, although it has some accessory points which are ‘telling.’
‘An Ox turned Butcher’ is very good. The four-footed ‘operator’ has his
apron on, his tail jauntily tucked up, and with knife in hoof, is cutting open
his ‘man-beeve,” who is triced up by his feet, with his head just lifted off the
floor. There are incidental touches in this print which are almost worthy of
HogartH.  Another very ludicrous engraving is ‘An Hare roasting a Cook,
and a Cock basting him.” Timid as the hare usually is, he here seems born to
his vocation : and the gallant rooster is doing him yeoman's service as an as-
sistant. ‘An Ass driving the Miller to Market, and the Mill turned ¢ Topsy-
turvy,’ tickled the risibles of the little folk amazingly. Our little six-year old
has scarcely yet ceased to laugh at it, as only a child can laugh. ‘A Fish
Angling for a Man' is not so good; though he has hooked a good specimen,
if he can only land him safely. A terrible scene of carnage is represented in
‘A Lamb attacking a Lyon!’ It is evident that the ‘ King of Beasts’ must
soon succumb. Beside these, there is an ‘ Ox driving a Yoke of Farmers at
Plough ;’ ‘An Ass singing in an Orchestra ; one playing on the Organ, another
on a Fiddle ; several Asses making up the Audience ;’ (capable of a wide ap-
plication, in some respects, perhaps:) ‘A Lawyer turned Client;’ together
with some dozen others, of unequal merit. The lessons inculcated are good :
and the poet-author finishes with a moral ¢ Conclusion,” which ends with :

¢ How weak the power of pomp and state,
To combat with impending fate:
The King, the Beggar, both must die,
And moulder in obscurity.
Let all then due attention give,
That after death they still inay live,
And win on earth the immortal crown,
Before the ¢ WorLp ’s Turxep Upsipe Dowx.’’

A good lesson to be evoked from so amusing and quaint a book.  If it were not
torn, it might be reprinted. - - - TrE man who, in the late ‘tin-panic,’
or ‘crisis,’ replied to the remark of a polite notary, that he had brought a
notice of protest for five thousand dollars, probably a mistake, ‘Oh! no—a
regular bu'st!’— that man, we say, is almost equalled by the editor of a
western paper, who owes a bank a thousand dollars, for which they hold his
note. The defaulting wag announces it thus in his paper: ¢There is a large
and rare collection of autographs of distinguished individuals deposited for
safe-keeping in the cabinet of the Farmers’ and Merchants’ Bank, each accom-
panied with a note in the hand-writing of the autographist. We learn that
they have cost the bank a great deal of money. They paid over a thousand
dollars for ours. We hope great care is taken to preserve these capital and
interesting relics, as, should they be lost, we doubt whether they could be



1858.] Editor's Tuble. 105

easily collected again. Should the bank, however, be so unfortunate as to lose
ours, we'll let them have another at half price, in consequence of the very
hard times.” Isn’t this slightly ‘cool.’ - - - Two years ago, in noticing the
Discourse of Rev. Dr. Bellows upon the Life and Death of the late Joseph
Curtis, we remarked: ‘As we write, in the still, early morning hours, we
hear through an open door of a pleasant upper apartment of our little ¢ Cedar-
Hill Cottage,’ the occasional deep-drawn sigh of one who loved her dear de-
parted companion for more than half a century. What a world of reminis-
cence must throb beneath that Quaker cap and silver hair! May the Gop of
the widow, the CoxMrorTER of the Bereaved, sustain her hitherto calm and
cheerful spirit in this dark hour of her affliction!’ And now that silver hair,
that calm, sympathetic face, that warm innocent heart, repose in the family
tomb at beautiful Greenwood, by the side of the dear departed, who was sel-
dom out of her thoughts. During her illness, while love and affection welled
out toward the living, ‘her heart was with the dead:’ she was talking with
her parents and sisters in heaven, but most of all, with her husband. The
night before she died she said: ‘ Yes, my dear Jos#, (ever her familiar designa-
tion,) I sce you: in a little while I shall be with you.' Very beautiful were
her prayers toward the close of her brief illness: most touching her words to
loving friends, young and old. In repeating the Lorp’s Prayer, she invariably
paused at ‘Tuy will be done;’ asking only for patience to bide her Fatner's
time. And thus, loving and beloved, she closed a pure and blameless life of
nearly eighty years, and her tender, beautiful spirit ascended to the hosom of
her Fatoer and her Gon. - - - It would scem to be quite a hard lot
enough for ‘States™men,” California-bound, to be cheated in the metropolis,
before their departure, by bogms passage-tickets ; but according to a complain-
ing passenger in the New-Orleans ‘Picayune, their annoyances don’t stop
with the shore; for among other things he saith :

‘WaL! of all the cussed kinveyiances,

Ef this is n’t about the wust!
Nothin but rockin and rollin’,
An pitchin from the very fust :

The ingine a-groanin, and the biler
Lyable enny minit to bust.

‘It’s enuf to aggeravait a body,
And it an’t manners, I think,
To set thar takin down his toddy,
Andd n_e\l':er askin nary passinger to
rink,

¢ Fust wun side, dum it, and then tuther,
Till I’m dogged if I know what to du:
Rock away, you darned old cradle!
Twasa {ngy when I got inter you.

¢None on em seems to keer 6} cents
How bad a feller may feel,
Nur to talk to him — not even the saler,
Foolin away his time onto a wheel.

¢Thar’s the capting: an't it provokin
To see that critter, all threw the trip,
Continooally drinkin and smokin,
Wen he orter be a mindin his ship ?

¢And the pusser, all he’s kep fur,
Is fur to have a good time with his pals:
I say, darp such a pusser! jeest heer hum,
Flertin and carrin on among the gals.

¢And wen he’s tired o’ that, what follers ?
In his little cabin, thar he cets
Like a spyder among barrels of dollars,
Enuf to pay a feller’s debts.

“That’s all they keer for passingers,
Is, to get the two hunder
And fifty dollars out of his poket into
theirn,
And then he may go to thunder.’

He ascended the shrouds one day, and they ran up after him, and tied him
there with a piece of tarry spun-varn, and would n’t let him down ‘tel ho
forkt out a bottle of brandy,” which extortion wrung his Yankee heart beyond
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expression. In short, as Mr. VaN BureN remarked, ‘his sufferings was
intolerable,’ and not to be endured. - - - WE like the subjoined: it is
alike true, and forcibly expressed:

‘IN a constant looking up from birth to the lofty mountain peak, around which
clouds {;ather when it is serene below, the eye contracts a habitual upward turn, and
the soul follows the example of this its brightest inlet of impressions. Manliness and
self-reliance, reverence and piety, are the lessons taught in the mountain-school. We
do not make a friend of the barren, gray and frowning altitudes. But it is a comfort
to bow down to them, and do them and their CreaTor homage. The heart wants
something to love, indeed; but it also needs something to venerate and adore. A
mountain stretching itself above the clouds, and knocking, as it were, at the heavenly
portals, helps the soul to rise, and fix 1ts thought upon the ETErNAL, the ALL PowEr-
ruL AND Goop. These exalted but somewhat austere meditations may not be al-
ways altogether agreeable to the young and pleasure-loving ; but a period is approach-
ing, if they live to be advanced in age, when they will turn away from the bright,
smooth, gracefully-flowing river, and the bustling, happy voyages upon its bosom, to
the hoary, inaccessible mountain summit, that points the way upward to the profound
abysses of the skies, whither they and all of us are tending. The spectacle of the
mountain, on which the infant first opened its gaze, will be a consolation to the old
man’s heart, as his glazing eye is taking its last of it, and every other earthly object.’

‘High mountains are a fesling, says Brrox, and that he ‘sayeth sooth,’ few
lovers of nature will gainsay. - - - ALL communications, intended for
the ¢ Epiror’s TaBLE,’ or ‘GossiP WiTH READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS,’ of
the KNICKERBOCKER, should be addressed to L. GAvyrLorp CLARK: articles
written for the ¢ OriGINAL PAPERS, in prose or verse, may be addressed either
to Mr. CLaRk, or to Dr. J. O. Noves, at the office. Apropos of our new
associate, who will have charge of the business of the office, and contribute in
every number to the pages of the Magazine: Dr. Noves graduated in Medi-
cine at Harvard University. After leaving college, he spent a year in Ger-
many. He was, while there, ‘ Our Own Correspondent’ of the daily Z'ridune
and the London Morning Chronicle. The following year he passed in Eastern
Europe, Asia, and Africa.  He was five months in Turkey, and held the posi-
tion of surgeon in the Turkish army, under OMer PacrA. He is the author of
a popular work entitled ‘Roumania, the Border- Land of the Christian and the
Turk ;’ and another volume, soon to appear from the press of Messrs. Rupp Axp
CARrLETON, entitled ‘T'he Gipsies ; their Origin, History, and Manner of Life.
The papers upon ‘T'he Gipsies over the World, in the last and present num-
bers of the KNICKERBOCKER, will attest his keen observation, and his manner
of portraying the incidents of his ‘travel’s history." Other and kindred articles
from his pen will from time to time appear in these pages, which will
acceptably ‘speak for themselves' - - - TaAT was a strikingly intelligent
person, who called upon a sign-painter to have a Sunday-school procession-
banner painted, and said: ‘We’re goin’ to have a tearin’ time with our
Fourth o’ July Sunday-school celebration, and our folks wants a banner.’
‘Well, naturally enough responded the painter, ‘you ought to have one.
What will you have painted on it?’ ‘Wal, 7 d'n know: we ort to heva
text o' skripter painted onto it for a motto, hadn't we?’ ‘Yes: that’s a very
good idea: what shall it be?’ ¢ Wal, I thought tAis would be about as good
as any : ‘Be sure you're right, then go ahead !/’ 1t is fair to conclude that
he had not *searched the Scriptures’ attentively. - - - WE gratify sundry
grateful little people, ‘ growing, and always an-hungered,’ by saying, that,
Wing's Farina Crackers are precisely what they pretend to be. It would
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seem almost impossible to produce from ‘simple unadulterated wheat’ an
article so agrecable to the palate and so nourishing to the body. - - - Mr.
Bryaxt's latest published poem, ‘A Night Scene,’ will remind the reader
of his ‘Evening Rererie, one of the several noble poems written by him
for tho KxickerBockER. Neither the melody nor the sentiment is greatly
dissimilar. 'Witness the following passage: premising that the poet is
apostrophizing a river hastening to lose itself in the ocean, stretching into
infinity :
¢ YET there are those who lie beside thy bed,

For whom thou once didst rear the bowers that screen

Thy margin, and didst water the green tields,

And now there is no night so still that they

Can hear thy lapse; their slumbers, were thy voice

Louder than Ocean's, it could never break.

For them the early violet no more

Opens urun thy bank, nor for their eyes

Glitter the crimson pictures of the clouds

Upon thy bosom, when the sun goes down.

Their memories are abroad — the memories

Of those who last were gathered to the earth —

Lingering within the homes in which they sat,

Hovering about the paths in which they trod,

Haunting them like a presence. Even now

They visit many a dreamer in the forms

They walked in, ere, at last, they wore the shroud ;

And eyes there are that will not close to dream,

For weeping and for thinking of the grave,

The new-made grave, and the pale one within.

These memories and these sorrows all shall fude

And pass away, and fresher memories

And newer sorrows come and dwell awhile

Beside thy border, and, in turn, depart.

¢ On glide thy waters, till at last they flow
Bencath the windows of the populous town,
And ull night long give back the gleam of lainps,
And glimmer with the trains of light that stream
From halls where dancers whirl. A dimmer ray
Touches thy surface from the silent room
In which they tend the sick, or gather round
The dying; and a slender, steady beam
Comes from the little chamber in the roof,
Where, with a feverous crimson on her check,
The solitary damsel, dying too,
Plies the quick ncedle till the stars grow pale.
There, close beside the haunts of revel, stand
The blank, unlighted windows, where the poor,
In darkness und in hunger, wake till morn.
There, drowsily, on the half-conscious ear
Of the dull watchman, pacing on the wharf,
Falls the soft ripple of thy waves that strike
On the moored Enrk: but guiltier listeners
Are near - the prowlers of the night, who steal
From shadowy nook to shadowy nook, and start
If other sounds than thine are in the air.

¢Oh! glide away from those abodes, that bring
Pollution to thy channel, and make foul
Thy once clear current. Summon thy quick waves
And dimpling eddies; linger not, but haste,
With all thy waters, haste thee to the deep,
There to be tossed by shifting winds, and rocked
By that mysterious force which lives within
Tine sea’s immensity, and wields the weight
Of its abysses, swaying to-and-fro
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The billowy mass, until the stain, at length,
Shall wholly pass away, and thou regain
The crystal brightness of thy mountain-springs.’

We should have known these lines to be BrranT's, if we had encountered
them in & leading column of the London 7Times, a journal not greatly given
to poetry, unless it be the ¢ poetry of Fact.’ - - - A worbp to our friends
the PusLisEErs. Publications sent to the K~ickerBocker will be either
noticed in the review department proper, or under the head of the ‘ Literary
Recorp.” The receipt of all publications received at the office will be acknow-
ledged monthly, whether deemed to demand notice or not. Additional aid in
the review department will enable us to do earlier justice than heretofore to the
issues of our long-time friends, the publishers. - - - TaE new book of
Dr. Francis should have called our attention to the ‘ Waverley Circulating
Library, kept by his publisher, Mr. CoarLES Rog, Number 697 Broadway :
comprising five thousand volumes of choice books, and intended to obviate the
delay, trouble, and uncertainty attending the over-crowded applications at the
public libraries. It will so. - - - ‘UncLe Dap Morroy,’ of Vermont,
who tells the following story, should possess, in connection with Ais invention,
two or three of our Hen-Persuaders. His success would then be complete :

‘ Taex ancestors of our’n did n’t do nothin’ half-ways. But, there’s an awful fallin’
off since them times. Why, in my time, when I was a boy, things went on more eco-
nomical than now. We all work’d. My work was to take care of the hens and
chickings, (Dad is famous for his handlini of the alphabet,) and I'll tell yer how I
raised ‘'em. You know I'se a very thinkin’ child, al’as a thinkin’ ’cept when I'se
asleelp. Well, it came to me one night to raise a big lot of chickings from ope hen,
and I'll tell ye how I did it. I took an old whisky-barrel, and filled it up with fresh
eggs, and then put it on the south side of the barn, with some horse manure around
it, and then set the old hen on the bung-hole. The old critter kept her sittin’ and in
three weeks I heerd a little ¢ peep.” Then I put my ear to the spigot, when the peep-
ing growed like a swarm of bees. I did n’t say any thing to the folks about the hatch-
ing, for they’d all the time told me I was a fool, but the next mornin’ I knocked the
head out of the barrel, and covered the barn floor, two deep, all over, with little
chickings. Now, you may laugh as much as you please, but it’s true.’

Rather ‘toughish’ though: how different from the clear and succinct state-
ment of our hen-invention! - - - *Weshall now to couch,’ and rest our tired
frame upon Howe's Elliptic Spring Bed-Bottom, that cool, compact, portable,
durable, cheap, cleanly, and delightful invention, of which our readers may
hear more, on reference to the fourth page of the cover of the present number.
We have ‘ earned a night's repose’ as surely as the ‘Village Blacksmith:’ We
have sailed forty-six miles; read, and ‘made up’ into pages, between thirty
and forty pages of ‘matter,” such as it is. Moreover, the New-York and Erie
Rail-road is striking twelve from its clear-sounding dépdt-bell, and we must be
stirring betimes, to hear the birds about the cottage ‘ welcome up the dawn.’
They herald it every early morning, for the pleasure of one pleased and grate-
ful auditor, at least. - - - REcEivep, for notice, among other publications,
the following: ‘ Roumania, the Border-Land of the Christian and the Turk,
by Dr. J. O. Noves: ‘ The Travellers in Russia:’ ‘UrsuLa, a Tale of Country-
Life, by Mrs. SEweLL: ‘ The Boy-Missionary,’ by Mrs. JENNY MARSH PARKER:
* Devotional Exercises for Schools:’ ‘A Manual of Speaking, Conversation, and
Debating:’ ‘The National Fifth Reader, by Parker and WarsoxN: and
* The Quaker-Soldier.’
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Becory of Netv Pudlfcatfons,

TwzLrrr Niomt At rHE CENTURY CLUB. — Does n’t old Texpus fugit ‘to a degree?
1t seems a very short time since our humble name was associated with those who
formed the nucleus of ‘T'ke C:nfury,’ one memorable evening, at the hospitable resi-
dence of an esteemed friend in Amity-strect. Scarcely more than a dozen members,
headed by the veteran VErpLANCK, formed the opening roll: and of these, three,
well beloved and honored, have already passed away: Daxier Sexmocr, Dr. JoEx
Nrsox, Jr., and Roeerr KeLLy. . The Club ¢ grew, waxed strong, and multiplied ;’
until it has become one of the first, if not the first ¢institution’ of its kind in the
United States. But this apart: our object being simply to say a few words touching
the quaintly and exquisitely executed volume now gracing our table. The little book
opens with a history, at length, of the ¢ Twelfth-Night Festival of Merry Old England,’
much of which will be new to many a reader. The ¢ Proclamation’ and ¢ Ordinance,’
the lively ¢ Poetical Dialogue,’ and the ¢ Proceedings’ gencrally, as here set forth, are
in the appropriate vein, and present a good variety. The ¢ History’ concludes with :
¢The Century Club had observed with regret that the ancient festival of Twelfth
Night, with its poetical and reverential associations, and its pleasant and picturesque
usages, which had for ages contributed every year to the innocent enjoyment and
social affections of the Dutch, English, French, Irish, and German ancestors of our
cosmopolitan New-York, was falling into disuse in this over-worked and care-worn
city. They therefore felt that it belonged to their proper vocation to endcavor to re-
vive the love and honor due to this joyous institution. They cherish the lively hope
that the antique pageantry and fantastic ceremonial, mixed with more usual social
Jjoys, as presented at the Century Club's Twelfth Night of 1858, will by no means,

¢ Lixe unsubstantial pagelnt faded,
Leave not a uck behind

but will rather, as the great Poer himself teaches,

¢ Wirxess more than FANOY'S image,
And tend to thing of great t A

Taz Durcr BarrLe or THE Bartic. —While all were reposing from their sumptuous
dinner at the late Pais Festival of the Saint Nicumoris Society, awaiting pipes,
schnaps, and Paiis-eggs, there was laid before each member present a handsomely-
printed pamphlet, from the press of Messrs. Pratr AND Scurax, Poughkeepsie, en-
titled, ‘T'ks Dutch Battle of the Bultic: one of the most Glorious Achicvements of
the Mariners of Holland; a triumph worthy the great Maritime Republic of the
United Provinces.’ The production is ‘dedicated to the Saint NicrOLAS Socicty of the
City of Nieuw-Amsterdam and all true KNIKKERBARKERS,” by the author, ‘J. Warrs
Dz Prysrer, Descendant of the Hollandish race.’” It is a most creditable perform-
ance ; indicating a thorough knowledge of all the details of the writer’s theme, and a
fervor of good honest, patriotic Dutch feeling, which it is a pleasure to contemplate.
It could not but have been a ‘labor of love’ to the author, as is manifested not only
internally, but externally. e even loves the old typography of Holland, and
sprinkles the Dutch types of other days profusely through his pages. The narra-
tive is a most stirring one, and renders ample justice to the noble spirit and deeds
of the Hollanders, and will serve to aid in perpetuating the name and fame of her
great and brave men, WiLLiax the Third, VAN Troup, Orpax, WirTESEN, WRANGEL,
and their noble compeers. This brief notice does small justice to the pamphlet be-
fore us: bat if it shall serve to call attention to its undeniable merits, our aim will
have been accomplished.
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Pecx’s Hisrory or Wyoxivg. — Rev. Gzorex Pxck, D.D., has made a worthy con-
tribution to American history, in » volume just issued by the Messrs. HarrEr:
‘Wyoming : its History, Stirring Incidents, and Romantic Adventures” These cha-
racteristics are truly represented in the title. It is a melancholy recital, almost pain-
ful to read : and with few literary graces of style, is nevertheless pregnant with in-
terest, from the abundant and well-authenticated facts which it perpetuates and pre-
serves, for ¢ posterities of readers.” Many of these facts, to be sure, are not new;
but they are here brought together in their order of occurrence, and are well-ar-
ranged and discriminated. A brief history of Wyoming is followed by a series of
historic scenes, which constitute natural amplifications of the general outline. Each
story is a complete picture in itself, and yet is a necessary part of the whole. This
plan presents independent views of the historic drama from many different stand-
points. The author’s heroes not only reflect the lights and shadows of their own
character and actions, but they give separate versions of the eventful scenes through
which they passed. For forty years, the author claims to have enjoyed rare advan-
tages for the study of the history of Wyoming. His object, he tells us, was ¢ strict
conformity to historic truth;’ and he has evidently spared no pains in the collection
of his facts, and in their study and exposition ; facts, moreover, ‘ which constitute a
part of the wonderful history of the early development and fearful struggles of our
country, and which fall behind no portion of that story in exciting interest.” If the
reader would know what sufferings, what perils, what cruel tortures were undergone
by our brave and patriotic ancestors, let them draw near and peruse the very excit-
ing and attractive volume before us. It has several illustrations of various merit.

¢ Tee BeLLE oF WasHINGTON.” — This work, from the press of Pererson, Phildelphia,
it strikes us, is not a new production. It is by Mrs. N. P. LasceLL, of Washington ;
and if we are not mistaken, it was first published some five or six years ago, under
the title of ‘ANNA GRAYSON, or the Belle of Washington,” and we well remember that
it was warmly commended in our home-circle. ¢ There is great purity of feeling, no-
bility of soul, and grace in the character of the heroine. There is now and then a
true woman, who, like her, is blessed with wealth, and the generous, benevolent
spirit to leave the banquet-halls of Fashion to spend an hour with the suffering,
dying creatures of our common Gop. There are some who have hearts to feel for
other’s misery, and whose ears are not so deadened by the gay sounds of fashionable
revelry as to be deaf to the wail of the orphan, the sob of the widow, and the prayer
of the beggar. Richer rewards, and a happier life are in store for these than ever
blessed the proud hearts of the selfish leaders of the fashionable world ; a world in
whose creed merit and poverty are little less than crimes. Let the mere butterflies
of humanity read this history, and compare the lives of the two heroines : let them
reflect, and then decide for eternity, whether all the great objects of life are secured
by being petted for a few years and then be forgotten, or only remembered to be de-
tested. A~NIm, the Senator’s daughter, with beauty, and every accomplishment, sup-
plied with all that wealth could give, was enabled to pass through the great madl-
strom of American society with no blighting stain upon her pure soul, and her frivo-
lous mother’s example had no effect to overcome the principles that had been instil-
led into her young mind by the sisters.’

»*s A Worbp, once more, to our correspondents: Copies should be kept by the
writers of drief articles, in prose or verse, sent for insertion in the KN1cKERBOCKEER.
Such cannot be returned : but all articles of length, if not accepted, will be returned
in the course of a week or ten days after their receipt.
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THE FREEDOM OF THE SEAS.

‘WHATEVER may be said of the merits of the right of search
question, our recent action with regard to it, has done justice
neither to it nor to ourselves. The day has long gone by when it
'was necessary for us to boast of our readiness to fight, in order to
convince the world of our power. There was a time when
our capabilities and resources were vastly greater than people
dreamed of, and when we alone could speak of them with know-
ledge. But the sclfassertion which is pardonable in obscure
merit, is preposterous in notorious vigor and maturity. No one
will be a whit more convinced by Senatorial indignation, that the
United States will not brook an insult, and has the means as well
as. the will to avenge it. It is certainly not ecither the threats or
self-glorification of its statesmen which have given any nation on
earth a high standing. The ‘great powers’ are great in virtue
of great deeds. It was not Napolcon’s thundering bulleting which
made Europe tremble at his nod. The world would have laughed
at his blasts of Oriental indignation, if they had not found vent in
Marengo and Austerlitz. ¢ Rule Britannia’ would be a very lu-
dicrous performance, if there had never been such battles as those
of the Nile and of Trafalgar. And we may rest assured, that we
owe our present position not to ¢ war specches’ or Fourth-of-July
orations, but to our wealth, our commerce, our population, our in-
domitable enterprise, our capacity for sclf-government, and the

estige of three bloody wars. If these will not save us from dis-
ﬁgnor, Messrs. Seward, and Hale, and Toombs may threaten in
vain. War-whoops such as characterized recent debates in the
Senate, can add nothing to our physical strength, and they sadly
diminish our moral influence. We have reached that stage of
national growth when it is just as necessary that we should take
the field with dignity, as leave it with honor.

VOL. LII. 8
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For all these reasons, we regret that the visitations of our vessels
in the Gulf of Mexico, should have led to hostile language on the
part of men occupying seats in the Senate-Chamber, before it had
been ascertained whether the British Government had authorized
them, and still more, that a fleet should have been equipped and
sent to sea with belligerent instructions, before both sides of the
controversy had been heard. War is a remedy so terrible, for even
the worst of evils, that it has always been justly considered the
last resort of the injured or insulted. It was our duty first to have
heard whether the British officers had any evidence to offer, or
statements to make, in reply to the ex parte testimony of our own
skippers ; next, whether, the facts being acknowledged, they had
acted under orders from their superiors, and if so, what their
Government had to say in justification of such orders; and lastly,
to have asked for the instant cessation of the acts complained of.
In other words, to have demanded simply, the punishment of the
officérs, and reparation, in case they acted without orders; the re-
vocation of the orders, and reparation, in case they acted with
them. A refusal, in either case, would have been a clear casus
belli ; but a due regard both to the claims of justice and humanity,
and our own character, required these steps to be carefully taken,
before the commission of any act, either hostile in itself or leading
to hostilities. Let a nation be ever so satisfied of the justice of its
own cause, it owes it to the public opinion of the world to see that
an appeal to the sword be well considered and en régle.

The demands made in Congress for the arrest, and even the
execution, of the British naval officers engaged in the ¢ outrages,’
were not only silly, but displayed ignorance on points with which
all persons who are engaged in the management of public affairs
ought to be familiar. %fthey acted in obedience to the orders of
their Government, they were unquestionably not personally re-
sponsible for any consequences resulting from the execution of
those orders. This question was discussed between Mr. Webster
and Mr. Fox, the British Minister, in reference to McLeod’s case
in 1841, and there was no difference of opinion between them on
the subject. ~When Mr. Crittenden, then Attorney-General,
was sent on to New-York, to watch the trial on behalf of the
Federal Government, Mr. Webster’s letter of instructions con-
tained a full acknowledgment of this principle. He there said:
‘That an individual forming part of a public force, and acting
under the authority of his Government, is not to be held answer-
able as a private trespasser or malefactor, is a principle of publie
iaw, sanctioned by the usages of all civilized nations, and which
the Government of the United States has no inclination to dispute.’

Nor is the position that they might lawfully be arrested on the
high seas anc{) dealt with by our tribunals, if’ they acted without
orders, a bit more tenable. The misdemeanors of members of the
public force of a foreign power, committed outside our jurisdiction,
are properly punishab?e only by their superiors on our demand. If
we might arrest and try them ourselves, we might withequal show
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of reason demand their extradition. The discipline of a foreign
army or navy is something which no government ever attempts to
interfere with, farther than to hold the nation to which it belongs
responsible for its due enforcement toward offences of which it
may have been the subject. To resist a foreign officer in the actual
commission of an offence, is one thing ; to follow him up, and pass
judgment on him afterward, is another, and the law of nations has
amply recognized the distinction. A little patience and modera-
tion would, in short, have left us in just as good a position regard-
ing the matter in controversy as we hold at this moment, and
would have saved us the humiliation of having blustered for two
months, and armed a fleet, upon the strength of ex parte evidence,
and for the purpose of avenging by a bloody war the blunder of
the commander of a gun-boat.

This criticism of our manner of"asserting our dignity, is all
the more allowable, beeause, if our position as regards the right
of search has finally to be detended by force, that defence can be
undertaken not only with a better grace, but with far more effect,
three months hence than now. What that position is, we believe
but a small portion of the public thoroughly understand, because
its consideration has not only been disturbed by passion, but by
recollections derived from the forcible assertion, by Great Britain,
in the last war, of claims which she has long since tacitly but com-

letely abandoned. To understand and appreciate the points in
ispute, not in their legal merely, but in their moral aspects, it is
necessary to go back a little.

The first controversies which ever arose in modern times about
the free use of the sea for purposes of commerce and navigation,
were occasioned by the attempts of particular powers to claim
certain portions of it as within their territory, and subject to their
exclusive jurisdiction. Great Britain sought to appropriate the
narrow seas in her own neighborhood — ¢ the four seas of England,’
as they were called — and was stoutly resisted by the Dutch, then
her great commercial rivals. The jealousies bred by their opposing
interests, brought the writers as well as the soldiers of the two
countries into the field. While Rupert and De Witt contested
the supremacy on the ocean, the jurists and poets belabored each
other with ponderous learning or bitter satire. Grotius wrote one
of his largest tomes-—the Mare Liberum —in defence of the
freedom of the seas, and particularly of the German Ocean and St.
George’s Channel.  Selden responded in his Mare Clausum, and
overwhelmed his opponent with precedents and quotations. He
was ably seconded by the lighter artillery of the humorists, who
ll;e: d ridicule on the unfortunate Dutch. Butler describes Hol-

as:
¢ A corNTRY that draws fifty feet of water,
In which men live as in the hold of Nature;
That feed like cannibals on other fishes,
And serve their cousin German up in dishes :
A land that rides at anchor and is moored,
In which men do not live, but go aboard.’



114 .The Freedom of the Seas. [August,

Marvell declares that Holland scarce

—— ¢ DESERVES the name of land :
As but the offscouring of the British sand,
And so much earth as was contributed
By English pilots, when they heaved the lead.’

and adds that the ¢ injured ocean’

——— ¢ oFT at leap-frog o’er their steeples played,
As if on purpose it on land had come
To show them what ’s their Mare Liberum,’

Portugal in like manner attempted to appropriate the trade to
the East-Indies, and forbade foreign vessels going round the Cape of
Good Hope ; but all these pretensions speedily gave way before the
common-sense of mankind, and the ocean took its present position
as public property. The establishment of the freedom of the
seas owed, in those days, more to the indomitable energy of the
Dutch than to any thing else. The British had even then given
unmistakable indications of that arrogance of temper which would
brook no rivalry which could be crushed; and though the Hol-
landers had in excess many of the worst faults of traders, the world
owes them.a debt of gratitude for the indomitable energy with
which they resisted pretensions which might, in the then unsettled
state of international law, readily have been established as prece-
dents which it would have given posterity some trouble to over-
turn. This contest, however, is now interesting only as a matter
of history, inasmuch as no nation nowadays attempts to claim juris-
diction over any portion of the ocean, except the creeks, bays, and
harbors of its own territory, and a league from the shore on the
open sea; and at the commencement of the present century, it
was well settled that every vessel navigated for a lawful purpose,
had a right to pass where she pleased, with liability, however, to
search at the hands of belligerent cruisers, and under the obliga-
tion of showing her flag to any man-of-war of any nation, in order
to indicate her nationality. :

This right, accorded with strange unanimity by all nations to
the public vessels of belligerent powers, to search neutral ships,
has occasioned a vast deal of trouble and controversy ; but not so
much on its own account, as on account of the consequences to
which it has led. . The search was supposed to be instituted for
three purposes: first to discover the nationality of the ship;
next, the nature of the cargo, lest it should prove to be munitions
of war for the use of the enemy; and lastly, the ownership of the,
cargo. If it happened to consist either of contraband of war, or
enemy’s goods, it was liable to seizure and forfeiture, and in the
former case, the vessel herself became a lawful prize. So stood
the law of nations on this subject, at the outbreak of the French
Revolution. During the great wars which followed, in many por-
tionsof which Great Britain, who was undisputed mistress of the seas,
had half Europe in arms against her, it became very desirable to
effect some change in the doctrine, that enemies’ goods on board a
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neutral vessel were liable to capture. It was doubly desirable for
the United States, because, while we had no interest in the conflict,
we had every interest in getting hold of as much of the carrying
trade as we could, and this was hardly possible, as long as nearly
every power in Europe was at war with some other power. The
Baltic powers attempted to enforce the rule, that the flag covers
the cargo, by entering into a league, known in history as the
‘Armed Neutrality ;> but, as it was confessed that the doctrine
they put forward was an innovation in the law of nations, Great
Britamn stoutly resisted it, and finally compelled them to abandon
their pretensions. There has been ever since a great deal of con-
troversy, from time to time, as to the rights of neutrals in time of
war, and this country has made strenuous attempts to make the
an effectual protection for the cargo, by whomsoever owned,
a8 long as it is not contraband of war; but its representations
have so far produced no effect. Upon one point, however, arising
out of this branch of international law, the English Court of Ad-
miralty, and the Supreme Court of the United States, have given
decisions directly opposed. The former has decided, that if a
neutral places goods on board an armed belligerent cruiser, he
forfeits his neutrality, and the goods share the fate of the vessel, if
captured ; the latter has laid down with equal clearness, that the
character of the vessel in no way affects the cargo, and so the
matter rests. If another European war were to break out, this
conflict of decisions would lead to some curious complications.

In the limits of an article like the present, it is clearly impossible
to go into all the details of a controversy which has extended over
8o many years, and occupied the attention of so many able states-
men. e must content ourselves with a candid examination of
the rights and wrongs of a great question, apart from all considera-
tions suggested by national pride or historical reminiscences.
The cause of the war of 1812 was not the searching of our vessels
by the British, for their right to do so, as long as they were at war
with France or any othertEuropean power, was never questioned.
‘We nevertheless hear it alleged every day, both on the platform
and in the press, that it was to protect our vesscls against search
that we fought; and the sang.froid with which the assertion is
made, is a singular illustration of the immunity from question or
eriticism which a widely-diffused popular error sometimes enjoys.
The offence which we took up arms to avenge, was not the search
of our vesscls, either to ascertain their nationality or the nature of
their cargo, but the attempts of Great Britain to use a right which
we never denied her, as a means of enforcing her monstrous doc-
trines upon the subject of the allegiance due from her subjects. We
acknowledged that she might lawfully board our ships, to ascer-
tain whether their papers entitled them to their flag, and whether
their cargoes were privileged from seizure ; but we never acknow-
ledged that British officers might seize any man in our erews, upon
whom they chose to fasten the character of a British subject, and
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transfer him by force to the royal service. The first was no out-
rage at all, and we never resented it as such; but sooner than
submit to the latter, we went to war. It is therefore plain enough
that nothing which occurred in 1812, in sEite of all that has been
said upon the subject, has any bearing whatever upon the point
at issue in the controversy now raging, and that all attempts to
find a precedent in it for any thing which we are now doing, or
propose to do, are so much Buncombe, :

At the close of that war our position, as well as that of Europe,
upon the subject of visit and search, confined the right to perform
either of these acts to belligerent cruisers. The right of a man-
of-war of any nation, at all times, however, to approach sufficiently
near to any vessel she might meet, to ascertain her nationality and
to require her to show her colors, and, if need be, to compel her
to show them by force, was also universally acknowledged. No-
thing to be found in the law of nations, however, or, in other
words, nothing to which maritime nations unanimously assented,
warranted any greater interference than this, with the right of
free passage over the seas of the world. But for the slave-trade,
in all probability nothing would have occurred to this day, to dis-
turb the opinions entertained by diplomatists on these subjects,
when the Treaty of Ghent was signeg. The actual state of public
opinion with regard to that trade, is something which none of the
old publicists ever contemplated, and for which no provision is to
be found in their writings. It is something also for which the
statesmen who discussed questions of international law in the be-
ginning of the present century, were totally unprepared. It is
consequently almost as absurd to look into Grotius or Puffendorf
for instructions as to the duties of maritime powers toward slave-
traders, as to seek light in Thucydides or Plutarch upon the duties
of modern belligerents toward prisoners of war.

There is still another reason, and in our opinion a stronger one,
why the solution of the present difficulty cannot properly be
sought in what is called international law, and that is, its notorious
uncertainty and vagueness, and the absence of any tribunal whose
interpretations of it are final and binding upon all who profess to
acknowledge its authority. The application of its principles to the
facts in any given case is left wholly to the disputants themselves,
and the value of a code thus enforced and expounded may readil
be estimated. About the principles of law there is rarely muc
difference of opinion, and ﬁP these were all that had to be ascer-
tained, we should rarely have any litigation between either nations
or individuals. But the main duty of a tribunal of last resort is
to apply these principles to the facts acknowledged by the parties,
or established by the evidence. International law has established no
such tribunal. Tt supplies no means of sifting evidence, or ascer:
taining the truth, and it leaves to the parties themselves the task
of weighing and redressing their own wrongs. If we proposed to
decide controversies between individuals by such means, we should
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be laughed to scorn. If we proposed to take Kent’s Commenta-
ries as our standard authority, abolished all the courts, and left
persons who had quarrels to settle to decide them by correspond-
ence, and quotations from the ex-Chancellor’s great work, and in
case of obstinate difference of opinion to punch each other’s heads,
we should undoubtedly be pronounced insane. And yet the man-
ner in which questions of international law are settled, presents an
exact parallel to the above hypothesis.

In point of fact, we doubt whether in a thousand difficulties be-
tween sovereign states, ten could be selected which were ever ar-
ranged by the submission of both parties to the acknowledged die-
tum of the law of nations. Whatever jurists and diplomatists may
say, we deny ¢n tofo that any such spectacle as general obedience
to abstract rules of right has ever been witnessed in the dealings
of nations with one another. Expedicncy has far oftcner regulated
their intercourse than respect for Grotius or Vattel, or the reason-
ing of a diplomatic note. The ¢ Armed Neutrality’ entered into
by the Baltic powers was notoriously and undeniably in contra-
vention of the established usage, and the dicta of the publicists ;
and it was abandoned not for this reason, but because Great Bri-
tain, who opposed it, was able to exert an overwhelming force in
support of her opinion, No later than four years ago, we offered
cheerfully to join the European powers in such a change of the law
a8 would render private property, on sea in time of war, sacred ;
and at the very same time we steadfastly refused to concur in the
abolition of privatecring, because it happened to be our principal
means of oftensive hostilities. In both these cases, we regulated
our conduct not by a reference to legal principles, but to our own
immediate interest.” There is not a page of the history of the last
century and a half which does not furnish numerous examples of
the fallacy which lurks in the appeals of the ¢ great powers’ to in-
ternational law. The correspondence by which disputes are al-
ways followed, and hostilities always preceded, is due in most in-
stances to that lingering feeling of respect for public opinion by
which even the strongest and most unscrupulous are actuated, but
it has always struck us as very much resembling that preliminary
growling by which two dogs generally preface a fight. Both stand
perfectly still, face to face, and each waits for the slightest move-
ment from his antagonist to begin the conflict, but neither wishes
to take on himself the responsibility of making it.

Bat even supposing the law of nations to possess the certainty
and accuracy necessary to regulate international dealings, the
mer of legislating, of effecting the changes necessary to meet al-

ied customs, opinions, to punish new forms of crime, and provide
for just contingencies, must reside somewhere. The law of nations
certainly had an origin. It did not spring from the brain of Jove,
nor is it a simple embodiment of the rules of abstract justice and
morality. Many of its leading features are arbitrary rules, which
have no foundation whatever in ethics. Many of the leading of-
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fences against it, are mere mala prokidbita, and not mala per se.
Piracy, for instance, is of course a crime under any law, but the
distinction between plundering on land in time of war, by private
individuals, and plundering on sea by privateers, is purely arbi-
trary, and receives no sanction from either religion or morality.
The code is full of conventionalisms of the same sort, and these
certainly must have some other origin than the conscience of man-
kind. They are confesscdly due to the assent of civilized nations,
and have grown into customs partly through accident and partly
through their practical convenience. If the civilized nations of the
world have the power to make laws, therefore, they surely have
the power to alter them. If they find any thing in a code which
rose into use in times of barbarism and ignorance, which offends
against justice and morality, and retards civilization, they have
surely the right to abrogate it., If they can bind, they surely can
loose. If they had power to recognize the slave-trade as a lawful
traflic after the discovery of America, they have unquestionably
power now to brand it as a crime against the human race
and punish it accordingly. To maintain the contrary is to main-
tain that the world four hundred ycars ago, was more capable of
judging what was best for the interests of mankind than it is
now, and that time can consecrate cruelty and injustice. If| there-
fore, the law of nations exists rather in name than in reality, and if
it adapts itself readily to the convenience of individual states, our
right to such exemptions, as we claim for our flag, must be mea-
sured by some surer standard ; and if it be a living rule, framed by
the civilized world for the world’s good, they who framed have
the right to alter or modify. In either case, it seems to us, the
position taken of late years by our statesmen with reference to the
connection of our flag with the slave-trade, is open to grave objec-
tions. In the former case we owe a duty to society, and ought to
perform it, even with some sacrifice of our dignity, and in the lat-
ter case we owe allegiance to law, and should bow to the will of
the majority. It is now well established that states are moral in-
dividuals, with a conscicnce to be obeyed and cultivated, and
honor to maintain, with moral duties to perform as well as moral
obligations to fulfil. The theory that a nation can lawfully adopt
a line of conduct for which it can offer no better justification than
the gratification of its own desires, is now repudiated by the best
authorities. The only law of nations which 18 unmistakably clear
and well defined, is the law of right, and to it our first allegiance
is due. There is considerable doubt hanging round the question,
as round all similar questions, in what manner cruisers are justified
in ascertaining a vessel’s nationality ; and whatever be the proper
manner, it is clearly in any case a purely conventional arran
ment, which not only may, but ought to be altered to meet the
" requirements of those portions of international law which are based
on immutable justice, and owe none of their authority to either
the convenience or wishes of men, There is consequently a ten-
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fold weightier obligation resting on us to see that our flag does not
cover slave cargoes, than to see that our papers are not examined
by foreign cruisers. Offences, which are mala per se, claim our
first attention, and should never be neglected for the rigorous
prohibition of those which are only mala prohibita. This portion
of the case is all the stronger from the fact that to the imperious
demands of abstract morality, are added the common assent of all
l(ilgawhze d nations, and these two create the most solemn form of ob-
igation.
As regards the injury, which it is alleged we suffer from the
right of visit claimed by Great Britain, it 1s of two kinds, the one
ecting the national honor, and the other the valuc of the ship
and cargo. It is an insult to our flag, it is said, to have the right
of any vessel to carry it, inquired into by a foreign officer ; and it
may cause serious loss to individuals to have a vessel delayed, or
brought to, even, while on her voyage. In discussing the value of
these objections, we desire to have it borne in mind, that we pro-
oeed throughout on the assumption that all visitations are made
by the British in good faith, and with the sole object of suppress-
ing the slave-trade. No proof has as yet been oftered of the con-
. Now, we think it is a full and complete answer to the first
of these that we suffer a still greater indignity to be offered to our
flag in what is called the ¢belligerent right of search, than has
ever been attempted in the crusade of the slave-trade. We our-
selves have declarcd the slave-trade piratical, sinful, and abomina-
ble, and all Europe has reéchoed our condemnation. We have en-
tered into solemn engagements to put it down, and yet we allow
our flag to cover it with impunity, and refuse either to interfere
ourselves or let others. Yet if a war broke out between France
and England to-morrow, arising out of a controversy to which we
were in no way a party, upon the merits of which we had express-
ed no opinion, and the results of which could in no way affect
us — a controversy it might be in which mankind had no sort of
interest, and caused, as such quarrels often are, to use the words
of Alexander Hamilton, ¢ by the attachments, enmities, interests,
hopes and fears of private individuals, or ¢by the bigotry, petu-
lances and cabals of a woman ; if a war thus begotten broke out,
we should permit our vesscls to be stopped on the high seas,
boarded and searched fore-and-aft, above and below, by both
British and French cruisers; and if the commanders of either one
or other saw fit, to be carried into a foreign port, and submitted
to the adjudication of a foreign tribunal, without a murmur or re-
monstrance. Now if the principle of the inviolability of the flag
be a good one, surely it would be hard to conceive of a case call-
ing more strongly for its rigorous application than this. What
have we to do with foreign squabbles? What business is it of
ours if foreign monarchs fall out and fight ? Is their losing their
temper any reason why our ships should be overhauled on the
world’s highway, our commerce harassed and impeded, our flag
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insulted and set at naught? And yet we never complain. If it
be said that the object in view alters the nature of the proceed-
ing, we reply, the suppression of the slave-traffic is an object which
commends itself to our sympathies for a thousand reasons, while
not one can be urged in favor of the seizure of contraband
of war, The dignity of the flag and the inviolability of our
territory do not depend upon the doings or motives of foreign
powers. If they are sacred they are always sacred, unless we
choose for good reasons to abandon a portion of what we claim
for them. No one but ourselves is a proper judge of the time or
the occasion which demands such a sacrifice, and we surely cannot
hesitate between the abolition of the African slave-trade and the
convenience of foreign belligerents.

However, while we see in the strongest light the absurdity of
" standing upon our rights while we wink at the commission of great
wrongs upon others, there is no length to which we would not go,
to preserve to oursclves the performance of our own police du-
ties — if we did perform them. There are numerous serious incon-
veniences in principle as well as in practice arising out of the inter-
ference of foreign cruisers with vessels sailing under our flag,
They are in no way diminished by the nature of the object in view,
and we would advise or countenance submission to them, only
so Jong as this submission was the only actual hindrance to the
Eﬁrpetration of the foulest of crimes. There is a maxim well
<nown in courts of law, which ought to be just as well known and
as highly prized in diplomatic bureaux: ‘He who seeks equity
must do equity !> He who appeals to the law for redress must
come into court with clean hands, Our misfortune in this dispute
is that, in spite of our solemn agreements and equally solemn
moral obligations, we do nothing to suppress the slave-trade our-
selves. We claim the broadest immunity for our flag under all
circumstances, and yet take no steps to see that foreign nations
are protected from its abuse. We should remember that if we
have our rights on the seas we have our duties as well; but the
duties once performed, we would assert the rights against all odds,
:];]d join issue upon the pettiest infringement of the very least of

em. .

It is often said of very weak and very poor people, that the
cannot afford to have a conscience ; but no one excuses the ricg
and strong for not indulging in the luxury. We are now ol
enough, and powerful enough, not only to protect our rights, but
enforce our laws. Our government is ‘thoroughly respected both
at home and abroad, and has ample means at its command for car-
rying into effect all lawful wishes. We are famed for our skill
and courage and independence the world over. We can now
safely commence to build up a reputation for moral integrity and
uprightness; and if it only extend with our territory, and increase
with our population, we shall have achieved something which no
other nation has ever even attempted.
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THE CHURCH IN THE SKY.

An! there it rises, dim and grand,
Where yon blue vapors lie,

My church amid the purple clouds,
Far up the summer sky.

Behold its misty battlements,
Its airy, gleaming spires!

How bright its arching windows shine,
With opalescent fires.

And higher still, behold its dome,
Majestic, grand, and dim!

In what a radiant glory-sea
Its antique arches swim!

'T is based upon the summer clouds,
’T i8 built of golden blocks,

And with each idle, passing breeze
Its red-cross banner rocks!

But hark! from yon high, misty tower,
There comes a chime of bells,

And with the sighing twilight wind,
It loud and louder swells!

Ay, list again! for now is heard
From ’neath the azure dome,
The chanting of the angel-choirs,
Who sing of harvest-home.

Behold them strike their golden harps!
How white their garments gleam|

And o’er them, from yon casements high,
What floods of radiance stream !

Meanwhile, within the chancel kneels
The form of ONE divine;

Upon His brow is stamped the cross,
A wondrous, holy sign.

O radiant soul! O sacred Sox!
For whom dost offer prayer ?

T is for TrY wandering flock on earth,
Who doubt, and nigh despair.

But now aslant the mazy aisles,
Mysterious shadows fall,

And soon is vanished from the sight
Each shining jasper wall :

The airy structure disappears,
'T was but a twilight dream,

Fit for the musing of an hour,
A visionary theme !
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BERTRANDE DE ROLS.

Berore the gates of the Palace of Toulouse perished, during
the massacre of St. Bartholomew, M. De Coras, Counsellor to the
Parliament of that city, and a Calvinist by faith. Previous to his
death, however, he had given to the world many of the facts con-
nected with a most remarkable case of imposture, wherein circum-
stances of actual occurrence appeared stranger than the wildest
vagaries of fiction; a case deemed worthy of being enumerated
among Les Causes Celebres of France,

Martin Guerre, a native of Biscay, married, in early youth,
Bertrande de Rols of the City of Artigues, in the Diocese of Rieux.
They were about the same age, and enjoyed that happy condition
of life equally removed from the privations of poverty and the per-
plexities of wealth., She was worthy, modest, and beautiful. A
union of nine years was, however, blessed with no offspring.
Both were of the opinion that this misfortune was caused by the
operation of some charm, and in accordance with the superstitious
ideas of the time, Bertrande caused four masses to be celebrated,
and ate bread baked in ashes. As a proof of her devotion, she
resisted the solicitations of her parents to separate herself from
Martin Guerre by course of law. The tenth year of their marriage
was crowned with the birth of a son, whom they named Sanxi.
About this time the husband absented himself on account of some
offence committed against his father. The parent’s anger was soon
forgotten, but Martin Guerre did not return. Whether he had
become tired of his wife, or had been led away by love of adven-
ture, or perhaps of libertinage, no one knew, They had reason to
believe he was living, but a long time passed without the slightest
information concerning him.

After eight years of suspense, during which the neglected wife
had lived above reproach, a man presented himself as her hasband.
He had the same figure and the same lineaments of face as Martin
Guerre, and was recognized as the husband of Bertrande de Rols
by her four sisters-in-law, her uncle by marriage, her own parents,
and also by herself. She really loved her husband and did not
doubt that she had recovered her loss in the veritable Martin
Guerre. They lived together for the space of three years as hwe-
band and wife, having in the mean time two children, one of which
dicd at birth. He also took possession of the estates at Artigues
and in Biscay, and in every respect acted as the husband of Ber-
trande de Rols,

Pierre Guerre, the uncle of Martin, and several other persons,
finally began to suspect that the assumed husband was an impostor.
If such were the case, Jupiter himself had not more perfectly
played the part of Amphitryon during his absence from the deluded
Alecmena. They believed at first that Bertrande had willingly de-
ceived herself for the reason that the deception was agreeable. It
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seemed improbable that a resemblance however exact could so
mislead a wife who had lived ten years in the matrimonial relation.
‘Woas it possible that an impostor could so represent the manner,
the tones of voice, the gestures of an absent husband, and that in-
describable something which arises from close familiarity, as to
impose upon a wife whom nothing peculiar to her husband can
escape? However this may be, the incredulous friends of Ber-
trande apparently succeeded in convincing her that the person
with whom she had been living three years was not Martin Guerre,
but an impostor, named Armaud du Tilh. He was arrested and
araigned before the Court of Rieux. Bertrande de Rols demanded
in her petition that, in addition to a penalty to the Crown, the ac-
oused should, with uncovered head, bare feet, and holding a burn-
ing torch in his hand, ask pardon of Gob, of the King, and of her-
seﬁ', saying that he had falsely, impudently, and wickedly wronged
her in assuming the name and representing the person of Martin
Guerre ; and finally, that he should be condemned to pay her the
sum of two thousand livres and bear the costs of the trial.
Arnaud du Tilh alleged in his defence before the Judge that no
misfortune could. equal his, for the reason that a number of his re-
lations were so base as to deny his name, and even his existence, in
order to obtain possession of his property ; that Pierre Guerre, who
had instigated the prosecution, was animated by hatred and cu-
pidity ; that those who shared the opinion of the uncle, were per-
secuting him from motives of avarice, and had even suborned his
wife, at the expense of her good name, to engage in this atrocious
procedure. :
The accused then explained the cause of his disappearance, and
ve an account of his life during his long absence from Artigues.
e stated that he had served the King of France as a soldier for
seven years, and afterward visited Spain. Long’mg to see again
his home and kindred, he had returned to them. In spite of the
change which time and the cultivation of a beard had made in his
al[:pearance, he had the satisfaction of having been recognized as
the husband of Bertrande de Rols, and loaded with caresses by
this same Pierre Guerre who now charged him with imposture.
He declared that he had not lost the friendship of his uncle until
he had demanded of him an account of the property committed to
his keeping, during his own absence from Artigues ; and that the
6harge would never have been preferred had he been willing to
sacrifice his entire estate. Pierre Guérre, he insisted, had employed
every possible means to effect his ruin, and even on one occasion
attacked him with the view of taking his life. As the climax of
this unheard-of persccution, he was attempting to make the Court
of Rieux subservient to his base designs. The accused requested
of the Judge that he might be confronted by his wife, who was
not animated by the passion that governed his persecutors, and
therefore could not deny the truth. He also demanded that his
calumniators should be condemned, according to the laws of equity,
to the same penalty which they were desirous of imposing upon
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himself'; that Bertrande de Rols should be entirely removed from
the influence of Pierre Guerre and his associates, and that the false
charges should be forthwith withdrawn.

The Court then instituted a close examination of Arnaud du
Tilh. He promptly answered all the questions put by the Judge
relative to Biscay; to the birth-place of Martin Guerre, and his
connections; to the year, the month, the day even of his marriage;
to his father and mother-in-law, the priest and the guests who were
present at the marriage ceremony ; and also to the particular cir-
cumstances occurring on that and the day following, even to giving
the names of the persons who went to see him at mid-night in the
nuptial-bed, according to the custom of the country. He spoke
of his son Sanxi, of the day upon which he was born, of his own
departure, the persons he had met in his travels, of the cities he
had visited in France and in Spain, of persons he had seen in those
countries ; and in order that they might be the more perfectly
convinced of the truth of his depositions, gave the names of indi-
viduals who could confirm all that he had said. In all this, there
was not the slightest circumstance that could be turned against
him. Granting the accused to be an impostor, Martin Guerre him-
self could not have stated the facts more promptly and correctly.
Mercury had not more perfectly recalled to the memory of Sophia
all her previous actions,

It was ordered by the Court that Bertrande de Rols, and several
persons named by the accused, should be submitted to an exami-
nation. Bertrande gave the facts relative to the marriage in
perfect conformity with Arnaud du Tilh, with the exception of
mentioning the supposed charm to which allusion has been made.
She related her unwillingness to separate herself from her husband,
in compliance with the wish of her parents, although the marriage
had not been blessed with offspring, and that the birth of Sanxi
afterward was conclusive proof that the charm had been broken,
and that her husband was no longer impotent.

The accused, who had not heard the deposition of Bertrande,
was then interrogated upon these points. He related in detail the
circumstances connected therewith, mentioning the means they had
employed to dispel the charm, and giving, in every respect, the
same history of the affair as Bertrande herself.

Arnaud du Tilh was now confronted by the plaintiff and all the
witnesses. He demanded again that his wife should be removed
from the influence of Pierre Guerre and his associates, in order
that her judgment might not be perverted by his enemies. The
demand was granted by the Court. He brought exceptions against
the opposing testimony, and asked permission to publish a monitory
to verify these exceptions, and prove that Bertrande de Rols had
been suborned by his persecutors. This was also granted ; but it
was ordered at the same time to make a searching examination at
- Peiz, Sagias, and Artigues, into all the circumstances relating to
Martin Guerre, the accused, and Bertrande de Rols, and also in-
vestigate the character of the witnesses. The revelations of the

I
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monitory, and the facts elicited in the course of the investigation,
confirmed the virtuous conduct of the forsaken wife.

Of the one hundred and fifty witnesses who were sworn, between
thirty and forty deposed that the accused was the veritable Martin
Guerre, on the ground that they had known him well from infancy,
and also recognized him by several marks and scars, which time
had not removed. A still greater number of witnesses, however,
testified that the defendant was not Martin Guerre, but Arnaud
du Tilh, alias Pousette, declaring that they had been acquainted
with him from the cradle. The remainder of the witnesses, num-
bering more than sixty, averred that the resemblance between the
two was so striking, that they could not affirm whether the ac-
cused was Martin Guerre or Arnaud du Tilh.

The Court then ordered two reports upon the resemblance, or
the want of resemblance, between Sanxi Guerre and the defendant,
and also between the former and the sisters of Martin Guerre. It
resulted from the first report, that Sanxi Guerre did not resemble
the accused, and from the second, that he did resemble the
sisters of Martin Guerre. The revelations of the monitory, and
the facts elicited by the investigation, would seem at least to have
left the guilt of Arnaud du Tilh a matter of doubt. But upon the
slight and unreliable proof contained in the two reports he was
convicted of the crime of imposture, and condemned to lose his
head, and, after dcath, to be quartered. Aside from the doubts
of criminality of which the accused is always to have the benefit, the
tender relations of marriage and of parentage should have availed
somewhat with the Judge in making his decision.

Arnaud du Tilh, having appealed to the Parliament of Toulouse,
that high*Court deemed it necessary to institute a more thorough
investigation into the case than had yet been made. It ordered
first, that Pierre Guerre and Bertrande de Rols should be con-
fronted in presence of the assembly by the accused. On that oc-
casion, Arnaud du Tilh bore an air so assured, and a face so open
and apparently sincere, that the judges believed they saw therein
the evidence of his being the veritable Martin Guerre. Pierre
Guerre and Bertrande, on the contrary, seemed disconcerted.
But as these circumstances could not be regarded as absolute
proofs of innocence, the Court ordered an inquiry into several im-
portant facts,’ concerning which a number of new witnesses were
to be heard. This investigation, instead of enlightening the minds
of the judges, served only to render the case more obscure and
difficult of decision. Of the thirty new witnesses, nine or ten de-
clared that the accused was the veritable Martin Guerre, and.
seven or eight that he was Arnaud du Tilh: the rest were not
willing to affirm positively on either side.

Among the forty-five witnesses who testified against the accused,
were individuals whose depositions carried great weight. The
most important, perhaps, was his uncle, Carbon Barreau, who re-
cognized him as his nephew, and sceing him in fetters, bitterly de-
plored the unfortunate destiny of one so nearly related to himself.
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It was not to be supposed that a person would, under such circum-
stances, state what was untrue. Nearly all the above witnesses
declared that Martin Guerre was of taller stature, and darker than
the accused ; that he was slender, and a little round-shouldered ;
that his head was thrown somewhat backward ; that his nose was
large and flat, the upper-lip slightly pendulent, and that there were
two scars upon the face. Arnaudp du Tilh, on the contrary, ap-
ﬂeared to be thicker-set without being round-shouldered; but

e bore precisely the same marks upon the face as Martin Guerre.
The shoemaker of the latter testified that there was considerable
difference in the size of the shoes worn by him and those of the
accused. Another witness deposed that Martin Guerre was skilful
in the use of weapons, while Arnaud du Tilh knew nothing about
them. Jean Espagnol affirmed that the accused had made him-
gelf known to him, but desired that he would keep it secret. Va-
lentine Rugie also deposed that the accused, seeing the witness
recognize him as Arnaud du Tilh, had made him a sign to say
nothing. Pelegrin de Liberos swore to a similar circumstance, and
stated likewise that the accused had on one occasion given him
two pocket-handkerchiefs, with the instruction that one of thém
should be presented to his brother, Jean du Tilh.

Testimony was given by two other persons to the effect that a
soldier from Rochefort, passing by Artigues, was surprised that
the accused should call himself Martin Guerre : he declared openly
that he was an impostor ; that Martin Guerre was in Flanders, and
that he had a wooden leg in place of a limb carried away by a
cannon-ball before Saint Quentin at the battle of Saint Laurent.
It was added that Martin Guerre was from Biscay, where the
Basque is spoken, a langnage of which Arnaud du Tilh was almost
entirely ignorant. It was finally deposed by a number of wit-
nesses that the accused had, from an early age, been inclined to
evil practices, and that he was a thief, a perjurer, an atheist, and a
blasphemer. After all this, could he not easily play the character
of an impostor ?  Were not the facts testified against him sufficient
for his condemnation ?

The affirmations on the opposite side were, however, still more
conclusive of innocence. Between thirty and forty witnesses testi-
fied that the accused was veritably Martin Guerre, and strength-
cned their testimony by saying that they had been acquainted with
him from infancy, and had frequently eaten and drunk with him.
Among these witnesses were the four sisters of Martin Guerre, who
had been brought up with him, and from the first had maintained
that the accused was their brother. Was it possible for all of these
to be deceived ? Would they not have observed and seized upon
the slightest perceptible difference between the two persons?

Some of the witnesses, who had been present at the marriage of
Martin Guerre and Bertrande de Rols, gave their testimony in
favor of the accused. Catherine Borre stated that, at mid-night,
she had carried to the newly-married pair the collation, called media
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noche, or the Réveillon, and that the accused was the person whom
she saw in bed with Bertrande de Rols.

A still more remarkable circumstance influenced the testimony
of many of the witnesses in favor of the accused. Martin Guerre
was known to have two prominent upper teeth, a drop of blood
‘extravasated in the left eye, the nail of the index-finger broken,
three warts upon the right hand, and one upon the little finger of
the left hand : the accused bore exactly the same marks. How
could Nature have imitated so perfectly these distinguishing pecu-
Liarities ?

Other, and apparently reliable witnesses, testified to the exist-
ence of a conspiracy between Pierre Guerre and his associates to
ruin the accused ; that they had sounded one Jean Loze Consul,
of Palhos, to know whether he would furnish money to carry on
the trial, but that the latter had refused on the ground that Mar-
tin Guerre was a relative, and that he would rather give money
to save than to ruin him. It wasa common report at Artigues,
they added, that Pierre Guerre and his cabal were persecutin
Martin Guerre against the actual wish of his wife, and that severa
rsons had heard her say to Pierre Guerre that the accused was
nephew, and no other person.

Nearly all the witnesses agreed in stating that the accused, on
his arrival at Artiguecs, had recognized and called by name all his
relatives and friends with the intimate familiarity of Martin
Guerre ; that he had recalled to those who were but slightly
acquainted with him the places where they had met, conversa-
tions they had held, and parties of pleasure in which they had
joined, ten, fiftcen, and even twenty yecars before, as if all these
things had been of recent occurrence. What was still more sin-

r, he had recalled to the mind of Bertrande de Rols the most
mtimate and sccret events connected with the nuptial-bed — events
of which a husband alone could have knowledge. After the first
caresses, upon his return, he had asked her to bring him his white
breeches, lined with white taffeta, from a certain chest, and she had
found them in the place indicated, although not aware of her hus-
band’s possessing such an article of dress.

‘Was it possible, in the light of all these circumstances, to believe
that the accused was not Martin Guerre ? Could any other brain
than his have been filled with all these ideas? Wasit credible that
an impostor, unacquainted with a single individual in the place
where he wished to practise his deception, could successfully repre-
sent & person who had lived there a number of years, who had
formed a large circle of acquaintances, communicated with people
of every class, and passed through many different scenes; was it,
indeed, credible that this imposture should succeed when the per-
son in question had a wife who had lived under his eyes a number
of years, and with whom he had intimately communicated upon
almost every imaginable subject? Could the memory of a man,
playing the character of another under such trying circumstances,
never %e at fanlt ? 'Was it not, in fine, morally certain that the
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accused was none other than the veritable Martin Guerre, the hus-
band of Bertrande de Rols ?

It should be here observed that the result of the second inquiry
as to the resemblance between the accused and the sisters of Mar-
tin Guerre, was entirely favorable to the defendant. The persons
who drew up the report were satisfied that he must be their
brother. But what left apparently not the least doubt of calumny
and fraud against the accused, was the conduct of Bertrande de
Rols during the trial. 'When she was confronted by him, he re-
quired her, by the sacredness of an oath, to testify as to his iden-
tity ; he went so far as to make her his judge, declaring that he
would submit to capital punishment if she would swear that he
was not Martin Guerre. EVould an impostor have placed himself
in a position where nothing could avail him but the assurance of
innocence ?

What was the answer of Bertrande? She declared that she
wished neither to swear nor to believe. It was as if she had said:
* Although I cannot betray the truth that condemns me and speaks
for you,% do not, however, wish to acknowledge it, even at the
time when it escapes me in spite of myself, for the reason that I
have now gone too far to turn back.’ Observe, also, her conduct
toward the accused before the trial. She had lived with him three
years, as a wife lives with her husband in the tender relation of
matrimony, without complaint ; and it does not appear from the
testimony that she had detected, during that length of time,
any point of difference between the accused and Martin Guerre,
W)ilen some one said to her that the person with whom she was
living was not her husband, she angrily contradicted the statement,
declaring that she knew better than any one else, and whoever
said that her husband was an impostor should be made to suffer.
She had also been heard to declare that the accused was Martin
Guerre or an evil spirit in his body, for no two persons could so
exactly resemble each other.

How many times, also, Bertrande de Rols had complained of
Pierre Guerre, and of his wife, who was at the same time her own
mother, for the reason that they had urged her to prosecute the
accused as an impostor! They had even threatened to drive her -
from the house unless she complied with their wishes, It was evi-
dent that she had been led away, and was completely under the
influence of Pierre Guerre and her mother. It will be remembered
that the latter had before counselled Bertrande to procure a sep-
aration from her husband on the ground of impotence.

It is reported that the accused, having been thrown into prison
previous to this trial, and for some other offence, at the petition of
Jean d’Escornebeuf, (whose secret colleague was Pierre Guerre,)
it was then asserted that the person arraigned was not the verita-
ble Martin Guerre; and that Bertrande de Rols also then com-
plained of the constant solicitations of Pierre Guerre and his wife to
prosecute the accused for imposture. 'When he had been set at lib-
erty by virtue of the judgment of the Seneschal of Toulouse, which
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pronounced between the parties a decree of contrariety, Bertrande
de Rols received him with demonstrations of joy, caressed him,
and even did not disdain humbly to wash his feet. Upon the fol-
lowing day, however, Pierre Guerre, with his associates, had the
inhumanity again to thrust him into prison, having violated thereby
his letter of authority. Was it not evident from all this, that
Bertrande was unable to resist the tyranical ascendency of Pierre
Guerre, especially as she sent the accused, in prison, a dress and
money to purchase provisions ?

If; as one of the ancients has declared, ¢it belongs only to a hus-
band to understand his wife,” can it not be said with equal reason,
that a wife alone thoroughly understands her husband 2 And since
Bertrande de Rols had long recognized the accused as such, it fol-
lowed that he was Martin Guerre, and could be no other person.

In view of all these convincing proofy, was not the Court of
Toulouse bound to decide in favor of the accused ?

The mere report of the soldier, that Martin Guerre had been in
Flanders, and lost a leg in the battle of Saint Laurent, it was
argued, could carry no weight in a court of justice. In answer to
the argument that the physical traits of Martin Guerre did not in
every respect correspond with those of the accused, it was an-
swered that the difference related only to the size of the indivi-
duals. Was it singular that Martin Guerre, who was slender, and
appeared to be taller than the accused, being yet very young when
he left Artigues, should, after so long an absence, seem shorter and
thick-set ? A person who increases in size becomes apparently
shorter. Nor could the want of resemblance between Sanxi Guerre
and the accused be considered as proof against the latter. How
many children there are which bear not the slightest resemblance to
their father! No argument could be drawn from the circumstance
that the accused did not speak the Basque ; for, upon investigation,
it was found that Martin Guerre had been carried from Biscay at
the age of two years or thercabouts. The vicious character attrib-
uted to Arnaud du Tilh, was likewise no argument against the
accused, for the reason that he had been shown to be Martin
Guerre. During the three or four years he had lived with Ber-
trande de Rols he had not been charged with being a libertine or
a debauchee.

In reference to the corresponding marks and scars upon the ac-
cused and Martin Guerre, the prosecution argued that the fact was
not attested by a number of concurrent witnesses, but that for cach
mark there was a special witness who testified to having scen the
same upon Martin Guerre. As to the prominent upper teeth, and
the same features and lineaments sai({) to belong to both Martin
‘Guerre and the accused, does not history give many instances of
resemblance equally remarkable ?  Sura, while Pro-consul in Sicily,
met there a poor fisherman who had the same outlines of face and
features, the same size, height, and proportion as himself. The
g:gtures which Sura was accustomed to make, were natural to the

erman. He had exactly the same expression of countenance, and
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opened his mouth in the manner peculiar to the Sicilian when laugh-
ing and speaking. What was more singular, they both,stammered
in speech, a circumstance which led the Pro-consul to remark that
he was surprised at so perfect a resemblance, since his father had
never been in Sicily. ¢Be not surprised,’ replied the fisherman,
‘my mother was several times at Rome.” Livy states that Meno-
enes, cook to Pompey the Great, resembled his master perfectly.
Many other examples might be given. If resemblance were an
irrefragable argument, how many celebrated impostors who have
availet% themselves of it, would have escaped punishment !

Neither was the Court to be deceived by the perfection in which
Arnaud du Tilh had imitated Martin Guerre. He knew the same
persons ; and had been able to recall exactly the dates and circum-
stances of events in which Martin Guerre had participated. Ar-
naud du Tilh, the prosecution argued, was a skilful actor, who
had not attempted to play his part without having well studied it
beforehand. ﬁe was an ingenious impostor, who had cunningly
devised his plan, who had the art of clothing deception in the
livery of truth, and who could so cover with a veil of impudence
his evil acts as to prevent them from making their legitimate im-
Ppression upon the minds of others.

It was also maintained that the accused could draw no advantage
from the refusal of Bertrande de Rols to testify against him. The
taking of an oath in a criminal matter not being in itself proof in
favor of one side, a refusal to testify could not be regarded as
proof in favor of the other. Moreover, were there not timid and
superstitious persons who, frightened by the solemn impressions
which an oath inspires, would not testify even for the truth itself?
It was easy, they averred, to account for the part taken by Ber-
trande de Rols during the threec years. Her conduct had been
that of a timid, kind-hearted person, incapable of making a de-
cided resolution, and of proceeding against any one, least of all
against a person from whom she kept nothing in reserve, and re-
garded as another self. A woman of this kind disposition suffers
when she is obliged to seek even for justice at the cost of human
life ; her heart is lacerated ; she repents of having gone so far, and
attempts to retrace her steps. Such, the prosecution declared, was
the position of Bertrande de Rols, whose sympathy for an impostor
was stronger than her indignation against him,

These were the proofs and the arguments brought forward in
favor of and against the accused, and on carefully considering the
facts adduced, was it possible to believe that he was not the veri-
table Martin Guerre? For, aside from the evident weight of
testimony on his part, humanity and a tender regard for the con-
dition of Bertrande de Rols and her infant were powerful pleas in
favor of an acquittal. The Court of Toulouse had, indeed, resolved
to render judgment in favor of the accused, when a remarkable cir-
cumstance supervened. Unexpectedly, as if fallen from Heaven, a
second indivigual presented himself, claiming to be the real Martin
Guerre, the husband of Bertrande de Rols. He came, he said,
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from Spain, and had a wooden leg, as when seen by the soldier
mentioned in the course of the trial. In a petition presented to
the Court, he gave a history of the imposture, and asked to be ex-
amined. The Court ordered a further investigation, and also that
the new claimant should be confronted by the accused, by Ber-
trande de Rols, by her sisters-in-law, and the principal witnesses
who had o positively sworn that Arnaud du R‘ilh was no other
than Martin Guerre. He was interrogated concerning the facts
upon which the defendant had already testified, and exhibited the
marks by which they could recognize him, but these were neither
80 numerous nor 8o positive as those furnished by Arnaud du Tilh.
They confronted each other in the presence of the court. The ac-
cused treated the new claimant as an impostor, a villain, suborned
by Pierre Guerre, and boldly declared that he would consent to be
hanged if he did not prove the charge and cover his enemies with
conﬁlsion. In the same confident manner he interrogated his ac-
cuser upon a number of domestic incidents which should have been
known to him if he were the real husband of Bertrande de Rols.
The latter did not respond with the same degree of confidence and
assurance of truth as had characterized the testimony of Arnaud
du Tilh. Judging from the manner of the two claimants, it was
impossible to do otherwise than accept the assertion of the former,

aving caused Arnaud du Tilh to withdraw, the commissioners
examined the new contestant upon a number of secret and particu-
lar facts not before alluded to in the trial ; and the answers bore
every evidence of being truthful. Arnaud du Tilh was then ques-
tioned upon the very same points, and responded to the ten or
{;wfglve questions put with the same promptness and assurance as

efore. ' ‘

To determine, if possible, the truth of this mysterious case, the
court then ordered that the four sisters of Martin Guerre, Pierre
Guerre, the brothers of Arnaud du Tilh, and the principal witnesses
should appear to choose between the two claimants. These all
presented themselves excepting the brothers of Arnaud du Tilh,since
the injunctions of the court did not oblige them to be present. It
was deemed inhuman to compel them to testify against their
brother, but their refusal to appear was at least a eircumstance
unfavorable to the cause of Arnaud du Tilh.

The eldest sister of Martin Guerre came first. After a moment’s
hesitation, she recognized in him her long-absent brother, and,
weeping, tenderly embraced him. Addressing the court, she ex-
claimed : ¢ Behold my brother Martin Guerre ! I acknowledge the
error in which this abominable deceiver,’ pointing to Arnaud du
Tilh, ¢ has for 50 long a time kept me, as well ag all the inhabitants
of Artigues” Martin Guerre mingled his tears with those of his
sister. The others recognized him in like manner as the veritable
husband of Bertrande, not excepting the witnesses who had so con-
fidently maintained the contrary.

After all these recognitions, the injured wife was herself brought
forward. She had no sooner cast her eyes upon Martin Guerre
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than, overcrme with emotion, trembling like a leaf agitated by the
wind, she sprang forward to embrace him, imploring pardon for
her fault in having been seduced by the artifices of a base impos-
tor. As an extenuation, she declared that she had been led on by
her too credulous sisters-in-law, who had recognized Arnaud du
Tilh as her husband, and that her great desire to see him again had
aided in the deception ; that she had been confirmed in her errors
both by the physical traits of the impostor and his recital of par-
ticular circumstances that could have been known only to her hus-
band, But when her eyes were opened, she said that she had
wished for death to conceal the terrible mistake, and that if the
fear of Gop had not restrained her, she would have destroyed her-
self ; that, unable to endure the shocking thought of having lost
her honor and chastity, she had prosecuted the criminal, and even
procured a judgment of capital punishment against him. The
touching air with which Bertrande de Rols spoke, her tears, and
the sorrow pictured upon her beautiful face, pleaded powerfully for
her. Martin Guerre, who had been so affected when recognized
by his sisters, remained insensible to the exhibitions of love and
penitence on the part of his wife. After listening until she had
finished, he regarded her coldly, and assuming a severe expression
of countenance, said : ¢ Cease to weep ; I am not to be moved by
your tears; it is in vain that you attempt to excuse yourself by
the example of my sisters and my uncle. In recognizing a hus-
band, a wife has more discernment than a father or mother, or all
the nearest relatives, and does not permit herself to be deceived
only when she loves her error. You have brought dishonor upon
my house.’

The members of the Court on the side of the prosecution then
endeavored to convince Martin Guerre of the innocence of Ber-
trande de Rols, who was overwhelmed by the cruel conduct of her
husband, but they could not soften his heart or lessen his severity :
time alone could change his sentiments. It does not appear that
Arnaud du Tilh was in the mean time disconcerted by these recog-
nitions, for he was one of those determined individuals who brave
the storm at the very instant it is crushing them. The deception,
however, was now clearly unmasked, and the truth vindicated.

The Court, after a solemn deliberation, rendered judgment
against Arnaud du Tilh, convicting him of no less than seven dis-
tinct crimes in the perpetration of this daring imposture. He was
sentenced to ask pardon of Gop, of the King, and of Martin Guerre
and Bertrande de Rols, upon his knees, before the Church of Ar-
tigues, with naked feet, the halter upon his neck, and a wax taper
in his hand ; then to be conveyed upon a cart through the streets
of Artigues, to be hung before the house of Martin Guerre, and
the body afterward to be burned. The Court also decided that the
costs of the trial should be paid from the estate of the accused, and
that the remainder should Ke given to his daughter by Bertrande
de Rols, upon the attainment of her majority.

Nor, in the estimation of the tribunal, were Martin Guerre and
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Bertrande de Rols entirely free from guilt. The former appeared
culpable in having abandoned his wife and given occasion for what
hacf) taken place. But his greatest crime consisted in having borne
arms against his king at the battle of Laurent, where he had lost
a leg by a cannon-ball. Yet in his conduct there had been more
of indiscretion than deliberate wrong. If he had given occasion
for the fault of Bertrande, it was but a remote occasion, at least
an error for which he could not be arraigned before a human tri-
bunal. His bearing arms against his country had also been a mat-
ter of compulsion rather than of choice. Being in Spain, he had
joined the suite of the Cardinal of Burgos, and afterward that of
the Cardinal’s brother, who had carried him into Flanders, where
he had been obliged to follow his master to the battle of Laurent,
and where he had lost one of his limbs as a punishment for the
crime they imputed to him.

With regard to Bertrande de Rols, she appeared even more
cu{ﬁable than her husband. It did not seem possible that a person
could have been so deceived. The fact that for three years they had
striven in vain to convince her of her error, went far to indicate
that it had not been very disagreeable to her. On the contrary, the
good opinion they had of her nobleness of heart and sagacity, the
example of the sisters of Martin Guerre, and so many other per-
sons, the striking resemblance between her husband and the im-
postor, the relation he had given of circumstance the most minute
and mysterious — of events that are confided only to the hymeneal
divinity — the fear of bringing dishonor upon herself in prosecuting
Arnaud du Tilh, not being certain of her error; all these consid-
erations, joined to the rule that presumes innocence where no
guilt is proved, inclined the Court in her favor.

‘While awaiting the exccution of the law in the prison of Ar-
ﬁ‘gues, Arnaud du Tilh made a complete confession to the Judge
of Rieux. He stated that he had been encouraged to perpetrate
the crime by the circumstance that on his return from the camp of
Picardy, some intimate friends of Martin Guerre had mistaken qnm
for that person. From them he had informed himself of the pa-
rents, sisters, and relatives of the absent husband, and of many
other things concerning him. During his travels he had also met
Martin Guerre himself, who, an intimate acquaintance having
sprung up between them, had communicated freely matters per-
taining to his wife and family, even the most particular and cir-
cumstantial. He related the conversations they had held, andsthe
times and occasions of secret events. Martin Guerre, had, in fine,
revealed to Arnaud du Tilh the mysteries which a husband ordi-
narily covers with a veil of silence. The condemned had studied
well the character he was about to act, and one might almost have
gaid that he knew Martin Guerre better than Martin Guerre knew
himself. He denied that he had made use of charms, or attempted
to employ any kind of magic. Before the house of Martin Guerre
he begged his forgiveness and that of his wife, and seeming to be
penetrated with deep sorrow and contrition for his crimes, did not
cease to implore the mercy of Gop until his execution.
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M (o] T H E R .

TxARs are falling fast and faster,
Shades are stealing on my path,
Shadows flit before my vision,
Shadows creep along the hearth;
Mother sits 8o like a statue,
Mother, darling of the earth,

Sad reverses, with their burdens,
Load my weakened, fragile frame,
But I feel a giant's prowess,
And I swear to fight the same!
Mother sleeps in holy quiet,
Mother, darling of the earth.

Homeless! ere to-morrow’s sun-set,
And I cannot stay my sorrow :
Through the tears and shadows creeping
Comes the dreary, hated morrow.
Mother weeps, all unconscious,
Mother, darling of the earth.

Forth from home, returning never;
Tongues of fire would vainly tell
All the fears that throb my bosom,
Baut I cannot break the spell.
Mother smiles with angel sweetness,
Mother, darling of the earth.

Fears have vanished in the radiance
Of my mother's heavenly smile :
Burely mother is not dreamin
All this long and bitter while.
Mother speaks: ‘ My Heavenly FaTHER |
Mother, darling of the earth.

¢Heavenly FATHER, faithful ever,
Try me as it seemeth best,
Faint and weary by the way-side,
Take me home into THY rest.’
Mother’s prayer in deep affliction,
Mother, darliug of the earth.

Now the music softly swelling,
Take me to my father-lan
Let me walk within TrY temple,
Fait.hlf!‘ul to '?nr least ?iln!lmand; red,
other’s prayer, yes, 't is answe:
Mother, darling of the earth.
Cambridge, (Mass.) HEWDP
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The éa!imynst:

THE NARRATIVE OF A FATALIST,

BY EDWARD SPENCER, OF MARYLAND,

—

I resuME Abdallah’s narrative.

¢*When I had fully gained possession of my fateful secret, I
step‘)ed forth from my books to seek one by whose favor I might
employ it to my own emolument. The Kalif of my father’s time
was dead, and his successor a man of too generous a nature to
avail himself of my power. In a son of his father, however, a
true descendant of the Bagdat Kalifs — by his father’s side a son
of Abbas, from his mother a well-born Emir — I found one who
would well serve my purposes. With all his vices, which were as
numerous as the wonders of Paradise, he had a glowing ambition,
all-graspin%, unscrupulous ; and the one virtue of a constant, un-
changing fidelity to his servants, counsellors, and parasites. I
sought him out as he lived in wasteful luxury in Damascus, became
his astrologer and alchemist, and made him the subject of long
study, and artfully contrived evil influence. I began to see, under
the cloak of his luxurious life, the dissatisfaction with circumstance,
and the halfmoulded aspirations after power that struggled in his
breast. I gained his confidence, raised him from the grossness
into the refinement of profligacy, warmed his hopes into being,
and framed him to my will. When he was ripe, I said to him:
¢ Scherif, thou wouldst be Kalif ?

¢ ¢ Yes, my sage, I would be Kalif)’

¢ ¢Thou wouldst dismiss thy brother to the bright houris, and
in his stead reign at Bagdat ??

¢ Thou sayest it, Abdallah.’

¢ ¢ Know, Emir, that the thing is impossible, for the stars have
forbidden it. The people love thy brother too well, and fear thee
as the children of the desert fear the lion. Thou wilt here but
waste thy life away in vain aspirings. Let us go hence, and I will
make thee Kalif.

¢ ¢ Where wilt thou have me go, Abdallah ?°

¢ ¢ Beyond the seas, O Scherif! is a land where dwell the faithful.
There, are palaces that surpass those of Damascus and Bagdat ;
there, are dark maids that rival the Peris of Schiraz, and many
sages, wiser than any since the all-potent master ; there, is a great
city that is as fruitful as the date-palm ; a city with six hundred
mos;iues, from whose minarets the muezzin calls to prayers the
dwellers in two hundred thousand houses, with nine hundred baths,
to make the people subject to a sovereign will. Into that city
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mines of gold and silver pour wealth surpassing the adept’s
dream. There, the revenue of the Kalif exceeds the palaced
treasures of the great Alraschid ; there, in that land, is a noble
river, upon whose flowery banks nestle twelve thousand villages.
This shall be thine.’

¢ ¢ Thou speakest of Spain, of Cordova.’

¢ ¢1 speak of the inheritance of the children of Abbas, wrested
from them by the weak and effeminate hands of the Ommiyades.
I speak of the land whose Kalifs are descended from the fugitive
Abdalrhaman, a son of Ommiyah in the inheritance and pleasant
places of the true heirs of the Prophet.’

¢ ¢ Abdallah,’ said he joyfully, ¢ we will go to Cordova, and win
back our inheritance.’

¢Then I told him my power over men. His ambitious soul
leaped for joy.

¢ ¢Thou shalt be my Vizier, Abdallah, when I am Kalif. Ruler
of Spain, I will go eastward through France, to hurl from his
throne the shaven dotard of Rome, to hold the pleasant isles and
vales of the Grecian sages.’

¢ But fate decreed otherwise.

¢ Even as he grasped his power, he offended me, and died. The
sons of Ommiyah feared me; for I could raise up and cast down as
I listed, and so I was powerful in Cordova. My palace was beau-
tiful as the one the genii of Solomon built for the ¢ master of the
lamp. The slaves of my harem were more beautiful than the
chosen wives of the Kalif. The learned flocked to hear me talk;
for my words were as wise as my heart was wicked. The people
feared me, saying, ¢ He hath the blighting power of the evil eye;?
and no one loved me. But joy fled from my heart. After the
full glow of accomplished purpose came remorse. Fair and smooth
without was I, as the apples that grow by the sea of death; but
within, like them, dust and ashes,

¢In a battle with the Christian, I one day obtained a monk for
a prize. I gave him the drug with the purpose of torture; for I
hated man, and loved to behold his wo, his agony, his debasement.
But I had never seen such as this man. 'When I reviled him, he
blessed me. When I tortured him, he prayed to his Gop for
me. I reflected. I asked him how he got this long-suffering,
patient serenity, so different from what I was wont to know. He
talked with me. My heart softened toward him. I alleviated his
sufferings as I was best able, but told him he must die, giving him
an explanation of the cause. With a smile he forgave me. I de-
manded how he was able to do this thing, and he said his MasTER
had so taught him ; and then he recited the doctrines of his faith,
I felt that his was a greater Gop than mine ; and, being baptized,
desired to expiate my sins, He referred me to the devotions and

nance of a monastery, giving me a letter to the Prior of Saint:

osephus in Asturia. He died blessing me.
¢My wealth has gone to those from whom it was plundered.
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To-morrow I go to the convent, seeking, in prayer, repentance, and
good works, to be pardoned. Amen.

¢ To my unlucky Heir, whomsoever thou shalt be, these things
further :

¢My art (for the devil is permitted to be true) teaches me
three things.

¢ F1irst: That the mandate of the-stars is irrevocable, and must
be fulfilled.

¢ (Therefore do I write out this narrative for thy use, that thou
mayst hasten the end.)

¢Seconp : Thou wilt be a fatalist, for that is required to complete
the sacrifice.

‘TameDp: Fate will guide thee to the possession of this that I
write, and the cipher will be as nothing to thine eyes.

¢ Therefore do I cloak this thing, that no curious one may chance
upon it. Perchance in thy day ( as is not impossible ) an antidote
shall be found, and the thing be made harmless.

¢I shall devote my days to the framing of this potent instrument
of death, into a comely present testimony to the power, and wis-
dom, and goodness of the only Gob.

¢Farther: when it is done, and the bitterness shall come upon
thee, turn unto Gon. When the head throbs, and the pulse beats
wild, and the hand is eager with a thrust to end all forever, pray.
Be thou patient, be thou fortified ; for in the strong will is the
true glory of manhood.

¢ Let also the rich augusy of the master, that thou art chosen an

iatory sacrifice, the offering up of whom shall forever end the

thing, console thee. For it is whispered unto me, that in thy day
men shall no longer despair.

¢O my son! dear to me from a kindred wo, Gop have mercy
on thee. Amen, and amen.’

Then followed the Latin inscription, and therewith ended the
narrative of Abdallah — therewith terminated my Palimpsest.

My work was then done. Oh! would to Gop I could here end
my narrative, making it simply the chronicle of a gratified curios-
ity! YetI could not realize the thing in all its portentous grandeur.
It was impossible for my mind, specially engrossed with the various
steps of the irocess, 8o to generalize upon its magnificent conti-
nuity as to take in the horrible certainty of a result whose initial
developments had been so accurately predicted. The individual

henomena had so interested me, that I failed to recognize the

w inevitably deducible from their verification. I was a Pliny on
Vesuvius, who, in studying the wondrous scorim, fatally neglected
to guard against the molten flood that seethed beneath. How
could this thing be? Was it not a dream, a fantasy, taking upon
itself the shape of a hideous reality ? Where was Science, that
she had been 80 blind ? 'Where was Fancy that she had not con-
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ceived it? Where was Gopo, that such a thing should exist ?
And could such a catenation of circumstances so dissimilar, so
physically unsupposable in their individual selves, be at all pos-
sible ? Finally, was there such an all-dooming destiny as these
things proclaimed ? Reason forbade the supposition. O thou
fiendish Reason! from what sulphurous hell-vault didst thou come,
still to tempt me on, on to the end, the death, the damnation !
Curses eternal upon all thine impious proud-heart sophistries!?
For that thou wert my bane, laying witheringly thy cold hand
upon my happiness, do I curse thee, curse thee with a curse that
shall cling to thee everlastingly !

Oh! yes, it was destiny, destiny! But thou wert destiny’s in-
strument, saying to me with skeptic sneer: ¢ Thou wilt be then
deceived by this old priest’s mummeries, and accept as gos;;lel
truth all his insanest ravings about the stars and fate. Z'how, who
called thyself Philosopher.’

The measure of my curiosity was not therefore filled up. The
last step in the process remained unverified. The last link of the
chﬁ dWa.s ye;,' to be v;'le;]dela}ifon. 1 . I od

therefore, with half-framed purpose of trying it, I prepar
the poison. It was easily made. li had a six-ounge vial fu.llp of it
ready for use in two days. Yes; enough to slay a regiment of
men quietly rested aneath that glass stopper. O Gon! why didst
thou permit — why did not some sudden stroke of THY mercifual
Providence smite me to death ere the wo came ?

It was a dark-colored liquid, most resambling laudanum in every

respect. I did not taste it, for there was danger even in a drop.

t then was to be done with it ? Did% not combat thee,
thou Reason, thou with unceasing infernal taunts ? Did I not
wrestle with thee, even as Jacob wrestled by night with the
angel at the ford Jabbok: during six months did I not wrestle
with thee unceasingly ? .

Gop in Heaven! I was vanquished !

There came to my house one night a wretched wayfarer of a
beggar. Such a night it was, dark, wintry, storm-fraught, as
usually comes companion of our woes. The man came in; and,
while he told his tale of wretchedness, I studied his appearance.
Dirty, ragged, miserable he certainly seemed ; but through the dirt
and the rags, I saw the brawn of the blacksmith. Wiry muscle,
larie bone, long limb, enormous chest —ah! enormous chest,
arched, high, deep — such a chest! What a pair of lungs must
be underneath that chest ; competent to feed a forge, as that arm
is to handle the sledge-hammer, or to turn the sails of a wind-mill.

¢What a splendid subject for your experiment : a perfect test and
experimentum cructs of your old monk’s vaunted drug.’ Avaunt,
fiend ! tempt me not !

‘But see ! watch him now, as he stands by the fire warmi
himself, with his arm resting upon the mantel : is that your watc
that lies there, so near to his fingers? Notice him : how cupidity
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inflames his eye; how he glances warily toward you; how his
hand slides along; along : look at your book now for a moment—a
moment longer, while he still talks on in his whining tone. His
eyes observe you: there, now look up: the watch is gone! The
wretch repays your kindness by robbing you. To the experiment :
you’ll do no harm !’ .

‘What a struggle it was!

¢I must go now, Sir, havin’ a long tramp afore me; with many
thanks for your kindness ; and may the good Lorp ——?

¢Stop !’ cried' I, starting to my feet, with burning eye-balls
and wild throbbing head. *Stop ! you will take — take — some-
thmlshn— wa~warming before you go: the night is bitter.’

¢‘Thankee, Sir: yes, Sir; but I’m in a great hurry, if you please,
Sir,’ whined he in his confounded tones.

¢In a moment.’

It was but a step; the next room, and the door open ; hardly a
thought’s flight : the siz-ounce vial labelled ‘Laudanum ;’ thirty
drops only — the largest dose — a warm punch brewed, and — I
gave him the glass! He raised it to his lips like an amateur:
“Your health, Sir; drank it down, smacked ‘his lips, and — was
gone! Ay, gone! and yet he was a murdered man — the intent;

one, while Fclosed my eyes, to shut out of sight the deed I was
ing. Gone, gone: where to? O my Gop! call him back:
uick ! to the door! ¢Ho, there! for the love of Gop and your
hfe, come back !> With a stentor laugh from those bellows lungs,
he runs on the faster., He had taken the watch!

. . .

It is not my province to paint the bitter remorse that followed
this deed of mine. I know not how far culpable I was; for at this
time, I will not pretend to say how far I was then convinced of
the genuineness of the poison. If I may judge the extent of my
guilt by the completeness of my punishment, I should pronounce
with infinitely greater severity than ever mortal pronounced upon
crime. But it 13 an impertinent spirit of casuistry only that calls
up these perplexities ; for, behold, the expiation has been made. I
had done wrong; and, ‘as I measured, so was it meted out to me,’
is as good a solution as any. At any rate,

¢ ——HE Storm-Blast came, and he
Was tyrannous and strong.’

I TREMBLE even now, as I am about to put the last act of this
my drama upon the stage, though its culminating period, in the
original representation, dates four years back. It is part of my
tBrtmishment: that Time, the general Pain-Killer, has wiped away

om my mind none of the vividness of recollection, has mellowed
not any hue, nor softened any line of those stern events. The
“pervading morbidness of my character, has given each day sharper

4
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point to the cause of my anguish, made me each day tenderer to
its fierce contact. As disease riots in its ripeness through lf:ﬁ
frame, the ever-recurring blows of an anguished recollection
upon chords more susceptible to jar and harshness, readier to
vibrate with intensest agony, and shriller each day in the key-note of
their woful strophes. Nor will opiates relieve me ; for the reflux
of dream brings back the actual past in such spectral vastness and
horrid amplification, that I am glad to awaken again to the less
frightful reality. I am conscious of a rapid decay. Even since
I %egun this brief narrative, my powers have failed me, and
what was at first continuous, can only be kept up now at inter
vals, and with a sad distance between intention and performance.
I am warned, and must hasten.

I may say, that at the end of six months I had forgotten the
beggar, and the haunting terror of the mortal harm I had done
him, though, in strictness, he was but for a time supplanted, as
when a friend sits in the lap of the spectral skeleton who visits
you, and, by the act of contrast, banishes him. For, in that time,
a culminating happiness rose sun-like over the shadowy phantom,
so that I saw it not. In the full life, blush, and glow of my June,
I forgot November. Huldbrand saw not Kiileborn, for {Jndine
was with him. In the June actually following that actual Novem-
ber, I brought in my Penates, and made of my cottage a home.
After a brief season of rose-hued courtship — to drop meta-
Ehor — I'married the woman of my choice, and the sun-shine of love

eamed in rich and calm effulgence into my heart. Irene! thy
name, dear one, was symbol of peace; and peace was thy gift, the
office of thy ministration. Peace, peace, brief yet full ; temporal,

et gloriously perfect. The daughter of an humble minister, she
had grown up in the seclusion of an intelligent home-circle, a
¢ perfect woman ;* and when by chance I met her, she struck me
as the prime ideal of manhood’s mature dream. O thou angel !
in thy grace and beauty thou wert, as they named thee, of &
surety — Irenc ! -

I dare not linger to think., I cannot say with the poet :

¢ Bo, for the unquiet heart and brain,
A use in measured language lies ;
The sad mechanic exercise,
Like dull narcotics, numbing pain.’

For woes with me, being dwelt on, acquire keenness and polish to
pierce yet deeper, and more searchingly to bare the sore spot to
the agony-gifted air, O Irene, Irene! when thou wentest forth
thou didst take thy name with thee !

We were married, and I took her, my cherished idol, to my
home. What of great happiness was mine during the first year
of our union, I shall not speak of: I was content. But the
year rolled by: it was my ‘heighth of noonj;’ and, without
the waning even, the twilight, the gradual softening of sun-
shine into shade, black mid-night came sudden upon the ¢ garish
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day? Scarce had the second year travelled through half its
course, ay, even just as ‘drear November’ crept on the yel-
low autumn — the second November from that hour of my
crime — I noticed my wife much troubled with a cough. This had
continued but a bricf fortnight, when it was followed by a hem-
morrhage from the lungs. The doctor —you, dear B , who
will first read this— pronounced her disease consumption, incur-
able, most rapid. You saw my despair, you thought. You saw
itnot! You knew not one infinitesimal fragment of its profundity.
Eternal, inscrutable Providence ! how shall I interpret thy de-
crees? Shall I think that lex talionis is the law of THINE infinite
wisdom, as it is of man’s narrow, passionate impulse ?

Enough: I hurry on. I am hurried on by an arid simoon-blast,
that scorches me it I falter but a moment,

I sought my poison, with a half-determination of administering
it, however perilous was the experiment, in its alleviative form,
should other resorts fail.

Bear with me, reader —I have suffered : the recollection of how
much, halfcrazes me, even now. Zhe bottle was gone! How I
put down the ghastly horror that seized me, steeled myself into
calmness, assumed a smile, I know not; but I did all this, and
sought my wife, as she lay coughing upon a sofa in our bed-room.

¢Irene, what have you done with the bottle of laudanum you
asked me for a couple of weeks ago ??

¢ It is there, upon the mantel.’

Yes, without a doubt, there it was! I looked at it, the dark
brown liquid resting so innocently aneath the glass stopper. There
it was: there, there; yet Reason said, It can do no harm! I tell
thee ’t was not a thing : it was a devil that had cajoled me, and
was now devouring me. 'What! hath not the fiend power of mul-
titudinous metamorphosis? Then is his function of tempter but
a name, a sinecure, not an office. Yes: there it was.

¢Irene! did you use any of it ? did you take it — swallow it,
I mean ?°

¢Yes: I gave the baby three drops, to quiet him, he was in so
much pain, and took some myself for the tooth-ache, as the doctor
told me to do.

¢ You do not want it any more ??

¢Not just now.’

My Gop! no! for thou hast had enough, and more than enough,
poor rat, nibbling at the bane that was meant for ay, meant
for thee too ;" that being its office, to destroy, to ¢ kisg all beautiful,
unsuspecting ones with its ¢ cancerous kisses,’ even unto death in-
evitable. And thou, too, little one; even thou, slumbering in
thy cradle, wert not spared; for thou wert ‘first-born,’ and the
sprinkling hyssop had set no token over the threshold.

I took the vial in my hand, and returned to my study.

The blow had fallen.

‘Wo absolute, unconditional ; misery eternal, whence there was
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no escape, of which there was no mitigation ; utter, final, perpetual
banishment from the paradise of my joys into a dark abyss of de-
solation, inexorable, decreed ; hell of the inner circle, of the lowest
depth, with never a drop of Lethe water for my tongue; a fiat
gone forth of the Interminable Wisdom, dooming me everlastinsﬁly.
All this I comprehended in that blow, and fell before it, crushed
by the weight of my ruin. I could not shriek out, or cry aloud;
my agony was too deadening. Congealed with horror I lay upon
the floor, silent under a load of woes, each one of which, ¢ so many
and so huge, would ask a life to wail’ It was the benumbing
agony of one buried alive, that cannot call out and be saved.

O man ! how singular and perverse art thou in thy attributes !
‘Why wilt thou clutch so eagerly, cling so for:ilg to thy little meed
of happiness, that, at any moment, may perish before thy face?
‘Why dost thou ever build thy fair domains upon the perishable
sands, and cast about for an eternity of real benefaction, which is
but pictured upon the mutable clouds? O thou foolish one! ever
dost thou embark in one slight hull all thine high-wrought hopes,
all the wide expanse of thine impassioned expectation, thy wealth
of life, thy life itself, that the quick-coming blast may overturn and
merge, wrecked, in the abyss forever! Ever dost thou, O im-
mortal. Error ! having formed a bright paradise, wherein whisper
angels and cluster hopes like flowers in spring, wherein abide all
that thou hast of past and of prospect, of bloom and of glow, of
sunny beauty and fantastic divine things— ever dost thou then be
made therefrom an exile, an alien eternally! Thou art ever the
child, which, when he hath laden his paper bark with every pleasur-
able toy, doth thrust it out into the stream forever, as the dusk
mother by Ganges setteth her first-born afloat to perish, and re-
turneth nevermore to smile.

‘While I lay thus prostrate, there came to me a vision of one
dying, wasted by long disease. The scene took upon itself the
semblance of a hospital ward-room, where were many sick, groan-
ing and complaining, fevered and weary. One only form was there
for me, however: the form of a man, the shell of a man who had
once possessed the brawn of a blackmith., There were the long
limbs, large-boned, over which the wasted flesh was now but
sparingly bestowed. 'Wiry muscle was not there —had long fled :
dirt and rags were not there: the man had been purified in form
and in spirit too, to judge from the tempered flicker of the eye.
Thank Gop for that!  But the man was there, and for that reason,
I knew, had Ifound the six-ounce vial, labelled ‘Zaudanum,’ where
I Aad found it. For the enormous chest, arched, high, deep, wasno
longer as of old ; but a hollow, rattling, shrunken chest, from under
which but a faint and painful breath could be drawn out of those bel-
lows lungs, and the Stentor voice was feeble as, ¢ ¢ Give me some
drink, Titinius,’like a sick girl’ No wind-mill, anvil power was there;
but only power to cough, and tofeeditself withgruel, being raised up.

¢ Thou art the man !’
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O Heaven ! save me from that cry, that chorus of the furies !
It was Abel’s blood crying out from the earth, ever, ever, ever:

¢Thou art the man !’

Ay, I knew it. I had done that, and therefore, ¢ Behold this !
For, as the one was thy deed, so shall the other be thy deed — thy
deed, man : not Gob’s, but thine, thine, thine !

Power fails me to paint even the quality of my suffering. How
long I lay there I do not know. Thanks be to Gop, I was at length
aroused, and in the most salutary manner, by the calling voice of
my wife. I mechanically told her I would shortly be with her.
Then I resolved to crush down my grief, so that it might not give
her pain. A fearful effort it cost, but I succeeded. Recognizing
my vision not as a dream, but as a reality, which space had been an-
nizilated to enable me to witness, I bowed my head to the fate it
betokened ; and, seeing that it was inevitable, made it endurable.

I will not prolong the recital. In less than two weeks, our child
died ; and this blow, combined with the disease, made my Irene
sink so rapidly, that the doctor assured me she would not survive
two weeks. You will remember, dear B , and pardon the
wild fierceness with which I contradicted your assertion, saying
that she would live a year and more. In fine, I saw that no other
means could avail, so I gave her the alleviative dose prescribed by
Abdallah, and which, I was persuaded, had been efficient in the
oase of him who haunts me. You will recall, dear friend, how in-
stantaneously she seemed to improve, to rgcover; so that you were
disposed to doubt your own judgment in regard to the nature of
the case. But there was no elysium of a doubt permitted to me,
poor doomed one. I had proven all too certainly, and at too high
soul-cost, to be able so to do.

She lived a year, during which——

Well, I will not dwell onit. I must hasten, hasten, for the pulse
is nearly gone.

Before Irene died, a day or two, when she was calm, and suffered
little, when bright hopes of the future had enrayed the gloomy
present, I ventured to tell her all, from the first, and she forgave
me. Yes: with a blessed forgiveness, that has since been the one
ray on a path of mid-night; not only forgave me, but by a cheer-

acquiescence in my fatalism, seemed to relieve me from blame.

‘What surpasseth the love of a woman !

She died in my arms, her expiating breath murmuring a prayer
for her murderer !

You guess the sequel. Dare you blame me? 'Was I criminal
in resorting to that fate-fraught vial, with determination to suffer
all that ¢key had suffered, and in all things to make t/eir sad ordeal
my stern rule ?

I been as I am now, I mean in regard to spiritual impres-
sions, and knowledge of ethical duties, I might have —

VoL, LIL ) 10
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Nore. — As the province of fiction is the probable, either of the end sought, or of
the means toward that end, all that is needed to vindicate the theory of the ¢ Palimp-
sest’ is the establishment of the likelikood of such a poison as is therein mentioned.
This can be readily accomplished, for all through the ancient annals we find mention
of secret poisoning. Setting aside the more modern and well-known case of the
Marchioness pe BRINVILLIERS, and also that of the Roman woman ToprANIA and her
deadly ¢ Manna of Saint NicaoLAs of Bari,’ we need only refer to the accounts handed
down to us of the Bora1as to see the perfection to which the art of poisoning has been
carried.

But it was among the older nations of the earth that the knowledge of slow poison
was most horribly prevalent. And these poisons were the more deadly because com-
posed almost entirely of vegetable or animal substances, thus transcending modern
infamy, which has to rely upon the easily detected mineral poisons, or such vegetable
substances as produce unmistakable symptoms. KaLu, in his travels, mentions a
plant, the name of which he refuses to give, from which, he says, the American
Indians prepare a slow poison, which causes death by a lingering Yonsumption after
the expiration of years. In PrLutarcm’s life of Aratus we find the death of that
Achsan general attributed to a like cause. PmiLip of Macedon desired PrAURION,
one of his friends, to have him taken off in a private manner. ¢ That officer, accord-
ingly, having formed an acquaintance with him, gave him a dose, not of a sharp or
violent kind, but such a one as causes lingering heats and a slight cough, and gradually
brings the body to decay.’ Connected with this account, PLurarcH makes especial
mention of spitting of blood as a prominent symptom.

QuixcriLiaN (Declamat., xvii. 11.) speaks of a poison of similar effects in such lan-
guage, that it is evident its uses were well known in his time. Again, THROPHRASTUS
(Hist. Plant, ix. c. 16) writes thus: ¢ They say a poison can be prepared from aconite
80 a8 to occasion deuth within a certain period, such as two, three, or six months, a
year, and even sometimes two years. . . . . No remedy hasbeen found out for this
poison.” He also speaks of one THRASYAS, 8 native of Mantinea in Arcadia, and a fa-
mous botanist, who could prepare a poison from certain herbs which, given in doses
of a drachm, produced death in a certain but easy and painless manner, ths ¢fects of
which poison could be delayed for an indefinite period.

¢ This poison,’ says the learned BeckuMAN, ¢ was much used at Rome, about two hun-
dred years before the Christian era.’ (Vide Livy, lib. viii. . 18.) It was by such a
poison that Sesanus made way with Drusus: ‘Igitur Sksanus, maturandum ratus,
deligit venenum, quo paulatim inrepente, fortuitus morbus adsimulardur: id Druso
datum per Lygdum spadonem, ut octo post annos cognitum est.’” (Tacrrr Annalium,
lib. iv. c. 8.) Such a poison did AerippINA cause Locusra to prepare for CLAUDIUS ;
but 8o great was her impatience, that she changed it into one more active. This Lo-
ousta (who, expert as she was, the satirist says was excelled by the Roman matrons:

¢ InsTrruITQUE rudes melior Locusta propinquas
Per famum et populum nigros effere maritos. — JuveNas, Sat i. 70:)

also prepared the poison with which Nero slew Brrraxnicus. The poison which the
Carthaginians administered to REguLus, is supposed to have been one of a similar
character with that of TaRAsYAs. We read in Avicenna, that the Egyptian kings
made frequent use of slow poison. (De viridbus Cordis.)

A peculiar circumstance connected with these poisons is, that they were all of a
vegetable or animal nature. Many were compounded from ite, hemlook, or
poppy. The most remarkable animal poison, was that extracted from the sea-hare,
(Jepus marinus,) of which we find numerous accounts in ancient writers, particularly
Droscoripes, GaLey, PLiNy, By, and Nicaxoer. Modern science has only begun
to reveal the terrible capacities of the vegetable kingdom in the undetected destruction
of human life; and it is probable that the empirical inventions of Eastern pharma-
cists and herb-doctors is still far in advance of authentic science, so far as regards
the specific effects of herb-decoctions and extracts, upon the animal economy. s, s.

June, 1858
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THE BOATMAN OF WHITEHALL.

L
THB RIVALS,

. On! many a boat may cleave the bay,
And many an oar may rise and fall,
But none can match the sturdy stroke
Of BeN the Boatman of Whitehall.

His skin is as the autumn brown,
Through which there shows a struggling red,
And chestnut locks, that curl like vines,
Weave glossy garlands round his head.

There is no fear within his eyes,
No secrets underlie his lips :

The thoughts within his soul are plain
As on the sea the sailing ships.

And he’s to me the fairest lad
That ever bent to bending oar:

And I to him the dearest maid
That ever trod the Jersey shore.

For one slow-footed summer’s eve,
Upon Weehawken's splintered crest,
‘ ‘When shadows crawled across the bay,
And the great sun sailed down the west,

He swore to me eternal love,
And I to him eternal truth,
Till by the light of early stars
We sealed the warranty of youth.

I had my pet —my father his,
A jaunty youth called WiLLy MoRrE :
Soft-voiced, smooth-skinned, and dandified,
He yet could pull a dainty oar.

8o WiLLY MorE came wooing me,

With rings and chains and scented locks,
And talked my poor old father round

‘With mortgage-bonds and rail-road stocks.

And then to me he’d prate and prate
Town-talk, how idle and absurd !

Of balls to which he had not been,
And operas I had never heard.

What cared I for his city airs,
His honeyed speech, his stocks and lands ;
BzN wealthier seemed in truth and love,
Although he sued with empty hands.
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Thus, twixt my father and myself,

There blew a gale of constant strife;
He favored WiLLy, while I vowed

That none but BEN should call me wife.

So steadily the struggle ran,
" Until one day, to my surprise,
My father, as if wearied out,
Offered the strangest compromise :

¢WiLLy and BeN,’ the old man said,
‘Were the best oarsmen in the bay,
Let them be matched, the victor one
To bear the prize (myself) away.’

'T was settled. MoRre took up the gage,
And smiled as if he held success;

While I, whose all in life was staked,
Went trembling for my happiness.

1.

THR RAOCB.

On! brightly rose the summer’s sun
Above the blue horizon’s brink,

And tipped with gold the cedar crests
That crown the hills of Neversink.

And many a boat went down the by,
With coxswain keen and oarsmen tall,
To see the race twixt Dandy More
And BznN the Boatman of Whitehall.

As in and out between the throng
Of flitting skiffs Bex pulled his boat,
While now and then a snatch of song
Came bubbling from his brawny throat ;

He looked so full of youthful power,
Such manly sweep was in his oar,
That sudden peace fell on my soul,
And I was cheered, and sighed no more.

That arm, thought I, can never flag,
That heart can never know disgrace :
The light of coming conquest shines
In tie brown glory of his face.

And I already seem to hear

The ringing thuuder of the cheers,
As far ahead, his gallant boat

Hard by the winning-post he steers;

‘While in his quivering arms
$0 Life! O Love! No happier lad
Breathes on Gop's earth this day than I{?

And seem to hear him panting eay,
I l{e:
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The word was given, and Bex and WiLL
Rowed slowly to the starting-place :

I could not look, but kept my eyes
Fixed on my father’s stern-set face.

And as I gazed, there seemed to crawl
A sudden darkness over me ;

And hope sank — as the shotted corpse
Sinks in the unrestoring sea.

The word was given: I closed my eyes:
A thousand voices yelled, ‘Away!’
The thudding of a thousand oars
Went dully rolling up the bay.

¢They 're off!* ¢ He gains!’ ‘Who gains?' *Why, Wir!’
¢No, Bex!’ ‘Hurrah! well done, well done!’

¢Good Boy !’ See, BEx's ahcad —brave By !’
‘I'll back the lad at ten to one!’

80 round me rolled a bubbling hum

Of broken speech. What right had they
To speak at all, when I, Bn's love,

In agony and silence lay ¢

But high above that meddling din,

I heard a sound that fainter grew;
A sound of oars in measured fall,

A music that my spirit knew.

And then I prayed, oh! how I prayed!
orgive me, Gon, if earthly love
Freighted the hurried messengers
I sent that day to THEE above.

The hot, kind tears unsealed my eyes :
At first all sense of vision fled :

At last I saw: the boats were round,
And — horror | — WiLLY was ahead !

Ahead! ahead! on, on they came,

With bendins backs and bending oars ;
Already WiLLY'S comrades shook

With cheer on cheer the echoing shores.

On, on they came ; a length between
Their boats that, hissing, cut the sen:

Is this the way my prayer was heard ?
O Bex! one stroke for life — for me !

They near the goal — one minute more,
And WiLLy wins—and I am lost!
One minute more: O Ben! give way!
Pull, though your life should pay the cost.

I breathe not: would I never breathed !
I—ah! what'sthat? A snap, a cry!

Oar brokgn! Whose ? Not Bex's? No, WiLL's |
Joy! Bxx, brave Bxx shoots, victor, by!
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If joy could kill, then I had died,
M;en on BEN's brow I laid my lipe,

And heard him swear he prouder was
Than if he owned a hundred ships.

And T 8o happy was, I smiled
Even on sullen Dandy MogE :

The fool who would have broke my heart ;
But only broke, instead, an oar.

‘Was this the end? Ah! no! though all
That youthful fire has fled away ;

Though BEN no longer tugs the oar,
And in my hair are threads of gray’;

The poem of our wedded life
Might still in sweeter numbers fall
Than e’en the tale, how I was won
By Ben the Boatman of Whiteball!

SOMETHING ABOUT WINE,

BY H. T. TUOEERMAN,

¢Ox! that men should put an enemy in their mouths to steal away their brains.’
SHAKSPEARE.

¢ Axp wine that maketh glad the heart of man.” — PsaLx crv.

THE extraordinary revelations of chemistry, which indicate the
mineral nutriment of animal life obtained throufgh plants, have no
illustration so delicate and marvellous as that of the grape. That
magnesia is a constituent of oats, and was made by a speculative
Scot to account for the local genius of his nation fed on oat-cake;
that the phosphorus abounding in fish is a cerebral stimulant, whence
a minute philosopher might infer the frequent coincidence of pis-

* catorial and meditative tastes; are facts of physiological science
curious indeed, but not so refined and complex marvels as may be
found in those exquisite distillations of the soil conserved m a
grape-skin. 'When it is remembered how the peculiar flavor,
strength, and quality of wine is identified with distinct parts of
the globe, derived from special traits of soil, season, and atmo-
sphere ; and how, through ages, this individuality has remained in-
tact, we realize the aristocracy of vegetable race, the law of blood
in the vine. Grains, grasses, and fruit-trees — the commonalty
of agriculture — are reproduced identical in various countries.
The French emigré tastes the pear of his native province in an
orchard of New-England; the Italian finds in the aboriginal
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maize of this continent the ¢gran Zurco’® of Lombardy; and
Clinton discovered in a wild cereal of Western New-York, a fari-
naceous product indigenous on the shores of the Caspian. But
there are varieties of the grape, not only confined to a certain
latitude or island, but to a few acres of favored earth, whose

ualities alone, by an inscrutable and inimitable combination of
elements, produce an unique vinous result.

Sometimes a world-wide fame and value, as in the case of Madeira
and Champagne, and Chateau Margaux, is the evidenee of this local
superiority and character ; and in others, the merit is known only to
a neighborhood, and the privilege monopolized by a single family.
The famous poem of ¢ Bacchus in Tuscany’ celebrates two villas
thus favored :

¢Ma lodato
Celebrato
Coronato
Sia P'eroe, che nelle vigne
Di Petraja e di Castello
Pianti prima il Moscadello.’

In volcanic countrics, these isolated gems of vine-yards are
of frequent occurrence ; and their secret treasure guarded with
jealous care. Out of Sicily, the wine universally known as
the characteristic product of that fertile island is Marsala : only
the long resident, or favored traveller is awarc that a small frater-
nity of monks boast a row of vines springing from a few roods of
decomposed lava, which yield annually fifty gallons of a nectar,
which seems to unite the vital salubrity of Etna’s salts with the
prolific glow of her hidden fires and the cool purity of her virgin
snow ; these varied elements, ‘so mixed’ into a rich yet deli-
cate vintage, that no one who has shared can ever forget
the special flavor of the hospitality enjoyed at the convent of
San Placido. The Garonne’s rushing tributaries have, during cen-
turies, brought from the Pyrcnees deposits that form a soil whence
spring some of the choicest wines; so hard is it two or three feet
beneath, that it must be broken before the vines will grow ; and
the best Medoc is born on a pebbly ground of quartz; the vine,
indeed, requires what is called stony soil, because it is more
retentive of heat by night.

There is an analogy betwecn the customary beverage and the
character of a pcople, which suggests many philosophical infer-
ences. All travellers have noted the infrequency of ebriety, and
the cheerful, vivacious disposition of the peasantry in wine coun-
tries; the social degradation incident to excess in alcoholical drinks,
and the heavy dogmatism and stolid temper observable among the
working-class of Great Britain, whose "habitual drink is malt-
liquor, There is an intimate relation between German metaphy-
sics and beer. ‘It is little wonder,’ says an acute writer, ¢ that
the German nation should remain subject to the rule of thirty-six
gztty tyrants, when, in fact, beer, by its properties, destroys all

e distinctions, and its Habitual use grinds the edge from our cri-
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tical faculties.” But there is also a singular adaptation in these to the
climate. Englishmen who daily imbibe their ¢ Brown Stout’ with
impunity at home, find it productive of vertigo and plethora in the
United States, where the sun-shine and alternations of temperature
develop such a degree of nervous excitability, as to make solid
stimulants unwholesome. In Russia, a man exposed to the ele-
ments, and accustomed to labor, would find claret an ineffective
substitute for brandy. The latter is seldom palatable in Southern
Europe, except in the diminutive cordial-glass, and after a meal ;
while the common wine, all things being equal, produces a glow
and cxhilaration which only a water-drinker would realize in north-
ern latitudes. We wonder, in France, how a glass of old Ma-
deira could have cver seemed otherwise than fiery; and, while
amid the fogs of London, Port has the taste of a seasonable re-
storative, in EIt-aly its body and warmth are oppressive and heat-
ing. It needs an ascent of the Highlands and a Scotch mist, or
a January night in America, to develop the innate virtue of
¢ Mountain Dew. Orvieto tastes flat away from Rome, and Vino
d’ Asti is a homely draught, except in the temperate latitude of
Lombardy. Old Rum, we are assured by Creole planters, can
never be fully appreciated except in the West-Indies ; and to duly
estimate the excellence of Scinapps, one should be in Java or
Holland. This sense of the appropriate in dietetics is felt when we
first imbibe wine in the country of its growth. Panting with the
ascent of Vesuvius, we subscribe heartily to the extravagant
laudation of Lachyrma- Christi:

¢ WAt undiscerning clown was he
Who first applied that doleful name,
A bugbear to good companie,
To wine which warms the heart like flame ?
A smile were fitter word than tear
For what our generous grapes give here.’

Dining at Bordeaux, we respond to the insiyiration of her vintages;
gazing on the picturesque scenery of Heidelberg, we think Rhenish
the best of vinous entertainment ; the saccharine Malaga and Mus-
catel are delicious in Spain, and the strength of Sherry is a happy
medium to brain and nerves at Cadiz. Tokay has its imperial
sway undisputed in Hungary ; and Sitka, if our explorers are to
be credited, is the best of toddies at Japan. The relish of wines
especially is dependent upon time and place ; they seem to have a
local and untranslatable virtue, except in those species which,
from inherent power, improve, like great souls, by transit and
range. Itadds tothe mellow rareness of the strong wines, as it does
to the manly energy of the generous seaman, to ¢ double the Cape ;’
but the more delicate varieties, like the graces of feminine cha-
;acter, keep and impart their choicest zest in the atmosphere of
ome.

In the history of modern reforms, should such a work be ever
written by a philosopher, no chapter will yield more remarkable
facts than that devoted to Temperance. The reiiction inevitable
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to all social revolutions and extremes of opinion, now throws an
apathetic spell over the subject: but the simultaneous crusade
against stimulating drinks undertaken in England and America;
the means resorted to ; the eloquence and the treasure ; the banded
fraternities and the single apostles; the tragic confessions and the
extraordinary reformations; the intensity of the public zeal and
the abnegation of private rights of judgment and action, which
were dedicated to this movement, have no parallel in the social
annals of modern civilization. Probably the extent and demoral-
ization of intemperance in the use of alcohol, were not exaggerated
by the most fiery advocates of this reform; probably the most
tra measures adopted were requisite to the moral exigency ; and
doubtless a radical and permanent good has been effected. The
spectacle of domestic misery and personal degradation incident to
this vice, once 8o common, is now comparatively rare; a better
habit has been initiated, and a more healthy public sentiment es-
tablished ; so that, although the statistics of intemperance are and
will be appalling, the cvils— moral, physical, social, and indi-
vidual—are as clearly defined, and as generally recognized, as those
of war, pestilence, improvidence, or anﬁ other human misery. The
insidious nature of this scourge has been disclosed, the warning
has been proclaimed, and society awakened thoroughly to the per-
ception and consciousness of a foe which once desolated its ranks,
unchallenged and unopposed, save by isolated and ineffective
rotest.
P The grand primary fact to be recognized by the philosopher, is
that instinctive love of excitement, based on the very laws of .
human organization, whereby the nerves and brain are susceptible
of an exhilaration that intensifies and sometimes absorbs conscious-
ness, wraps the intellectual in exalted dreams, bathes the volup-
tuous in pleasurable sensations, and fills the ignorant and debased
with animal complacency. And the next consideration is, the de-
dation and brutalization incident to the habitual indulgence of
is possibility. ~Brain, appetite, and reason, to say nothing of con-
science and religion, have a subtle battle, and onc the issue of
which, experience proves, cannot be foretold from the comparative
intelligence or will of individuals. Perhaps no temptation has ex-
cited so little sympathy, from the fact that it is so modified, both
in degree and frequency, by peculiarities of constitution and of
consciousness. W hen such a man as Robert Hall descends from the
pulpit, which his pious eloquence has made a holy throne to millions,
to eagerly seek the relief which tobacco and laudanum afford to
corporeal anguish; when such a vivid intclligence as kindled the
brain of Heine was voluntarily clouded by narcotics, as a respite
from nervous torment ; and the sensibility of Charles Lamb, which
trembled on the verge of sanity, made the artificial excitement of
alcohol a welcome though dreaded resource, we can scarcely won-
der that the unfurnished mind of a Japanese should yield to the
feverish charm of his rice-distillation ; the limited understandin
of a Chinaman dwindle to imbecility amid the sedative vapor o%
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opium ; the American Indian forget his woes in fire-water ; and
the idler in the gardens of Damascus fall an unresisting victim to the
enchantments of Hasheesh. Ignorant, care-worn, anxious, disap-
pointed humanity, so often quelled by the fragile temple it inhabits,
or bafled by unrecognized aspirations, corrosive want, vain sacri-
fice —isolated, weary, discouraged, unbelieving, hopeless —how
natural, while imprisoned in blind instinct, unsustained by faith,
wisdom, or love, that it should rush to the most available delusion
and the nearest Lethe !

The woes of Intemperance have been said and sung; but the

ces and the blessings of Temperance have yet to be appreciated
in northern lands. Science gradually but surely li%hts up the
arcanas of social economy ; she vindicates the use, while reproach-
ing the abuse of whatever created thing is obviously related to
human wants and welfare.

The author of ¢ Margaret,” that most authentic and profound, as
well as best illustrated story of New-England primitive life, at-
tributes the prevalence of intemperance among the descendants of
the Puritans, to the lack of amusements, gross physical being sub-
stituted, according to the law of compensation, for harmless and
intellectual or artistic recreation; and in confirmation of this
theory, in the exact ratio that music, painting, the lyceum, the
theatre, the dance, regatta, horsemanship, rural taste, and other
enjoyments, once sternly proscribed, have been cultivated, addic-
tion to intoxicating liquors has become less a social habit. The
once universal punch-bowl at noon, sitting over wine after dinner,
and array of decanters at funerals, have grown obsolete ; light
wines have taken the place of strong potations, a delicate flavor is
a]‘;i)reciated beyond alcoholic strength ; excess is deemed not less
vulgar than immoral; taste in beverage is as potent as in art and
dress; and the tippler is ostracised from good society.

On the other hand, the fanaticism of temperance has chilled the
glow of hospitality, and checked the frankness of intercourse ; if
there is less conviviality, there is more calculation, avarice holds
Carnival where appetite keeps Lent; colic instead of inebriety is the
penance of festivals, cynicism too often is the substitute for head-
ache ; and instead of ¢ sermons and soda-water,’ as the antidote for
gxdulgence, there is wanted charity and fellowship to hallow the

anquet.

ere is no greater fallacy than the popular notion which iden-
tifies wine and animal spirits. The cordial that reinvigorates the
exhausted frame and cheers the fainting heart, when neither are
in need of such artificial refreshment, confirms rather than changes
the existent mood ; melancholy grows deeper, irritation is
vated, and heaviness increnseg, y more heat in the blood, and
excitement to the nerves already over-burdened by moral depres-
sion. " All the praise of wine i8 involved in conditions : only to the
temperate is it a genial stimulant. The man unfamiliar with the
remedy most certainly responds to its application. They who,
like the hale, faithful servitor in ‘4s You Like It have not in
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youth habitually known ¢ hot and rebellious liquors,’ feel the sana-
tive power of which they are capable, in the prostration of fever,
or the loss of vital energy through exposure, fatigue, and infirmity.
Ale and apoplexy, port and gout, cider and rheumatism, punch and
bile, have an intimate relation. Yet we are assured, that in the
cities of the Rhine, the apothecaries have a poor business, because
of the wine—there a general commodity ; and in point of physical
development, the bravest knights and monks of old, who achieved
wonders with muscle and brain, that make us their everlasting
debtors ; and the prosperous English of to-day, excel the average
of the race, by virtue of alternate exercise of their vital force, and
its sustainment by generous viands and draughts. The oracles of
Temperance, when they bade men swear to taste only water, and,
a8 in the case of seventy Boston physicians, signed a declaration,
that the use of stimulants ¢nvariably led to increase in quantity,
and was never otherwise than an injury to health, exceeded their
commission and mis-stated the science of life. French people,
from childhood to age, are content with their petit verre of eau de
vie after the demi-tasse of coffee which closes the dinner; and to
reach intoxication, an amount of the common wine of countries
where the grape is a harvest must be drunk, at which the capacity
of the stomach revolts. Beer and pipes are said to have obfuscated
the modern German brain; yet the parsons meet in the public
gardens, and without conscious wrong, empty their frugal glasses
and send abroad lusty whiffs, with a quiet zest that disarms theo-
logical strife ; and the artists in Italy eke out their economical re-
Ku& with wn poco de vino, as free from any sign of unspiritual bardi-
ood, as the peasant over his coarse bread, or the dowager at her
tea. The gin-palace in London, and the drinking-saloon in New-
York, tell quite a different story: abuse and use, motive and act,
the individual and the indulgence, are only confounded by the
bigot and the fanatio; and the idiosyncrasy which leads a few,
through the mere taste of a drug or a drink, to rush into intoxica-
tion, is no more a precedent for mankind than the recoil from
water in the victim of hydrophobia. Any natural appetite may
become morbid, and the most unrecognized intemperance in
America is that of eating, and unscrupulous gain and ambition.
All legitimate praise of wine, therefore, pre-supposes temperance.
To the toper it is an impossible luxury ; those refinements of palate,
of nerve, of sensation and of sentiment, to which the quality, virtue,
and significance of wine alone appeal, are incompatible with other
than an unperverted body, and a discriminating taste : conditions
impossible, not only to the intemperate, but to the hackneyed de-
votee of Bacchus. There is something manly and quaint, as well as
elo«g:xent, in the following defence of wine, by a late writer, classed
by Emerson among the modern original minds of England :
¢ And if wine is good to drink, it need not be drunk on pretexts.
Men have drunk it from the beginning for that which is the best
and the worst of reasons — because they like it. ¢ Wine maketh
glad the heart of man:’ there lies the fortress of its usage. To the
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wise, it is the adjunct of society ; the launch of the mind from the
care and hindrance of the day; the wheel of emotion; the prepa-
rator of inventive idea ; the blandness of every sense obedient to
the best impulses of the hours when labor is done. Its use is to
deepen ease and pleasure on high-tides and at harvest-homes, when
endurance is not required ; for delight has important functions, and
originates life, as it were, afresh from a childhood of sportive feel-
ing, which must recur at seasons for the most of men, or motive
itself would stop. A second use is to enable us to surmount sea-
sons of physical and moral depression, and to keep up the life-mark
to a constant level, influenced as little as possible by the circam-
stances of the hour. Also, to show to age by occasions, that its
outh lies still within it, and may be found like a spring in a dry
and, with the thyrsus for a divining-rod. A third use is, to soften
us; to make us kinder than our reason, and more admissive than
our candor, and to enable us to begin larger sympathies and asso-
ciations from a state in which the feelings are warm and plastic.
A fourth use is, to save the resources of mental excitement by a
succedaneous excitement of another kind, or to balance the anima-
tion of the soul by the animation of the body, so that life may be
pleasant as well as profitable, and the pleasure be reckoned among
the profits. A fifth use is, to stimulate thoughts, and to reveal
men’s powers to themselves and their fellows, for in vino veritas,
and intimacy is born of the blood of the grape. But is it not un.
worthy of us to pour joy’s aid from a decanter, or to count upon
¢ circumstances’ for a delight which the soul alone should furnish ?
Oh! no; for by Gop’s blessing, the world is a circumstance ; our
friends are circumstances; our wax-lights and gayeties likewise ;
and all these are stimuli, and touch the being within us; and
where, then, is the limit to the application of and Nature to
the soul? At least, however, our doctrine is dangerous ; but then
fire is dangerous, and love is dangerous, and life with its responsi-
bilities, is very dangerous. All strong things are perils to one
whose honor’s path is over hair-breadth bridges and along giddy
precipices. A sixth use is, to make the body more easily industri-
ous in work-times. This i3 the test of temperance and the proof
of the other uses. That wine is good for us which has no fumes,
but which leaves us to sing over our daily labors with ruddier
cheeks, purer feelings, and brighter eyes than water can bestow.
The seventh use is, in this highest form of assimilation, to symbo-
lize the highest form of communion, according to the Testament
which our Saviour left, and to stand on the altar as the representa-
tive of spiritual truth. All foods, as we have shown before, feed
the soul, and this on the principles of a universal symbolism ; this,
then, is the highest use of bread and wine — to be taken and assi-
milated in the ever-new spirit of the kingdom of heaven.’*
From the stand-point of political economy, graY:-onlture is a
vital interest; in France, Germany, Italy, Switzerland, Madeira,

® Tax Human Body aud its Uoonection with Man, fllustrated dy the Principal Organs. By
Jauss Jonx Ganra WILKIX30S.
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and elsewhere, the ¢ vine-rot’ and ‘grape disease’ are national
calamities. Not only is wine the beverage of the peasant, and
often its most nutritious element, but the cultivation of the vine
and the manufacture of its fruit into wine, is their most profitable
labor, while the incomne derived from its sale is the chief resource
of the landed proprietors. In seventy-seven of the eighty-six
French departments, the vine is cultivated ; and in whole districts
it is the sole dependence. It has been estimated that it forms one
seventh part of the net product of the soil. A thousand million of
francs has been computed as the result of the annual sale, in pros-
reroua years, of the wines sold in France and abroad. During the
ast ten years a ?eat diminution has occurred ; the mysterious
scourge, apparently unknown in ancient times, has bred a famine
in many parts of Southern Europe. Every season in France and
Hungary, along the Rhine; in Spain, Sicily, and Asia Minor; on
the lower Moselle ; in Wurtemburg, Baden, and Alsatia ; through-
out Italy; in Switzerland, the Canary Islands, Portugal, and on the
Ohio, the prospects of the grape-crop are watched, discussed, and
proclaimed as the most important economical interest of prince
and peasant ; and this the more anxiously, since the advent of the
¢ vegetable cholera,’ as the vine-rot has been aptly called.

¢The vine occupies two belts on the earth’s surface, both of
which lie in the warm regions of the temperate zones, the higher
the latitude the more inclined to acidity is the grape, hence the
difference between Sicilian and Rhenish ; its strength is manifested
by proximity to the equator, hence Madeira. the fifth year
only vineyards begin to produce. The must or juice ferments at
65° Farenheit ; spontaneously abates, when clear and exhaling a
vinous odor. Analysis discovers water, sugar, mucilage, tannin,
tartrate of potash and of lime, phosihate of magnesia, muriate of
soda, sulphate of potash. The saccharine prinociple, affinity with
oxygen and tartar are predominant characteristics. The grape is
susceptible of modification from quality of soil, exposure, inclina-
tion of ground, seasons, etc. The color of wine is derived from
the skin of the grape ; this and astringency and aroma identify the
species. The ancients thought the vine should grow high upon
trees, and the Greeks added salt-water to their wine.

In proportion as wine became a luxury and material of com-
merce, the best was exported, and adulteration increased, so that it
is proverbial that there is no good Sherry in Spain. Burgundy pro-
duces the Constantinm of the Cape. In England an inn-keeper was
detected in an habitual process of manufh.cturing impromptu from
two kinds, every variety of strong wines; and wine-tasting is a
profession in France. The only way to secure even an average
quality at Paris, is to obtain specimens from various dealers, under
pretence of a large investment. One of the Diisseldorf painters
made a famous picture of connoisseurs testing the contents of a
wine-cellar. In France, ¢ God’s Field’ is a vineyard, in Germany
a grave-yard. Wine, however, is of Eastern origin ; its simplest
form is the juice of the palm ; hence the significance of the parable
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in the New Testament : ‘I am the vine,’ etc. Pliny wrote its his-
tory; Virgil describes its culture; Horace glorifies its mellowed
product in his beloved Falerian; and a more recent authority
says:
¢ ONE drop of this
Will bathe the drooping spirit in delight
Beyond the bliss of dreams. Be wise and taste!’

It has been asserted that of the four-score most generous wines,

more than two-thirds were produced on the soil of Italy. The
rape grew wild in Sicily, and brought no luxury to the savage

inhabitants.

The sweet and dry sherries are the product of the same grape,
although so diverse in color, odor, and taste ; the process of manu-
facture is also the same. The causes which modify what is called
natural Sherry, and make Amontillado, are mysterious, The secret
is hidden in the course of fermentation ; sometimes but a limited
portion of the juice will be thus affected. 'What adds to the charm
of the enigma is, that it is indicated by a fine vegetable fibre ger-
minated after the wine is placed in casks, which bears a minute
white flower, that soon dies and leaves behind this peculiar flavor.

Proved methods of grape-culture are now recorded in manuals;
the choice of ground, pruning, manuring, staking, etc., are detailed
by experienced writers; and then they declare, that ‘to make
good wine, you must catch Jean Raisin at the exact point of ripe-
ness, concoct with celerity and decision, watch cask and bottle,
and in short, go through a process, each step of which is clearly
defined by science and custom.’ Yet is there a secret in wine as
in genius, ¢ beyond the reach of art’ Vintages, like stars, differ
mysteriously from one another in glory. You may pass months at
Troyes and keep vigil in the cellars where Cham(;)agne is fermented
in darkness, or Eaunt the vineyards of Burgundy, and yet the sun
and soil, the felicitous combination of agencies in nature’slaboratory,
which achieve a miracle of wine one year and a common-place
product the next, shall baffle your insight. The vicissitudes of the
wine-culture, all over the world, have indeed so multiplied, that
it has been prophesied some familiar wines will become a tradition,
and that new species and new latitudes must sugply the demands
of future generations. Dolorous for years have been the accounts
of the grape-disease in Maderia, Spain, and France ; and although
the microscope has detected an insect origin, no effectual remedy
has 'fet been devised against the bliEht.

¢The first symptoms of it,’ remarks an intellighelnt writer, ¢ were
observed in E?gland, on the warm coast of Margate, by Mr.
Tucker, a gardener, after whom the disease is called *oidium
Tuckeri’ It is to be noted that the vine was first attacked in a
country where the grape is not obtained without artificial means,
by forced culture, andp in warm situations where the moist and
mild temperature prevails, described by Pliny. Human art is
sometimes punished for having forced nature to produce what she
does not give spontaneously. At first this phenomenon was only
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an object of curiosity. Rev. Mr. Berkeley, a learned botanist,
studied this particular affection of the vine, marked its characteris-
tics, and gave a faithful description of it.

¢Soon proceeding from the coast of Margate, the evil spread
into other countries. The atoms or small weeds of this parasite
and destructive vegetable, borne by the winds, crossed the sca in
1847, and the oidium was found in the neighborhood of Paris. In
1848 the disease began to extend to Versailles, to Suresnes, in
Belgium, and elsewhere. But our Southern provinces were still
spared. In France, as in England, the scourge first appeared in
warm spots, and in green-houses, and not where the grape ripened
in the open field. Is not this a proof that the vine-rot would
have been avoided, if man had not tried to force the natural pro-
ducts of the ground ?

¢In 1851 the evil increased prodigiously, and awakened proper
anxiety. Many vine-growers, reduced to extremities, had to aban-
don their fields, which were become unproductive, and resort to
other occupations for subsistence. The Bishop of Montpellier and
other prelates ordered public prayers in the churches of their dio-
ceses, to supplicate the Lorp to stay the calamity. Agricultural
societies, seconded by the French, German, and Italian govern-
ments, appointed committees to inquire into the state of the vines,
the cause of the disease, and the measures proper to stop it. But
human knowledge, alas! was found here, as elsewhere, to be
limited.

¢The marks of the disease are every where the same. The
leaves and grapes are suddenly covered with small fibres, of a pale
white color; a sort of vegetable or mushroom which creeps to the
surface, attacks and surrounds the skin of the fruit. Soon the

ge becomes black, wilts, dics, and drops off. The same with

e leaves, which become yellow or brown, and fall off. The twig
aven is attacked, and becomes dry.

¢ Different causes are assigned for this evil. The peasants, ever
inclined to superstition, attribute it to the progress of science, and
fancy that the air has been corrupted by tEe steam engine in rail-
road cars and manufactories! for the vine is not affected in coun-
tries where there are no rail-roads. Others pretend that the dis-
ease is an organic weakness, a degeneracy, as if the plants which
are constantly renewed, partook of the fate of human beings, who
decline, grow old, and die! The only thing certain is, I repeat it,
that the evil begins in warm localities, or under artificial culture.

¢ As to the means of cure, various processes have been tried,
without satisfactory success. It is said, however, that sulphur, ap-
plied at the right time, stops the progress of the oidium, and
enables the grape to ripen. Some planters sprinkle sulphur powder
early in the spring, others mix sulphur and water, and water their
whole vineyards. After some days the leaves resume their green
oolor, and the grapes look better.

*But this remedy is inconvenient. First, it does not always
~ suoceed, and many vine-growers, either not applying the means
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rightly, or from some other cause, have lost their time and money.
Next, the use of sulphur is very expensive, and requires great care:
it is good for tender plants, but for large vines, 18 impracticable.
Lastly, the sulphur communicates to the wine a disagreeable odor,
at least when drank immediately after the vintage. Hence sul-
phur is not generally used. The true remedy, if there is one, is
not yet found. Some regard drainage as a good preservative.’

THE SONG OF THE WORLDLING.

BY HENRY OLAPP, JR.

Trg glittering end of life is gold ;
The Golden Rule is the golden test;
The Golden Mean means gold alone ;
And the goldenest thing is e'er the best :
Then bring me wisdom if you will;
But bring me gold though you bring me ill.

Naught potent is on earth but gold ;
Love by its side is but a farce,
While beauty in its presence fades,
And goodness fails where gold is scarce :
_ Then bring me virtue, bring me truth ;
" But bring me gold though you bring me ruth.

Gop ’s but a sterner name for gold,
Or gold a softer name for Gop,
Who tempts us with a golden crown,
And rules us with a golden rod :
Then bring the crown though you bring the cross,
And bring me gold though you bring me droes.

‘We bow before a golden shrine,
And worship, all, the Golden Calf}
While those who weep are those who lose,
And those who win alone who laugh:
Then bring me honor, bring me fame ;
But bring me gold though you bring me shame.

¢ Give us this day our daily gold,’
Is evermore our daily prayer;
For gold will make the bad man N
The good man—ah! all good is there :
Then bring me wisdom, bring me worth ;
But bring me gold, and I’ll rule the earth.
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MRS. POTIPHAR AND THE WOMEN OF HOMER.

¢ ScILICET improbse
Crescunt divitia:: tamen
Curte nescio quid semper abest rei.’ — Horacs.

Mgrs. PorrrHAR Wwas to issue cards for a grand reception. The
engraver had executed his commission resolutely. He had an-
nounced to whomsoever it might concern, with the enamelled ef-
frontery of rectangular pasteboard, that Mrs. Potiphar was to be
‘At Home, on Wednesday Evening.’ An event so startling, though
foreshadowed baldly, without a wherefore or a whereto, was des-
tined to disturb somewhat the nil admirari serenity of Fifth-
avenuedledom. Mrs. Potiphar was to be ‘at home.” That was
peculiar and promising. But what eclse ? 'Whom should she

iously allow to be witnesses of an occurrence so auspicious ?
ere was a problem. Mrs. Potiphar was famishing for the want
of a new sensation. She had grown weary of seeing, night after
night, the same inanimate faces, and of hearing, over and over
again, the same heartless platitudes. The Rev. Cream Cheese was
g::ting a little mouldy, although she dared not say so aloud. Mus.
tum Downe was unbearably uppish, Gauche Boozey a driveling
bore, and Mrs. Gnu an old goose. She thought it high time to
do a bold stroke of social privateering, and put fresh life into the
sluggish veins of upper-ten society. Mrs. Potiphar had heard of a
ﬂgup of feminine characters, living she knew not where, and
dly cared to know, about whom poets and artists made no end
of extravagant raving. Geography and chronology had never
been her specialty. Without giving a thought to such trifling
obstacles as twenty-five centuries in time, or twice as many miles
of distance, she put her imperial foot down, and declared, that Aer
Reception should be graced by the Women of Homer.

Kurz Pacha, the Sennaar embassador, happened in soon after,
and was consulted as to the whereabouts of said women of Homer.
Mrs. Potiphar would be happy to call upon them, and make their
acquaintance.

‘A needless ceremony,” suggested the Pacha blandly. And
quickly maturing his plot for a rare bit of fun, he volunteered to
see that the cards were properly distributed. The Grace Church
sexton would help him through, in case of a perplexity. But there
would be none. He knew the ladies well. They were not stick-
lers for a small point of ctiquette. Kven if the matter made him
a little trouble, that was nothing to the classical pleasure he looked
forward to, of spending a social evening, curis expeditis, with Mrs.
Potiphar and the women of Homer. A low bow hinted profound
th&nis, and the programme was settled.

VOL. LII. 11
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It boots not now to tell what manifold persuasions were used by
Kurz Pacha to wake up the ambition of his friends, in the matter
of personating the women of Homer. The great trouble was, to
organize his forces, and make a beginning. Cest le premier pas

ui coute. Many and merry were the nights spent over Flaxman’s
illustrations and Pope’s obscurations, before the several parts of
the forthcoming Homeric drama were fitly assigned and thoroughly
rehearsed.

At length, rosy-fingered Aurora, daughter of the Dawn, appeared,
announcing to the world and Fifth Avenue, that the portentous
day had come, when Mrs. Potiphar, by special effort, was to be
¢at home,” and reccive the women of Homer.

Nausicda (by interpretation the Yacht-Gaited) was the first to
arrive. She appeared a trifle after sun-down, about the time ot
carly gas-light, seated in a covered carriage of primitive pattern,
yet polished and ¢well-wheeled,” and drawn by a span of mules
that rejoiced in the skill of their mistress, as th%v tramped out an
eager anapestic music beneath her steady hand. Nausicéda held
the lines and whip gracefully, and showed a practised hand in
guiding her mules through the tangled perplexity of omnibuses,
carriages, and vchicles of low degree that crowded the street.
Behind her, was a group of bright-eyed serving-girls, with neat,
turban-like head-dresses, who were only less fair than their mistress,
They kept their seats, when she reined in the mules and sprang to
the ground with a bird’s airiness. She rang the Potiphar door-
bell, and turning back as the door opened, she told the girls in the
covered carriage they must look well to the linen, when they got
home, and see if it had been fully dried by the sun. Then she
asked the door-maid if her mistress was in:

‘I will be afther seeing,” was the Celtic reply.

Up-stairs crawled the Celtic door-maid. Nausicda was left
standing in the hall below. Mrs. Potiphar was taking an after-
dinner nap, preliminary to the social tribulations of the evening,
which, to her fashion-twisted fancy, was still a distant hill-side,
with a wide foreground of dreams, toiletings, and ante-mirror
rehearsals. :

¢ Please, Ma’am, a woman below wants to see yourself, Ma’am.
She ’s nate-lookin’, but quare, Ma’am. I makes it out she wants to
buy old rags, or sell home-made linen, or take in washin’, Ma’am.’

¢Tell her I am not at home,’ fiercely growled Mrs. Potiphar, re-
?luming the thread of her after-dinner ramble in the labyrinth of

reams,

‘Not at home !’ echoed the Homeric chip of an antique block
of truthfulness, when the answer was drawled out to her. ¢Then
your mistress is not as good as her word. Here it is, in black and
white, that Mrs. Potiphar is at home this Wednesday evening.’

¢ Blessed Virgin! then you have a ticket for the party. glase
to come this way, and lay down your things, Ma’am. You Il have
time to grow old a bit, Ma'am, before the crowd comes in.’
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Next came Andromache, the Hero’s-Battle-Prize, on foot ; close
behind her followed a well-clad nurse, with the boy, Astyanax,
‘throned on her breast, like a radiant star.’ As the door opened,
both quietly slipped into the parlor. The Celtic maid, glad not to
be sent up-stairs again, stood wondering whether the new-comer
was up for a situation as wet-nurse, or one of a rabble of guests
from by-lanes and cellars,

Arete, the Sought-For, soon after came in with her husband,
Alcinous: the latter looking somewhat tired, and sleepy, and
thirsty. You would not say he was hen-pecked, but conscious of
inferiority, and perfectly willing to follow his wife’s sweet will.
Learning that the mistress of the house was elsewhere occupied,
Arete insisted that no one should be disturbed on her account.
Dropping into a chair in a corner of the parlor, she unrolled a
package of sea-purple wool, which she began to twirl with her
spindle, a wonder to look upon. Her white fingers quivered and

ed like the leaves of an aspen. Her husband pulled out a
goat-skin flask, and drank his wine with the sereneness of a god.

Hardly was Arete seated at her work, when Calypso, the Her-
mitress, entered. The uniqueness of the occasion had led her to
break through a fixed habit of seclusion, and to pass an evening
away from her weird grotto, so cheerful with its fragrant fire of

lit cedar and thyine-wood. Calypso was dressed more richly
than her companions, yet with becoming simplicity and sober ele-
gance. She wore a silver-white, sleeveless robe, finely woven, full,
and graceful. About her waist she had fastened a girdle, elegant
and golden. It was modelled after the embroidered cestus of
Venus, wherein were inclosed allurements, and fondnesses, and
lovers’ talk, that steals away the wisdom of the wisest. Beneath
her feet she had tied light sandals, and had thrown over her head
a veil of foam-like texture. After a pleasant greeting to cach of
her Homeric friends, she followed the example of Arete, and undid
a parcel containing simple contrivances for weaving., Nausicia
admired her shuttle of pure gold.

¢ Mrs. Potiphar has been quite a stranger to us heretofore,’ said
Calypso, glancing toward the door. ‘KEven now, she is slow to
make us welcome.’

¢ True,’ replied Arete; ¢but hospitality is better late than never,
Every kindness, though small, should be gratefully received.’

Another guest now appeared, and, with her, what seemed like
the purple splendor of a day-break in June. The room was sud-
denly ﬁlﬂ)ed with a strange radiance, that drew all eyes to the new-
comer. Yet the sweetness of her countenance was interwoven
with sadness and self-reproach. The brightness of her look seemed
to struggle up through hidden sorrow, or to spring from the nu-
triment of tears, like a white lily with its roots in water. Calypso’s
greeting was abrupt and hearty.

¢ You all-conquering witch,’ said she, rising and coming forward,
¢ not content with turning the heads of heroes, you are caught play-
ing off your tricks of coquetry upon the hearts of trees. ﬁ' ear
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to my grotto, I found a tall platan the other day, on whose smooth
pale bark was cut in Doric phrase:

¢ Zé30v w ‘Edévag ¢urov duuil
¢ Do me reverence: I am HELEN'S tree.’

That platan owes allegiance to Calypso. It is guilty of high trea-
son, and botanic misdemeanor. I give you fair warning, that the
axe is laid at its roots.’ '

‘Do n’t hurt a leaf of the tree,’ replied Helen, with a pleading
look. Think of its hamadryad, doomed to perish when the tree
falls. You would be guilty of a double murder. So long as the

latan is loyal to me, it cannot be false to you, whom I so much
ove and revere.

Thus saying, she took a seat, and spread over her lap a large
piece of embroidery. Already had many days of thoughtful and
curious industry been expended upon it. It had the appearance
of being intended for a soldier’s cloak, woven of rich, heavy stuff.
She was patiently working upon it the crowded incidents of a
battle between Greeks and Trojans. Quite likely she was elaborat-
ing a pictured history of heroismsexhibited for her sake on the
tented field.

Nausicia, the Yacht-Gaited, knelt beside her, with a child’s con-
fiding freedom, and pointed to one of the completed figures,

¢ Who is that plumed hero, so valiant and lusty ; that one out-
topping the Arﬁives by his head and broad shoulders? If the
kind gods would only send me such a man for a husband!?

Helen brushed aside a tear, and tried to speak. Her heart was
in her throat. Their conversation was interrupted by the entrance
of Polyxena, the Very-Hospitable, whom all were glad to see.
With her came also Apscudes, Hater-of-White-Lies; Theano, the
Heavenly-Minded ; Kahanassa, Ruling-by-Beauty, %elicious despot-
ism ;) Kasandra, Sister-to-Heroes ; Euryclea, the Widely-Praised ;
Rhexenor, the Man-Breaker, ( her face full of gentleness and sun-
shine.) A good many others came, with names equally significant
of praiseworthy qualities.

1l grew tired of waiting. Kalianassa was so self-forgetful as to
disfigure her countenance with a yawn. Apseudes declared, with
a spice of indignation, that they were to be sold without a song ora
supper. Rhexenor proposed that King Alcinous should issue letters
of marque and reprisal against Potiphar’s larder. Alcinous lazily
veferred the matter to his wife, but rather favored the plan of a
levy on the wine-cellar. His goat-skin flask was nearly empty.
Supping with Duke Humphrey he had no relish for. At last, an
up-and-down rustling was heard in the hall, like the sound of a muf-
fled saw-mill. Zni¢ a hay-mow of silk flounces and farbelows, de-
corated as to its summit with ribbons, laces, nameless gew-gaws,
and rouge. Kurz Pacha was close behind. Acting as ifoat to
this sailing tun of Heidelberg, he surveyed the scene, like gyron’s

Corsair, with
¢ A laughing devil in his sneer and look.’
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As soon as the first buzz of astonishment had subsided, the non-
chalant embassador straightway addressed himself to the task of
presenting to Mrs. Potiphar her invited guests. If his intro-
ductions were made with some superfluity of flourish and wordi-
ness, it may be said in apology, that the whole affair had cost him
a heavy outlay of reading, costumin%, and some contrivance. It
was no trivial undertaking to bring Mrs. Potiphar into the flesh-
and-blood presence of beings who had lived so far away, so long
off, and then it might be only in the wayward fancy of an itine-
rant Hexametrist. The hour for a set speech had fully come.
‘While his Homeric hearers literally held their countenances, lest
an ill-timed giggle should betray the Fifth Avenue frame-work of
their assumed character, the Sennaar Embassador stroked his
moustache, exordially opened his mouth, and thus began :

¢ Mrs. Potiphar, allow me to make you acquainted with Miss
Nausicéa, only daughter of Alcinous, King of the ship-renowned
Phsacians. In spite of the royal blood in her veins, she thinks it
no shame to ride down to the sea-shore with female slaves, and
there to over-see that damp, starch-demanding horror of modern
house-keepers, that comes so befittingly after Sunday’s renewal of
the Christian graces. Current report has it that Nausicda is up
and about the house with the first blush of day: though fawn-
like and elastic, her shape tells you she was born to do somethin
useful, and to be something more than a piece of ornamenta
furniture,

¢ Miss Kalianassa, I know less than I would of your life and cha-
racter, but if they are true to your name, the beauty that serves
as your sceptre of authority must be something more than a thing
of mere shape and color and costume. It must be a subjective
quality, having its home in the heart : a beauty that keeps renew-
ing itself ‘out of the substance of gencrous qualities; that is not
too bright for human nature’s daily use ; that is not

¢ Faultily faultless, icily regular, splendidly null;’

that smiles out in cheerful serenity, with gleams of celestial ra-
diance, from the gray locks of sunny age.’

Mrs. Potiphar’s embarrassed eyes began to look at vacancy.
Her facial muscles twitched uneasily. The Pacha procecded as
unconcernedly as a clock ticking off the last moments of a
criminal.

¢You will hardly believe it, Mrs. Potiphar, that Calypso there,
80 busy with the golden shuttle, and looking as though her
thoughts were humming a pensive tune, always relies upon her
own skilful industry and taste for replenishing her wardrobe. She
always follows the same patterns too. Poor benighted rustic! we
maust gend her a monthly magazine, with colored fashion-plates at
the end of it. You will be startled to hear of her singular whims
on the subject of dress. She is obstinate in her conceit that there
ought to be some relation betwcen apparel and comfort. It is one
of her pet paradoxes that clothing should be adapted to climate
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and season, to individual character and social position. If she
were tired of life, and wanted to throw it off, as a burden, it would
be just like her to hit upon some off-hand process, without drag-
ging through a tedious course of self-caused consumption. It never
entered her unsophisticated fancy that one part of her earthly mis-
sion was to remind the human race of its mortality by moving
about in the similitude of an hour-glass, with lungs so pinched and
breath so short, that no great stretch of imagination would be
needed to supply the scythe-bearing skeleton.

¢The lady in mourning, whom your door-maid, not being
read in the classics, naturally mistook for a wet-nurse, is
Andromache, wife of Hector. She will never cease thinking
how her slain husband was dragged about the walls of Troy,
with his feet lashed to the chariot of Achilles. Had you seen
her when she parted from Hector, beneath the beech-tree near
the Scman gate, the sight would have haunted you for life.
You could never forget her sobbing accents, heard during
the pauses of the roaring battle, as she hung upon her husband’s
hand, telling him he was to her both father and mother and
brother, and begging him not to go again to that dreadful
field of slaughter. Could you have seen how her head drooped
lower and lower when Hector drew the dark picture of her pos-
sible future, in a distant house of bondage, plying the loom and
drawing water at the bidding of another; or how her eyes ran
over with a painful pleasure, when Hector laid aside his nodding
helmet that had frightened their child, and taking him in his arms,
Erayed the gods would make him a braver man than his sire; or

ow her frame shuddered when their last adieux were said, and she
moved homeward lingeringly, looking often back, with floods of
weeping : you, Mrs. Potiphar, in spite of case-hardened sensibi-
lities, would have been melted to sympathy ; you would have half
expected to see her petrify into another Niobe —into a marble,
immortal execration of the horrors of war!

‘ The lady in the corner, bending over a piece of Gobelin tapestry,
(the genuine article, by the way, Mrs. Potiphar, and more epic in
its vein than your unhappy rabbits with blue eyes and pink feet,
chasing lubberly butter-flies over narrow necks of corduroy mea-
dow, shaded by rheumatic willows ;) the lad¥ you are now look-
ing at — notice her drooping eye-lids, Mrs. Potiphar —is either
Mrs. Helen Menclaus or Mrs. Helen Alexander, I am not quite
clear which. In fact, public opinion has been divided. There was
talk of settling the question by a duel between the distinguished
claimants of her heart and hand. To tell you the blunt truth,
Mrs. Potiphar, without putting too fine a point upon it, Helen’s
reputation is slightly cracked. She thinks so herself. She has
been heard to call herself a ¢ dog-faced * individual. Mrs. Potiphar
will be rashly foolish if she thinks the atmosphere of her parlor
will be polluted by such a presence. Before thinking that thought,
Mrs. Potiphar should have the charity to remember with Rougert
Burns, not alone what has been yielded to, but also what has been
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resisted. . She should read the eighth chapter of the gospel ac-
cording to John, and inwardly digest the proverb that cautions
people who occupy vitreous domiciles against the danger of con-
verting themselves into temporary catapults for assailing passers-
by with projectiles that are hiable to be E)rcibly returned.’ '
Mrs. Potiphar began to grow red in the face, wondering to what
end all this unbridled talk would carry itself. She felt greatly re-
lieved at sight of the Celtic maid bringing in a delton or triangular
note on a silver waiter. The note happened to be written in Greek,
and Kurz Pacha was called upon to show the interpretation thereof.
Mrs. Penelope, the Web-Raveller, had sent aregret. She was much
occupied with domestic dutiesand cares. One of her tasks was the
weaving of a shroud (in accordance with a custom of her peopleg
for her father-in-law, the aged hero, Laertes. She hoped it woul
be long unneeded; already she had spent three years in weaving
this shroud, and would be glad to spend as many more, if she
could thus keep at a distance that coarse mob of roystering suitors
who pretended to be anxious to take the place, of Ulysses, now
twenty years absent and reported to be dead. She hoped Mrs.
Potiphar would not be in haste to think meanly of her weaving.
She had private reasons for wishing to pull a little wool over the
eyes of the suitors, who were so hearty and assiduous in their at-
tentions to the chess-board, the dinner-table, and the wine-cellar.
She was fully persuaded that any one of them was ready to marry
the princely estate of Ulysses, even with the melancholy incum-
brance of a griefstricken widow, half-demented by sorrow, and so
fascinated with the work of ornamental shroud-weaving, that she
spent a part of each night in unravelling what it cost her a day’s
labor to make. She would not dwell longer upon private griefs.
She was unfeignedly happy to be invited to share in the happiness
of Mrs. Potiphar. Before her was what seemed to be a memorial
tablet, announcing that Mrs. Potiphar was to be ¢at home’ that
evening. She had not been able to learn the full particulars of
what it meant, but her womanly instinct, that seldom went astray,
led her to infer that either Mr. Potiphar, like her own Ulysses,
had been absent on a long and perilous journey ; or her first house-
hold had been desolated by fire, tempest, or war. Now she had
reached the end of her troubles, and could appreciate the force of
a remark once made by her long-lost companion : ¢ There is nothing
sweeter or lovelier than for husband and wife to be keeping house,
like-minded in their plans. It was delightful to be safely ¢ at home’
after unwilling absence or denial of its comforts. Home was the
dearest spot on earth, and he was a profane wretch of a punster
who declared that homely women were so named because their
mission was to stay at home. She was glad to believe that no
ifts of beauty or wit, no womanly accomplishment, no social or
intellectual endowment could be too good for adorning the domes-
tic fire-side. Though often spoken of by partial friends as one of
the fairest of Homer’s heroines, shethe Web-Raveller, would prefer
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to be kindly thought of as one of the homeliest of home-loving
mothers.

It was ﬁlain that Kurz Pacha was improvising a kangaroo
codicil to Penelope’s brief regret. He saw he was detected, and
hastened to resume his own character. ‘I see that Mrs. Potiphar
is disappointed.’ (In point of fact, the tun of Heidelburg looked
as if every inch of its vast circumference was full of amazement
and vexation.) ‘I supposed it would be so. Nearness is apt to dis-
enchant, Familiarity breeds contempt. We are told by an old
writer, whose name adorns one of the empty gilt covers in your
husband’s never-opened library that what is unknown passes for
grand. JIgnotum pro magnifico. Seldom is a lady angelic to her
chamber-maid.’

‘What was said and done thereafter — shall it be told, or not ?

A M B I T I o N .

¢ 8emAK for me but one word that is unspoken!
Break for me but one seal that is unbroken!®

¢Ler my spirit drink in something,
Something from the well of lore,
That no other soul has tasted,
In the long years gone before.

This the craving of Ambition
As the lamp of life burned low;
This the earnest, wild petition :
¢Grant me something e’er I go.?

Ah! in vain the high up-lifting
Of a soul on life’'s wave tossed :

Toward eternity 't was drifting,
To the world forever loat.

Thus it is: with wild aspiring

To the hill-tops we would climb,
‘With unsatisfied desiring,

To transmit their names to time.

Vain the strife ; for life’s hours dwindling,
Keep each from the long-sought goal,

Though the fire seems newly kindling
That so long has lit the soul.

Is there not a life eternal,
Waning not with fleet years’ flight,
Full of knowledge deep, supernal,
For such souls as seek the light?
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DR. FRANCIS’ ADDRESS.*

Mgz. PRESIDENT SLoAN AND REGENTS OF THE CoLLEGE HOSPITAL :

It demands a hardy constitution to address so formidable an as-
semblage of the learned, the liberal, and the philanthropic as I now
see before me. Your courtesy has invited me, on this occasion,
as one of your guests. I recognize the honor with the fullest ap-
preciation. The circumstances which have led to this meeting of
the friends of medical science and humanity, are of no ordinary
character : it is the first time, I apprehend, that the patriotic and
benevolent inhabitants of this distingunished city have gathered to-
gether in their strength and power to do especial honor to an
event which, in its consequences, must prove of mighty benefit to
the interests of precious knowledge and the eflicient principles
which philanthropy sustains, Your general circular address has
most fittingly announced your beneficent intentions, to found a
Hospital for the relief of physical suffering and for the l};romotion
of tﬁe great art of healing. I have studied with care the plan of
your work as set forth in iour comprehensive exposition, and the
rules and ordinances by which the government of your noble insti-
tution is to be regulated. I think they will receive a hearty re-
cognition from all quarters. They are characterized by much
knowledge in the premises, and are marked by a maturity of judg-
ment to which the most experienced will give their assent. They
reflect honor upon the heads and hearts of the disinterested pro-
jectors of the great measure. . Solomon has said there is a time for
all things; I believe that time has arrived when you may put into
active operation the plans which doubtless have repeatedly ab-
sorbed your deliberations, and which you have but recently deter-
mined to make known to an enlightened community, for their pat-
ronage and support. You might have begun even earlier, but yon
are not too late. Prudential reasons are to be well scanned, and
projects, however wise, when dependent for success on fiscal
means, are never to be hastily entered upon. Yet your great and
commanding city has long felt the want of an establishment, such
as you this day have inangurated, notwithstanding the benefits
which you have long secured to the afflicted poor; and the most
skeptical must yield their doubts to the policy which at this time
prompts you to the performance of so great and praiseworthy an
undertaking as the organization of the Long Island College Hos-

ital,
P I am informed that Brooklyn exceeds considerably two hundred
thousand inhabitants ; and where, tell me, will you find a city of
that numerical population, in civilized society, without the organi-
zation of a hospital ? Inspect the numerous county towns or cities

r.JD'u'lnm at the Inauguration of the Long Island College Hospital, Brooklyn, on the third
of June, 5



168 Dr. Francis® Address. [August,

of Great Britain, many of them even of far less inhabitants, and
you will learn that provisions of a like Christian character pro-
claim the wisdom and humanity of their people. So, too, you will
find like demonstrations on the Continent. 'What was the popu-
lation of Philadelphia when the great American sage, Franklin,
g‘ojected the foundation of the Pennsylvania Hospital in 1752 ?

ot twenty thousand. 'What was the population of your neighbor,
the city of New-York, when Bard and Middleton, with Lieutenant-
Governor Moore, and the countenance of John Fothergill and other
philanthropists, projected the world-renowned hospital on Broad-
way, the first institution of that character in that metropolis ? Cer-
tainly in numbers at that period not twenty thousand people. On
the score of numbers, therefore, you have not been premature in
your operations.

Your mighty increase in inhabitants, your fiscal capabilities,
your intelligence, Kour Christian character, the denizens of a cit
of churches, your kindly nature, and your moral culture, all crie
aloud for the organization of the Institution we, at this time, are
convened to celebrate. Morcover, there are other reasons which
must work a happy influence in all time in behalf of your proceed-
ings. You justly boast a city whose location seems blessed with
almost every physical advantage. Your topographical situation is
signally advantageous ; your soil, your temperature, the very site
and structure of your ample Hospital, give a very favorable verdict
touching the sagacity and forethought that have controlled your
achievements, and demonstrate that yours is no tentative measure.
These are indeed striking facts, but too apparent to be longer
dwelt upon, and what is self-evident supersedes prolonged discus-
sion. Your enlightened head, with your Board of Regents, must
have been well apprised of all these circumstances Whiﬁ ‘selectin
the grounds and modifying the edifice you have now at comma.ng
for your public-spirited undertaking.

et there is another light in which I would look at your import-
ant work. The name you have assumed for your great charity is
significant. Long Island is not unknown in our patriotic history,
nor in the annals of American science, in medicine, in surgery, and
in the kindred departments of knowledge. It is in a remarkable
degree prominent as the birth-place of many of the most distin-
guished individuals who have, during the past two or three gen-
crations, flourished in our profession as able and enlightened culti-
vators of the divine art of healing. On this occasion I am neces-
sarily restricted, and must be satisfied with the briefest notice of
your native worthies who have signalized themselves in other
walks of life. There is assuredly an intellectual atmosphere among
you, judging from your products. You have given the nation
men of high eminence in jurisprudence, and in legislation: Jones,
Kissam, Colden, Furman, and your present representative at a for-
eign court, who has manifested in the most indisputable manner his
claims to the title of a lover of American history, by his liberality
in diffusing the early history of De Vries and other rare works il-
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lustrative of our colonial condition. Your roll is ample with the
inscription of many of our most renowned medical worthies. Some
of those who have added to the glory of scientific and practical
medicine, whose birth-place was Long Island, and others who by
a long residence with you have become identified with your an-
nals, men whose memories you delight to cherish, have flourished
in that vocation with signal benefit to the common weal. For ex-
ample, Ogden and Muirson and John Bard ; the last named pre-
eminent for great practical sagacity, and as the author of an elabo-
rate paper on your fevers: the two former universally known for
their active and successful innovation on the therapeutical man-
agement of the once formidable malignant sore-throat distemper.
Then you justly boast as their birth-place of those two surgical
worthies, Wright Post and Richard S. Kissam, so long in the
foremost rank in surgical skill in New-York. You claim Val
entine Seamen, the early and zealous promoter of vaccination in
New-York, and as if to crown the column which records your in-
digenous worth, you summon to recollection the philosopher so
prominent for varied knowledge and for excellence in natural
science, the late Samuel Latham Mitchill, the prolific author on
physical investigations, and whose reputation fills both hemispheres ;
and the illustrious surgeon, Valentine Mott, the founder of Clinical
Surgery in America and still in the exercise of his great calling in the
adjacent metropolis. Will you tolerate me if to these great names
I add the honors you have received by your Island being selected
as the chosen residence in their declining years of Lieutenant-Go-
vernor Colden, that savan of many sciences, the associate of Kalm
and Bartram, and of Franklin, and who was the first who taught
Americans the Linnman System of Botany ? Moreover, you can
record that the last years of a long life were passed by the .}I)a-
. triotic and incorruptible Judge Egbert Benson at your famed Ja-
maica ; that here Rufus King, the statesman, sought repose from
public cares; and that the late Governor Clinton, the founder of
your vast system of internal improvement, deemed Long Island
the most gratifying of residences, in his hours of leisure, if so be
that this illustrious patriot could ever secure hours of relaxation
from great public responsibilities.

Facts of this nature speak in loud accents of your healthy Island.
But for a moment turn to another proof in behalf of your benig-
nant soil and your salutiferous clime. You cannot have forgotten
the once flourishing Botanical Garden, established at Flushing, by
‘William Prince, once rich in native and exotic plants, a place of
familiar resort by the eminent naturalists of the time, and where
scientific botany was furnished with the richest specimens for illus-
tration of the then almost universally adopted system of the great
Swede. Where did the naturalist, Alexander Wilson, find some of
his richest specimens for ornithological illustration, but in your na-
tive woods? 'Was not the piercing eye of Audubon in like man-
ner gratified? Where did Michaux obtain some of the proudest
forest trees to enrich the botanical garden of Paris, but among
your native oaks and lofty sycamores? Of the four or five thou.
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sand varieties of the apple noticed by the pomologist, is not the
Newtown pippin the first in excellence ? And if the scientific ich-
thyologist penetrate the ample and beautiful waters which sur-
round you, such a naturalist, for instance, as your late Dr. De Kay,
do you not learn that the rivers and the bays within your sight are
more prolific of the various tribes of fishes than perhaps any other
region yet discovered ?

1t is now almost a century and a half since Dr. Colden, after-
wards Lieutenant-Governor, wrote his account of the climate of
this district of country. He pronounced it to be most excellent
of its kind, pure, free from pestilential sources of disease, of sur-
passing efficacy for the relief of pulmonary disorders ; and De Vries,
lately translated from the Dutch by your Minister at the Nether-
lands, the Hon. Mr. Murphy, and other writers of an earlier date
than Colden, promulgated similar doctrines. All this gives coun-
tenance to what has so often in our day been asserted, and just-
ifies the policy of your selection for this site of your great charity.
Many of this audience doubtless retain a strong recollection of the
high estimation now perhaps some thirty or forty years ago, which
the Bath House at Bath enjoyed, as a most fitting institution for
the resort of invalids from even remote parts of the Union. The
shore of Bath was selected as the spot for the institution which
was there established, an institution of that nature among the ear-
liest in our country. The late Dr. Richard Bayley had the saga-
city to make the choice, and in his decision he received the coun-
tenance of those two practical men, Drs. John and Samuel Bard,
and I know not that tge topography of the place has forfeited its
renown. Bayley, who may be deemed the originator of our quar-
antine system, was of all men best qualified to give a safe opinion,
both from his professional knowledge and his minute acquaintance
with contiguous localities. I state these popular facts, not in the
possession of all, as still further tending to confirm your wisdom
in recognizing Brooklyn as the very place for your College insti-
tution.

But I here pause. If in the economy of human affairs there be
any thing like an elective affinity or an associate relationship, does
it not seem apparent from even our hasty and imperfect review,
that there is a remarkable fitness in your patriotic attempt to es-
tablish a hospital in a location so characterized in its topography,
80 bountiful in its produects, so rich in healthy influences? Na-
ture and art, Gop and man, seem to indicate the Ero riety of
ﬁour proceedings, and to justify that wise energy with which you

ave consummated your labors. You need no laudations of mine
in behalf of the work of beneficence you have erected. The a
tolic principles which have controlled your movements have found
an issue at which the Christian philosopher congratulates himself,
and he who is a proper disciple of the Hippocratian art, rejoices
with unspeakable satisfaction ; for hospitals are an emanation of
Christian promptin I will detain you but a moment longer.
You have, with professional discrimination, in your circular, stated
the vast importance of your new institution as a school for clinical
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instruction, and you have reéchoed the sentiments of every sound
medical man that the safe and profitable knowledge which must
%)lvem the physician must be derived from clinical experience.

e bedside is the fountain from which must flow that wisdom
which the disciple of Hippocrates summons to his aid in order to
fulfil the vast trusts confided to his care. Herein is it that the
Hospital is to prove a mighty blessing to the people. Thousands,
indeed, may enter it as a refuge from poverty and common infirm-
ities; but your great triumphs are to be announced in the re-
storation of tens of thousands of the sick inmates who, in the pro-
gress of time, may occupy your wards; triumphs secured by a
sound pathology and the clinical wisdom of your enlightened pre-
scribers. Within your collegiate walls the student is to look for
practical medicine and surgery, and the records of medical science
receive new confirmations by the illustrations of your clinique, or
be rejected as fabulous by the result of your bed-side revelations.
You may receive collateral support in divers ways to sustain your
charity : the rock upon which your Hospital is to stand, is clinical
science : no other foundation, in this day of acute inquiry, will be
safe either for the prescribed or the prescriber. The Hospital is
the College for the physician and the surgeon, says John Aber-
nethy. I have said on more than on one occasion, that you might
a8 well attempt to teach practical navigation in a sylvan retreat as
the art of healing without clinical instruction. Without the gift
of prophesy I think I foresee that national blessings must be de-
rived From the Long Island College Hospital, both to the profess-
ors of our high calling and to the afflicted participators of your
disinterested bounty. The galaxy of female excellence which
graces this meeting, gives a double assurance that the virtuous and
the humane are enlisted in the support of your beneficent plan. I
will add no more,

N B C B 8 81T Y.

No claims lay I unto the art
Which make a poet’s name divine:
In idle moods 1 weave my rhyme,
Nor hope to reach a single heart.

‘Where crimson blooms bend down the boughs,
And lush and green the grasses grow,
I see the brown-thrush come and go,

And hear him chant his love-sweet vows.

I know he cannot help but trill

His golden songs upon the air;

The %road earth is so grand and fair,
He cannot help it if he will.

And so I sing these useless songs,
Although no rare and golden thought,
Upon tﬁe un;,;led web is wrought
That to the poet’s work belongs. R. A. Oaxxs.



172 Our Portrait. [August,

0O U R P O RTU R A IT.

Ouz readers will agree with us in thinking that no more appro-
priate ¢ counterfeit presentment ’ could grace the KNICKERBOCKER
than that of the benign, intelligent, and venerable features of a son
of New-York, than whom no one has done more to illustrate her
local history and signalize her public spirit. Those who desire a
more elaborate portrait will do well to subscribe to Mr. Jackman’s
beautiful engraving just published. Dr. Francis was one of our
earliest contributors, and has always been the staunch friend of
Maca. Some of his most genial and valuable reminiscences of
character and famous men originally graced our pages; and to
them we add, in the present number, the latest specimen of his
felicitous improvisation on a recent most interesting occasion in a
neighboring city. A written sketch of the traits and career of
Dr, Francis is almost superfluous. During half a centary of
practice in the healing art, the lives of some of our most emi-
nent citizens in exigencies of great peril, have been saved by his
promptitude, sagacity, and vigilance; and two generations of
mothers behold in him a benefactor in the hour of their greatest
anguish and joy ; and thus the name of the ¢ Good Physician > has be-
come a household word, and his presence a familiar blessing ; but, as
caterers to the literary public, we recognize an enthusiastic cultiva-
tor of letters, and a disinterested lover of genius, in our favorite
son of Esculapius, and cannot avoid accompanying his portrait
with some account of his character as a man of society and author-
ship. Mr, Poe, in a graphic but slightly over-colored sketch, thus
admirably paints the address and conversational powers of Dr.
Francis :

¢ His address is the most genial that can be conceived — its bonhommie irre-
sistible. He speaks in a loud, clear, hearty tone, dogmatically, with his head
thrown back and his chest out; never waits for an introduction to any lady ;
slaps a perfect stranger on the back, and calls him ¢ Doctor’ or ¢ learned Theban ;’
pats every lady on the head, and (if she be pretty and petite) deaiﬁntes her by
some such title as ¢ My pocket edition of the Lives of the Saints.’ His conversa-
tion proper is a sort of Roman punch, made up of tragedy, comedy, and the
broadest of all possible farces. He has a natural, felicitous flow of talk, alwa;
over-swelling the boundaries and sweeping every thing before it, right and le
He is very earnest, intense, emphatic ; thumpe the table with his fist ; shocks the
nerves of the ladies.’ .

Our friend Dr. A. K, Gardner writes:

* WHo does not know the venerable Docror ? — the mentor of the profession, the
kindly assistant of the young aspirant in any pursuit, particularly in that most
difficult of all in which to get a start, the medical! The Docror is the centre of
New-York, and his presence is necessary to every public meeting. The antiqua-
rians, the printers, the politicians, the literati, the artist, the KxicxxrpoCcKER,
gentle women, the men in rule, his own profession, all look to him as an essential
to their counsels, their circles and their well-being. As an antiquarian, his long
life, his acquaintance, friendly and professional, with all the men of note who
have ever visited New-York, and his extraordinary memory of dates, persons, and
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events, combine to place him, independently of his being the second oldest mem-
ber of the Historical Society, at the very head of the antiquarians of New-York.
As a printer, he has himself ‘composed’ his own composition, and has handled
the composing-stick as deftly as subsequently the lancet. A politician, an uncom-
promising and straightforward CLay and WEBSTER Whig, he is respected by all par-
ties, and is consulted professionally by all grades, from Senator Fisa to Bancrosr
and Saunpers. His house is the general meeting-place for the literati, who in him
have always found a ready friend, a liberal patron, and a judicious critic. While
revolving in various orbs, here the DocTor is the centre. Perhaps a literary life,
if it were necessary to eschew all but one, would be the most to the Docror's
taste. He is an exceedingly able writer; while strength of thought most charac-
terizes his literary productions, fgw would pass them by without particular notic-
ing the JomNsoNIAN elegance of his language. Somewhat pollysyllabic in his
words there is an aptitude of expression and an affluence of language which never
wearies by its tautology, or tires by its sameness. His literary productions are as
diversified as science, and almost as numerous as the days of his life.* In almost
all branches of human inquiry, he has roved with wandering foot, plucking here
a flower to adorn his own mental cabinet, and there dropping a fruitful seed to
be obscrved blossoming and fructifying by the next traveller in that region. To
him might be applied with more than usual pertinence the old line :

¢Nthil tetigit quod non ornavit. ’

¢ He is therefore an appropriate centre for the intellectual %aluy of this metro-
polis. Occasionally this position is held in public, when the distinguished are
gathered together in solemn conclave, and daily at his hospitable board may bo
seen some visitor in New-York. But of an evening one may drop in and find a
genial gathering, surrounded by the smoke of their own cigars. One is at home
here — and so is the DocTor, if not professionally engaged. TuckerMaN keeps his
classicality for his AppisoN1AN books, and is full of anecdote and humeor; Gris-
woLp, fiery, sarcastic, and captious ; DUYCRINCK critical ; MELVILLE (when in town)
taciturn, but genial, and when warmed-up, capitally racy and pungent; painters
and sculptors, men of deeds, not words, and among them, rarely seen abroad, the
friend of SHELLEY and BrroN. The Docror himself is glorious, when no lumbago
or fresh bronchial attack dispirits. We want to learn something respecting some
person now dead and gone. We have but to start the hare, and he is soon run
down: ‘Born in 17 —, died in 18 —, married to Miss ——, third daughter of —,"
says the statistical and ever-prompt Mr. RAPELYE, (who, the DocTor remarks, is
the lineal descendant of the firat white child born on this island.) The Docror
professionally attended the family through several generations, and thus a stream
of valuable information is poured out upon the desired subject.’

One of his friends, who will be recognized by his initials, has, in
the following impromptu verses, written some years ago, in the
album of one of the family, sketched very faithfully a portrait of
the medical Nestor of New-York:

* Dr. FRANCIS was a frequent contributor to the earlier volumes of the KNICKERBOCKER MAGA-
zivk.  In one of his articles there is a rich display of dotical matter touching the career of
both Cookx and KeaN. The Doctor’s epitaph on Cooxr’s Monument in St. PauL's Church-yard is
widely known and appreciated for its correctness. Dr. Fraxcis, in connection with Dr, Hosacx,
edited the American and Meaical Register, and with Drs. DYCKMAN and Bxck the Now- York
Medical and Physical Journal. The Family Mugaeine, Ki 's Amerioan Biography,
Wutson's Annals, and Dunlap's IHistories of the Stage and Arts of Design, also owed much to
his fertile pen. The following is an incomplete list of the DocTor's writings. We have recently
heard that his medical papers will shortly be gathered for publication :

First: An Address before the Horticultural Society, New-York, 1880.

Second : An Address delivered on the Anniversary of the Philolexian Soclety of Columbia
College, New-York, May 15, 1831.

Third : Letter on the Cholera Asphyxia, New-York, 1832,

Fourth : Observations on the Mineral Waters of Avon, Livingston County, New-York, 1884.

Fifth : Discourse upon the opening of the New Hall of the New-York Lyceum of Natural His-
story, New-York, 1851.

Sixth : Aoniversary Discourse before the New-York Academy of Medicine, Now-York, 1847,

Saventh : Inaugural Address before the Academy of Medicine, 1848,

Kighth : Address to the President-elect, VALENTINE MoTT, 1849,

Ninth : Old New-York ; or, Reminlscences of the Past Bixty Years, 1338,
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‘THBRB DOOCTOR.

¢ Wao roams the town from morn till night,
Dispensing health from left to right,
And doing good with all his might ?
The Docror.

¢ Who with facetious word and smile,
The heart of patients doth beguile,
More than the flute of Mr. KyLe ?
The Docror.

¢ Who bears the living features strong,
That to our country’s sage belong,
Whose praises are his constant song ?
The Doctor.

¢ Who by the hour can facts relate,
Of men who ruled the schools or state,
A votary of the truly great ?
The Docros.

¢ Who old physicians by the score,
With Cray and Kang, or HaNNAR MorE,
In fond remembrance will explore ?
The Docror,

¢ Who on the sick-bed oft hath seen,
TroupuLL and GaRciA, Cookk and Kxax,
And other geniuses I ween ?
The Docror.

¢ Whose head by waving hoar-locks crowned,
With varied knowledge doth abound,
And thoughts vivacious and profound ?
The Docror.

¢ Who, on some memorable night,
Gives mental epicures delight,
And fills all envious rogues with spite ?
The Docror.

¢ Who, with a never-failing zest,
In pleasant intervals of rest,
Gives hearty welcome to each guest ?
The Docror,

¢ Who on the sofa loves to sit,
And see his wife beside him knit,
‘While scintillates her ready wit ?
The Docror.

¢ And when the cruel bell doth ring,
Who frowning from the couch doth spring,
Doff his gray jacket and take wing?
The Docror.

¢Who comfort often doth forego,
And meet the rage of sun or snow,
Because he never can say no ?
The Dqcror.
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* Who thinks that Pleasure comprehends,
Books where great truth with reason blends,
Green tea, cigars, and genial friends ?

. The Docror.

¢ What ornithologist so strange,
For all the birds that air do range
His darling Hawks * would ne’er exchange ?
The Docros.

¢ Who wears the academic bay, ¢
For honor more than gold doth pray,
And likes a chat with RaPELYE ?
The Docror.
¢ New- York, Oolober 24th, 1850, X T.T.)

THE BLUE-BELLS OF NEW-ENGLAND,

THE roses dre a regal troop,
And humble folks the daisies ;

But, Blue-bells of New-England,
To you I give my praises:

To you, fair phantoms in the sun,
‘Whom merry Spring discovers,
With blue-birds for your laureates,

And honey-bees for lovers !

The south-wind breathes, and lo! ye throng
This rugged land of ours:
Methinks the pale blue clouds of May
Drop down, and turn to flowers!
By cottage-doors, along the roads,
You show your winsome faces,
And, like the spectre lady, haunt
The lonely woodland places !

All night your eyes are closed in sleep,
But open at the dawning ;

Such simple faith as yours can see
Gob's coming in the morning.

You lead me, by your holiness,
To pleasant ways of duty :

You set my thoughts to melody,
You fill me with your beauty.

And you are like the eyes I love,
So modest and so tender,
Just touched with morning’s glorious light,
And evening’s gentle splendor.
Long may the heavens give you rain,
The sun-shine its caresses,
Long may the little girl I love
Entwine you in her tresses | T. B. ALDRION.

®.Rev. Dr. HAwxS.
4 He was long President of the New-York Academy of Medicine.
$ Goorax B. RAPELYS, Esq., & venerable KxioxxzBOoCKER friend, of Huguenot desoent and anti-

quarian knowledge.
VOL. LII 12



176 The Golden Ingot. [August,

T HE @ OLDEN INGOT.

I HAD just retired to rest, with my eyes almost blind with the
study of a new work on Physiology, by M. Brown-Sequard, when
the night-bell was pulled violently.

It was winter, and I confess 1 mbled as I rose and went
down stairs to open the door. Twice that week I had been
aroused long after mid-night on the most trivial causes. Once, to
attend upon the son and heir of a wealthy family, who had cut his
thumb with a pen-knife, which, it seems, he insisted on taking to
bed with him, And once to restore a young gentleman to con-
sciousness, who had been found by his horrigeg parent stretched
insensible on the stair-case. Diachylon in the one case, and am-
monia in the other, were all that my patients required ; and I had
a faint suspicion that the present summons was perhaps occasioned
by no case more necessitous than those I have quoted. I was too
young in my profession, however, to neglect opportunities. It is
only when a physician rises to a very large practice that he can
afford to be inhuman. I was on the first step of the ladder, so I
humbly opened my door.

A woman was standing ankle-deep in the snow that lay upon
the stoop. I caught but a dim glimpse of her form, for the night
was cloudy ; but% could hear her teeth rattling like castanets, and
as the sharp wind blew her clothes close to her form, I could de-
tect from the sharpness of the outlines that she was very scantily
supplied with raiment.

¢Come in, come in, my good woman,” I said hastily, for the
wind seemed to catch eagerly at the opportunity of makintiriotself
at home in my hall, and was rapidly forcing an entrance ugh
the halfopen door. ¢Come in, you can tell me all you have to
communicate inside.’

She slipped in like a ghost, and I closed the door. 'While I was
striking a light in my office, I could hear her teeth still clicking
out in the dark hall, till it seemed as if some skeleton was chatter-
ing. Assoon as I obtained a light I begged her to enter the
room, and without occupying myself garticularly about her ap-
pearance, asked her abruptly what her business was.

¢ My father has met with a scvere accident,’ she said, ‘and re-
ggirels instant surgical aid. I entreat you to come to him imme-

iately.’

Thg freshness and the melody of her voice startled me, Such
voices rarely if ever issue from any but beautiful forms, I looked
at her attentively, but owing to a nondescript species of shawl in
which her head was wrapped, I could discern nothinﬁ beyond
what seemed to be a pale, thin face, and large eyes. Her
was lamentable. An old silk, of a color now unrecognirable, clang
to her figure in those limp folds which are so eloquent of misery.
The creases where it had been folded were worn nearly through
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and through, and the edges of the skirt had decayed into a species
of irregular fringe, which was clotted and discolored with mud.
Her shoes — which were but half-concealed by this scanty gar-
ment — were shapeless and soft with moisture. Her hands were
hidden under the ends of the shawl which covered her head, and
hung down over a bust, the outlines of which, although angular,
seemed to possess a certain grace.

A nameless air of mystery which seemed to hang over this
wretched edifice, created in me a certain curiosity. Poverty, when
partially shrouded, seldom fails to interest ; witness the statue of
the Veiled Beggar, by Monti.

¢In what manner was your father hurt?’ I asked in a tone
considerably softened from the one in which I put my first ques-
tion.

¢ He blew himself up, Sir, and is terribly wounded.’

¢Ah! He is in some factory then ?°

¢ No, Sir, he is a chemist.’ .

¢ A chemist — why, he is a brother professional. Wait an in-
stant and I will slip on my coat and go with you. Do you live
far from here ?°

¢ In the Seventh Avenue, not more than two blocks from the end
of this street.’

¢ So much the better. We will be with him in a few minutes.
Did you leave any one in attendance on him ?°*

¢No, Sir. He will allow no one but myself to enter his labora-
tory. And injured as he is, I could not induce him to quit it.’

¢ Indeed ! iie is engaged in some great discovery, perhaps? I
hav‘; known such ca,lses.(’1 ith : 2denl

e were passing under a lamp-post, and the woman suddenly
turned and glnredgat me with a log’lg of such wild terror, that for
an instant I involuntarily glanced round me under the impression
that some terrible peril, unseen by me, was menacing us both.

‘Do n’t — don’t ask me any questions,” she said breathlessly.
‘He will tell you all you want. But do, oh! do hasten — good
Gop! he may be dead by this time!?

I made no reply, but allowed her to grasp my hand, which she
did with a bony, nervous clutch, and endeavored with some diffi-
culty to keep pace with the long strides — I might well call them
bounds, for they seemed the springs of a wild animal rather than
the pace of a young girl — with which she covered the ground.
Not a word more was uttered until we stopped before a shabby
old-fashioned tenement house in the Seventh Avenue, not far
above Twenty-third. Street. She pushed the door open with a
convulsive pressure, and still retaining hold of my hand, literally
dragged me up-stairs, to what seemed to be a back off-shoot to
the main building, as high, perhaps, as the fourth story. In a mo-
ment more I found myself in a moderately-sized chamber, lit by a
single lamp. In one corner, stretched motionless on a wretched
pallet-bed, I beheld what I supposed to be the figure of my patient.
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¢ He is there,’ said the girl ; ¢ go to him. See if he is dead — I
dare not look.’

1 made my way as well as I could through the numberless di-
lapidated chemical instruments with which the room was crowded.
A French chafing-dish, supported on an iron tripod, had been
over-turned and was lying across the floor, while the charcoal, still
warm, was scattered around in various directions. Crucibles,
alembics, and retorts were confusedly piled in various corners, and
on a small table I saw distributed in separate bottles a number of
mineral and metallic substances, which I recognized as antimony,
mercury, plumbago, arsenic, borax, ete. It was veritably the
apartment of a poor chemist. All the apparatus had the air of be-
ing bought second-hand. There was none of that lustre of exqui-
sitely annealed glass, and highly polished metals, which es
one in the laboratory of the prosperous analyst. The make-shifts
of poverty were every where visible. The crucibles were broken,
or gallipots were used instead of crucibles. The ocolored tests
were not in the usual transparent vials, but were placed in ordi-

black bottles. There is nothing more melancholy than to be-
hold Science or Art in distress. A threadbare scholar, a tattered
book, or a battered violin, are mute appeals to our sympathies.

I approached the wretched pallet-bed on which the victim of
chemistry was lying. He breathed heavily, and had his head
turned toward the wall. I lifted his arm gently to arouse his at-
tention.

¢‘How goes it, my poor friend ?* I asked him. ¢ Where are
yo‘Ilnhur“” if led by th d of h

a moment, a8 if startled by the sound of my voice, he spran,
up in his bed, and cowered up against the wall ﬂke a wild M
driven to bay.

¢Who are you? I don’t know you. Who brought you here?
You are a stranger. How dare you come into my private rooms
to spy upon me??

And as he uttered this rapidly with a frightfal nervous energy,
I beheld a pale distorted face, draped with long gray hair, g
at me with a mingled expression of fury and terror.

‘I am no spy,’% answered mildly. ¢I heard that you had met
with an accident, and have come to cure you. I am Dootor
Luxor, and here is my card.’

The old man took the card and scanned it rly.

¢ You are a physician ?? he inquired dist: y.

¢ And sargeon also.?

. “You are bound by oath not to reveal the secrets of your pa-
tients. .

¢ Undoubtedly.’

‘I am afraid that I am hurt,’ he continued faintly, half sinking
back in the bed.

I seized the oppportunity to make a brief examination of his
body. I found that the arms, a portion of the chest, and some of
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the face terribly scorched ; but it seemed to me that there was
nothing to be apprehended but pain. :
¢ You will not reveal any thing that you may learn here ? ? gaid
the old man, feebly fixing his eyes on my face while I was apply-
inq some soothing ointment to the burns. ¢ You will promise me ¢
nodded assent.

¢ Then I will trust you. Cure me — I will pay you well.’

I could soarce help smiling. If Lorenzo dell)&iedici, conscious of
millions of ducats in his coffers, had been addressing some leech
of the period, he could not have spoken with a loftier air than this
inhabitant of the fourth story of a tenement house in the Seventh
Avenue.

¢ You must keep quiet,’ ¥ answered. ¢ Let nothing irritate you.
I will leave a composing draught with your daughter, which she
will give you immediately. I will see you in the morning. You
will be well in a week.’

¢ Thank Gop !’ came in & murmur from a dusk corner near the
door. I turned and beheld the dim outline of the girl standing
with clasped hands in the gloom, and projecting eager eyes
through the dim chamber.

¢ My daughter !’ screamed the old man, once more leaping up
in the bed with renewed vitality. ¢ You have seen her then?
when ? where? Oh! may a thousand cur —?

¢Father! father! Any thing — any thing but that. Don’t,
do n’t curse me !’ and the poor girl, rushing in, flung herself sob-
bing on her knees beside his pallet.

¢Ah! Brigand! you are there, are you? 8ir, said he, turn-
ing to me, ‘I am the most unhappy man in the world. Talk
of Sysiphus rolling the ever-recolling stone— of Prometheus
gnawed by the vulture since the birth of Time. The fa-
bles yet live. There is my rock, forever crushing me back.
There is my eternal vulture feeding upon my heart! There —
there — there !’ and with an awful gesture of malediction and
hatred, he pointed with his wounded hand, swathed and shapeless
vg(iith bandages, at the cowering, sobbing, wordless woman by his
side.

I was too much horror-stricken to attempt even to soothe him.
The anger of blood against blood has an electric power which par-
alyzes bystanders,

¢ Listen to me, Sir,” he continued, ¢ while I skin this painted vi-

er. I have your oath. You will not reveal. I am an alchemist,
ir, Since I was twenty-two years old, I have pursued the won.-
derful and subtle secret. Yes! to unfold the mysterious Rose
rded with such terrible thorns, to decipher the wondrous Table
of Emerald, to accomplish the mystic nuptials of the Red King
and the White Queen, to marry them soul to soul and body to
body forever and ever, in the exact proportions of land and wa-
ter, such has been my sublime aim — such has been the splendid
feat that I have accomplished.’
I recognized at a glance in this incomprehensible farrago the
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argot of the true alchemist. Ripley, Flamel, and others have sup-
plied the world in their works with the melancholy spectacle of a
scientific Bedlam.

¢ Two years since,’ continued the poor man, growing more and
more excited with every word that he uttered ; ¢ two years since,
I succeeded in solving the great problem —in transmuting the
baser metals into gold.  None but myself, that girl, and Gop knows
the privations I had suffered up to that time. Food, clothing, air,
exercise, every thing but shelter, was sacrificed toward the one
great end. Success at last crowned my labors. That which Ni-
cholas Flamel did in 1882, that which George Ripley did at
Rhodes in 1460, that which Alexander Sethon and Michael Scudi-
vogius did in the seventcenth century,I did in 1856. I made

old! I said to myself: ‘I will astonish New-York more than

lamel did Paris’ He was a poor copyist, and suddenly launched
into magnificence. I had scarce a rag to my back — I would rival
the Medicis. I made gold every day. I toiled night and morn-
ing — for I must tell you that I never was able make more than
a certain quantity at a time, and that by a process almost entirely
dissimilar to those hinted at in those books of alchemy I had
hitherto consulted ; but I had no doubt that facility would come
with experience, and that ere long I would be able to eclipse in
wealth the richest sovereigns of the earth.

¢So I toiled on. Day after day I gave to this girl here what
gold I succeeded in fabricating, telling her to store it away, after
supplying our necessities. I was astonished to perceive that we
lived as poorly as ever. I reflected, however, that it was perhaps
a commendable piece of prudence on the part of my daughter.
Doubtless, I said, she argues that the less we spend the sooner we
shall accumulate a capital wherewith to live at ease; so thinking
her course a wise one, I did not reproach her with her niggardli-
ness, but toiled on amid want with closed lips.

¢ The gold which I fabricated was, as I said before, of an inva-
riable size, namely, a little ingot worth perhaps thirty or forty-five
dollars. In two years I calculated that I had made five hundred
of these ingots, which, rated at an average of thirty dollars a piece,
would amount to the gross sum of fifteen thousand dollars, After
deducting our slight expenses for two years, we ought to have
nearly fourteen thousand dollars left. It was time, I thought, to
indemnify myself for my years of suffering, and surround my child
and myself with such moderate comforts as our means allowed. I
went to my daughter and explained to her that I desired to make
an encroachment upon our little hoard. To my utter amazement
she burst into tears and told me that she had not got a dollar;
that the entire of our wealth had been stolen from her. Almost
overwhelmed by this new misfortune, I in vain endeavored to dis-
cover from her in what manner our savings had been plundered.
She could afford me no explanation, beyond what I might gather
from an abundance of sobs and a copious flow of tears.

‘It was a bitter blow, Doctor, but ¢ nil desperandum® was my
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motto, so I went to work at my crucible again with redoubled en
ergy, and made an ingot nearly every second day. I determined
this time to put them in some secure place myself; but the very
first day I set my apparatus in order for the projection, the girl
Marian — that is my daughter’s name — came weeping to me, and
implored of me to allow her to take care of our treasure. I re-
fused her decisively, saying that having found her already incapa-
ble of filling the trust, I could place no faith in her again. But
she persisted, clung to my neck, threatened to abandon me, in
short, used so many of the bad but irresistible arguments known to
women, that I had not the heart to refuse her, She has since that
time continued to take the ingots.

¢ Yet you behold,’ continued the old alchemist casting an inex-
pressibly mournful glance around the wretched apartment, ¢ you
see the way we live. Our food is insufficient and of bad quality ;
we never buy any clothes; the rent of this hole is a mere nothing.
‘What am I to think of the wretched girl who plunges me into this
misery ? Is she a miser, think you? or a female gamester ? or —
or — does she squander it riotously in places I know not of? O
doctor, doctor! do not blame me if I heap imprecations on her
head, for I have suffered bitterly!> The poor man here closed
his eyes, and sank back groaning on his bed.

This singular narrative excited in me the strangest emotions, I
glanced at the girl Marian, who had been a patient listener to
these horrible accusations of cupidity, and never did I behold a
more angelic air of resignation than was spread over her counte-
nance. It was im ossible that any one with those pure, limpid
eyes, that calm, broad forehead, that child-like mouth, could be
such & monster of avarice or deceit as the old man represented.
The thing was plain enough; the alchemist was mad — what al-
chemist was there ever who was not ? — and his insanity had taken
this terrible shape. I felt an inexpressible pity move my heart for
this poor girl, whose youth was burdened with such an awful sor-
row.

¢ What is your name ?* I asked the old man, taking his tremu-
lous fevered hand in mine.

¢ William Blakelock,” he answered. ‘I come of an old Saxon
stock, Sir, that bred true men and women in former days. Gob!
how did 1t ever come to pass that such a one as that girl there
ever sprang from our line !’

The glance of loathing and contempt that he cast at her, made
me shudder.

‘ May you not be mistaken in your daughter?’ I said very
mildly ; ¢delusions with regard to alchemy are, or have been,
very common —’

¢ What, Sir ?° cried the old man, bounding in his bed. ¢ What ?
do you doubt that gold can be made? Do you know, Sir, that
M. C. Théodore Tiffereau made gold at Paris in the year 1854 in
the presence of M. Levol, the assayer of the Imperial Mint, and
the result of the experiments read before the Aca.g:my of Sciences
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on the sixteenth of October of the same year? But stay, you shall
have better proof yet. I will pay you with one of my ingots, and
you shall attend me until I am well —— Get me an ingot |

This last command was addressed to Marian, who was still kneel-
ing close to her father’s bed-side. I observed her with some curi-
osity as this mandate was issued. She became very pale, clasped
her hands convulsively, but neither moved nor made any reply.

. ¢ Get me an ingot, I say |’ reiterated the alchemist passionately.

She fixed her large eyes imploringly upon him. Her hﬂ: quivered,
and two huge tears rolled slowly down her white cheeks.

¢Obey me, wretched girl,’ cried the old man in an agitated
voice, ¢ or I swear by all that I reverence in Heaven and earth,
that I will lay my curse upon you forever !’

I felt for an instant-that I ought perhaps to interfere, and spare
the girl the anguish that she was so evidently suffering ; but a
powerful curiosity to see how this strange scene would terminate
withheld me. ’

The last threat of her father, uttered as it was with a terrible
vehemence, seemed to appall Marian. She rose with a sudden
leap, as if a serpent had stung her, and rushing into an inner apart-
ment, returned with a small object in her hand, which she p|
in my hand, and then flung herself in a chair in a distant corner
of the room weeping bitterly. :

¢ You see — you see,’ said the old man sarcastically, ¢ how re-
luctantly she parts with it. Take it, Sir, it is yours.’

It was a small bar of metal. I examined it carefully, poised it
in my hand — the color, weight, every thing announced that it
really was gold.

¢ You doubt its genuineness, perhaps ?* continued the alchemist.
¢ There are acids on yonder table — test it.?

I confess that I did doubt its genuineness, but after I had acted
upon the old man’s suggestion, all further suspicion was rendered
impossible. It was gold of the highest purity. I was astounded.

as then, after all, this man’s tale a truth? Was his daughter,
that fair, angelic-looking creature a-demon of avarice, or a slave
to worse passions? I felt bewildered. I had never met with
any thing so incomprehensible. I looked from father to daughter
in the blankest amazement. I suppose that my countenance be-
trayed my astonishment, for the old man said :

¢I perccive that lz'ou are surprised. 'Well, that is natural. Yon
bad a right to think me mad, until I proved myself sane.’

¢ But, Mr. Blakelock,’ I said, ‘I really cannot take this gold. I
have no right to it. I cannot in justice charge so large a fee.?

‘Take it — take it he answered impatiently, ¢ your fee will
amount to that before I am well ; beside,’ he added mysteriously,
¢I wish to secure your friendship. I wish that you should protect
me from Her,’ and he pointed his poor bandaged hand at ﬁnrum.

My eye followed his gesture, and I caught the glance that re-
plied. A glance of horror, distrust, despair. The beautifal face
was distorted into positive ugliness.
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¢It’s all true,’ I thought, ¢ she is the demon that her father re-
presents her.’

I now rose to go. This domestic tragedy sickened me. This
treachery of blood against blood was too horrible to witness. I
wrote a prescription for the old man, left directions as to the re-
newal of the dressings upon his burns, and bidding him good night
hastened towards the door.

While I was faumbling on the dark, crazy landing for the stair-
case, I felt a hand laid on my arm.

‘Doctor,’” whispered a voice that I recognized as Marian Blake-
lock’s, ¢ Doctor, have you any compassion in your heart 2

¢ I hope so,’ I answered shortly, shaking off her hand — her touch
filled me with loathing.

‘Hush! don’t talk so loud. If you have any pity in your na-
ture, give me back, I entreat of you, that gold ingot which my
father gave you this evening.’

‘Great Heaven !’ said I, ‘can it be possible that so fair a wo-
man can be such a mercenary, shameless wretch ?°

¢Ah! you know not—1I cannot tell you! Do not judge me
harshly. I call Gop to witness that I am not what you deem me.
Some day or other you will know — but,’ she added, interrupting

herself, ¢‘the ingot — where is it ? I must have it. My life de- -

pends on your giving it to me.’

¢ Take it, impostor ! * I cried, placing it in her hand, that closed
on it with a horrible eagerness. ‘I never intended to keep it.
Gold made under the same roof that covers such as you, must be
accursed.’

So saying, heedless of the nervous effort she made to detain me,
I stumbled down the stairs and walked hastily home.

The next morning while I was in my office, smoking my matu-
tinal cigar, and speculating over the singular character of my ac-
quaintances of last night, the door opened, and Marian Blakelock
entered. She had the same look of terror that I had observed
the evening before, and she panted as if she had been running fast.

‘Father has got out of bed,’ she gasped out, ‘and insists on
going on with his alchemy. Will it kill him ?°

‘Not exactly, I answered coldly. ‘It were better that he
kept quiet, 8o as to avoid the chance of inflammation. However,
you need not to be alarmed, his burns are not at all dangerous, al-
though painful.’

¢ Thank Gop — thank Gop !’ she cried in the most impassionate
accents, and before I was aware of what she was doing, she seized
my hand and kissed it.

¢ There, that will do, I said, withdrawing my hand, ¢ you are
under no obligations to me. You had better go back to your
father.

‘I can’t go,’ she answered, ¢ you despise me — is it not so ?°

I made no reply.

*You think me a monster — a criminal. 'When you went home
last niiht, you were wonder-struck that so vile a creature as I
should have so fair a face.
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¢ You embarrass me, Madam,’ I said in my most chilling tone.
¢ Pray, relieve me from this unpleasant position.’

¢ Wait! I cannot bear that you should think ill of me. You
are good and kind, and I desire to possess your esteem. You little
know how I love my father.

I could not restrain a bitter smile.

¢ You do not believe that ? 'Well, I will convince you. I have
had a hard struggle all last night with myself, but am now re-
solved. This life of deceit must continue no longer. Will you
hear my vindication ?°

I nodded my head. The wonderful melody of her voice, and
the purity of her features were charming me once more. I half
believed in her innocence already.

¢ My father has told you a portion of his history. But he did
not tell you that his continued failures in his search after the secret
of metallic transmutation nearly killed him. Two years ago, he
was on the verge of the grave, working every day at his mad pur-
suit, and every day growing weaker and more emaciated. I saw
that if his mind was not relieved in some way, he would die. The
thought was madness to me, for I loved him — I love him still as
a daughter never loved a father before. During all these years of
poverty I had supported the house with my needle; it was hard
work, but I did it —1I do it still!? :

¢What ?* I cried startled, ¢ does not —

¢Patience. Hear me out. My father was dying of disappoint-
ment. I must save him. By incredible exertions, sitting up all
night, and working with enormous rapidity, I saved about thirty-
- five dollars in notes. These I exchanged for gold, and one day
when my father was not looking, I cast them into the crucible in
which he was making one of his vain attempts at transmutation.
Gop, I am sure, will pardon me the deception. I never anticipated
the misery it would lead to.

‘I never beheld any thing like the joy of my poor father, when,
after emptying his crucible, he found a deposit of pure gold at the
bottom. He wept, and danced, and sang, and built such castles
in the air, that my brain turned to hear him. He gave me the in-
%)lt to keep, and went to work at his alchemy with renewed vigor.

e same thing occurred. He always found the same quantity of
gold in his crucible. I alone knew the secret. He was happy,
poor man, for nearly two years, in the belief that he was amassin
a fortune. I all the while plied my needle for our daily bread.
When he asked me for his savings, the first stroke foll upon me,
Then it was that I recognized the folly of my conduct. I could
1glive him no money. I never had any — whilc he believed that I

ad fourteen thousand dollars. My heart was nearly broken when
I found that he had conceived the most injurious suspicions against
me. Yet I could not blame him. I could give no account of the
treasure, I had permitted him to belicve was in my possession. I
must suffer the penalty of my fault, for to undeceive him would be,
I felt, to kill him. I remained silent then and suffered.
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¢ You know the rest. You now know why it was that I was re-
luctant to give you that ingot — why it was that I degraded my-
self so far as to ask it back, It was the only means I had of con-
tinuing a deception on which I believed my father’s life depended.
But that delusion has been dispelled. I can live this life of hypo-
crisy no longer. I cannot exist, and hear my father, whom I
love so, wither me daily with his curses. I will undeceive him
this very day — will you come with me, for I fear the effect on his
enfeebled frame ?°>
¢ Willingly,’ I answered, taking her by the hand, ‘and I think
that no absolute danger need be apprehended. Now, Marian,’ I
added, ‘let me ask forgiveness for my having even for a moment
wounded so noble a heart. You are truly as great a martyr, as
any of those whose sufferings the Church perpetuates in altar-pieces.?
‘I knew you would do me justice when you knew all,’ she sobbed
E:'essing my hand, ‘but come. I am on fire. Let ushastentomy
ther’s, and break this terror to him.’

‘WaEN we reached the old alchemist’s room, we found him busi-
ily engaged over a crucible which was placed on a small furnace,
and in which some indiscribable mixture was boiling. He looked
up as we entered.

¢ No fear of me, Doctor,’ he said with a ghastly smile, ¢no fear.
I must not allow a little physical pain to interru;l)t my great work,
you know. By the way, you are just in time. In a few moments
the marriage of the Red King and White Queen will be accom-
plished, as George Ripley calls the great act, in his book entitled,
‘The Twelve Gates’ Yes, Doctor, in less than ten minutes you will
see me make pure, red, shining gold!> And the poor old man
smiled triumphantly, and stirred his foolish mixture with a long
rod, which he held with difficulty in his bandaged hands. It was
a grievous sight for a man of any feeling to witness, -

¢ Father,’ said Marian in a low, broken voice, advancing a little
toward the poor old dupe, ‘I want your forgiveness.’

¢ Ah, Hypocrite ! for what ? Are you going to give me back

my gold ?? ..
¢ No, father, but for the deception that I have been practising
on you for two years —’

‘I knew it — I knew it,’ shouted the old man with a radiant
countenance. *She has concealed my fourteen thousand dollarsall
this time, and now comes to restore them. I will forgive her.
Where are they, Marian ?°

¢ Father — it must come out. You never made any gold. It
was I who saved up thirty-five dollars, and I used to slip them into
your crucible when your back was turned —and I did it only be-
cause I saw that you were dying of disappointment. It was wrong,
I lm?ow — but, gther, I meant well. You’ll forgive me, won’t
you ’ .

And the poor girl advanced a step towards the alchemist. He
grew deathly pale, and staggered as if about to fall. The next in-
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stant, though, he recovered himself, and burst into a horrible sar-
donic laugh, Then he said in tones full of the bitterest irony :

¢ A conspiracy, is it? Well done, Doctor! You think to re-
concile me with this wretched girl by trumping up this story, that
I have been for two years a dupe of her filial piety. It’s clumsy,
Doctor, and is a total failure. g‘r again.

¢ But I assure you, Mr. Blakeloc{,’ said as earnestly as I could,
¢I believe your daughter’s statements to be perfectly true. You
will find it to be so, as she has got the ingot in her possession which
o often deceived you into the belief that you made gold, and this
you will certainly find, that no transmutation has taken place in
your crucible.’

¢ Doctor,’ said the old man in tones of the most settled convic-
tion, ‘you are a fool. That girl has wheedled you. In less than
a minute I will turn you out a piece of gold, purer than any the
earth produces. Will that convince you??’

¢ That will convince me,’ I answered. By a gesture I imposed
silence on Marian, who was about to speak — as I thought it was
better to allow the old man to be his own undeceiver — and we
awaited the coming crisis.

The old man, still smiling with anticipated trinmph, kept bend-
ing eagerly over his crucible, stirring the mixture with his rod, and
muttering to himself all the time. ‘Now,’ I heard him say, ¢it .
changes. There — there’s the scum. And now the green and
bronze shades flit across it. Oh! the beautiful green! The pre-
cursor of the golden-red hue, that tells of the end attained. !
now the golden-red is comin§ — slowly— slowly ! It deepens, it
ghines, it is dazzling! Ah! I haveit!’ So saying he caught up
his crucible in a chemist’s tongs, and bore it slowly toward the
table on which stood a brass vessel. |,

¢ Now, incredulous doctor ! ? he cried, ¢ come, and be convinced,’
and immediately commenced carefully pouring the contents of the
crucible into the brass vessel. YWhen the crucible was quite empty,
he turned it up, and called me again. ¢ Come, Doctor, come, and
be convinced. See for yourself.’

¢ See first if there is any gold in your crucible,’ I answered with-
out moving.

He laug'ﬁed, shook his head derisively, and looked into the cru-
cible. In'a moment he grew pale as death.

‘Nothing !? he cried.” ‘Oh! a jest! a jest! There must be
gold somewhere. Marian!’

¢ The gold is here, father,’ said Marian, drawing the ingot from
her pocket ; ¢ it is all we ever had.’

‘Ah!’ shrieked the poor old man, as he let the empty crucible
fall, and staggered toward the ingot which Marian held out to
him. He made three steps, and then fell on his face. i
rushed toward him, and tried to lift him, but could not. I put
her aside gently, and placed my hand on his heart.

¢ Marian,’ said I, ¢it is perhaps better as it is, He is dead !?
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THE ATLANTIC TELEGRAPH.

BY ROBBRT T. MAOCOUN, U. 5. .

TaE subtile fluid that was tamed
By FrankLIN's magic skill ;

That Morsk by Science has enchained,
To serve the human will :

‘Whosze lightning course has banished Space,
And leaves slow Time behind,

Is destined soon two kindred lands
By closer ties to bind.

oI

0ld England and her goodly son,
So near allied by blood,

Are soon to press each other's hands
Across the mighty flood :

Iv.

And through a slender nerve of thought
Stretched from each kindred shore,
Perpetual peace and harmony
Shall flow for evermore.

\J

The great Atlantic Telegraph
A ﬁolden link will be

In bold Progression’s lengthening chain —
A step in History !

vi.

Yet this long cord stretched o’er the sea,
By Albion aad her son,

Is but a tithe of that great work
The world has just :

VIL

Around the globe, from east to west,
The electric road shall run,

Spreading each day to all mankind
The work that has been done.
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Tas Para Papers. By Georee LrieEron Ditson. Paris: Fowizm, 6 Rue Mont-
pensier. New-York: Masox BroTHERS.

Ix christening this delightful record of travels, the author gave evidence of ex-
cessive and unnecessary modesty ; for a pard, as the reader will understand, is
onc of the smallest of Oriental coins. Such delicacy on the part of the author,
however, shall not tempt us into under-valuing his pleasantly written-down
experiences in France, Egypt, and Ethiopia. Mr. DiTsoN passes over ground
that has been worn nearly smooth by pilgrim feet ; but he gives us fresh and
charming pictures of the familiar places. The fact s, it is not of so much im-
portance where a man has been, as what he says about it! An observant man
will be new and entertaining any where, whether he is fishing off' of ¢ Pier Nine,
East-River,’ or walking around the Pyramids. Mr. Ditsox, then, has managed
to make a fascinating book out of materials that may be said to have ‘a very
ancient and fish-like smell” He was wise enough to travel with his eyes wide
open, and consequently (having a gift of pen) does not put his readers to sleep.
‘We say this much for the present. The volume came to us as we were going
to press, or we should have ventured on a criticism more commensurate with
its many and peculiar merits.

Tae Hisrory Axp AxTrqurries or THE Crry or Sr. Aveusring, FLorma. By Gsomas
R. FairBaxxs. New-York: Crarnes B. Norrox.

Tre ancient and siempre fiel Ciudad de San Augustin has found a most
admirable historian in the Vice-President of the ‘Florida Historical Society.’
1t was a happy suggestion which led the author to turn a brief lecture on the
antiquities of the ‘pleasante citie’ into a volume like this. The events with
which the author deals are among the most romantic passages of our early his-
tory. The wild search of PoNce pE Leox for the waters of perpetual youth ;
the discovery of Florida; the inhuman cruelty of the fanatical Adelantado, and
the sad fortunes of RrsauLt, SANDONNIERE, and other noblg gentlemen, have
an enchanting air of fiction about them. Since Prescorr's ‘ Conquaest of
Mexico,” we have read nothing of the kind with such deep interest.
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A Few Verses ror A Few Friexos. By Jauxs T. FizLps. Riverside Press: Printed
by N. 0. Hoverrox aNp CoxPaNy, Cambridge.

NEexr to being ‘a dear, delightful poet,” we should most desire to be a printer
like HoucaToN. Was there ever any thing so dainty (if we except the poems)
as this antique type, this ivory paper, and these distracting little tail-pieces ?
Apropos of the poems: we do n't know if we are quite at liberty to praise them.
The volume is not published *in the old orthodox way,’ but was gotten up and
adorned entirely by Mr. HoueHToN, the Cambridge printer, as a specimen of
his art. The fortunate author bad no hand in it — only his ‘ poetical feet !’
Even though we touch on delicate ground, and have to ‘ walk through Time’
unpardoned, we must ask the readers of the KNIckERBOCKER if there is n't the
tremble of dew-drops with the smell of young leaves in these delicious verses:

¢Sir and talk with the mountain streams
In the beautiful spring of the year,
‘When the violet gleams through the %?lden sun-beams,
And whispers : ¢ Come look for me hers,’
In the beautiful spring of the year.

‘I will show you a glorious nook
Where the censers of morning are swung
Nature will lend you her bell and her book
‘Where the chimes of the forest are hung,
And the censers of morning are swung. .

¢Come and breathe in this heaven-sent air, .
The breeze that the wild-bird inhales,
Come and forget that life has a care,
In these exquisite mountain gales:
The breeze that the wild-bird inhales.

€0 wonders of Gon! O Bountegous and Goop!
We feel that Tay presence is here :
That TriNE audible voice is abroad in this wood
In the beautiful spring of the year:
And we know that our Fataze is here.’

A Haxp-Boox oN Properry Law. By Lord St. Leovarps. New-York: D. Apprz-
70N AND CoupPaNY. Philadelphia: T. B. PeTersoN AND BROTHERS.

Ir we may credit the titles of several modern publications — ‘Every Man
his own Architect,’ ¢ The Household Physician, ¢ Greek without a Master,’ etc.,
etc. — there will eventually be ‘a dying out’ of the professions. AS far as the
law faculty goes, this little book will not cause the suspension of that amiable
body, though it is a useful work, conveying practical information on ques-
tions which arise daily in mercantile and domestic relations. In many cases,
a careful reference to this volume would render legal advice superfluous. The
author does not perplex his text with technical phrases, and any man who can
read * English undefiled’ will be able to infer his meaning.
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LirerarY OccurATioNs oF SYpNEY SuitA'S EARLY YEARS. — The other day,
while awaiting dinner at ‘Brookside,’ the pretty name of a tasteful residence
and liberal estate of a country neighbor and friend, we passed a pleasant half-
hour in his small but well-selected library : and so it was that we came acroes
a book, printed long ago, the contents of which came from the late SypxeY
Surra's brain and lips, before we had emerged from the ¢ dim backward and
abysm of time:’ namely: his ‘Elementary Sketches of Moral Philosophy,’
originally delivered before the Royal Institution of London. Eight years have
elapsed sincethe book was published, yet we now saw it for the first time. Very
eagerly did we devour it : for SypNEY SurtH never wrote any thing which was
not characterized by originality of thought and a felicity of execution altogether .
sui generis. Immediately after SypNey Smira’s death, his excellent widow,
with a loving regard for her departed husband'’s fame, had the volume before us
privately printed, ‘in the hope that his remaining friends would feel some in-
terest in the occupations of his earlier years:’ whereupon many eminent persons
counselled their publication; among whom was Lord Jerrrey, who had years
before entertained a very different opinion: but in a letter to Mrs. Smrra,
written only three days before his last sudden and fatal illness, he revises his
former literary judgment : confesses that he finds the book much more original,
interesting, and instructive than he had anticipated ; adding: ‘I cannot rest,
until I have made some amends for the rash and I fear somewhat ungracious
judgment which I passed upon it, after perusing a portion of the manuscript
some years ago. I must have been unfortunate in the selection, or chance, by
which I was directed to them. However that may be, I am now satisfied that
in what I then said, I did great and grievous injustice to the merit of these
Lectures, and was quite wrong in dissuading their publication.” Lord Jerrezy
even goes farther, and frankly affirms it as his opinion that they were calculated,
many of them, to do the author as much credit as any thing he ever wrote ;
conveying, as they did, a stronger impression of the force and vivacity of his
intellect, as well as a truer and more engaging view of his character, than most
of the world had yet seen of his writings: ‘ The book seems to me full of good
sense, acuteness, and right feeling ; very clearly and pleasingly written ; and
with such an admirable mixture of logical intrepidity, with the absence of all dog-
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matism, as is rarely met with in the conduct of such discussions.” This ‘tardy
confession’ was due not less to JEFFREY than to his friend ; and it is greatly to
the honor of the eminent reviewer that it was so cordially rendered. But
proceed we to a consideration of the volume before us. In his opening lecture,
announcing the character of the course, the ‘moral philosopher ’ remarks :
‘There is & word of dire sound and horrible import which I would fain have
kept concealed if I possibly could; but as this is not feasible, I shall even
meet the danger at once, and get out of it as well as I can. The word-to
which I allude is that very tremendous one of Metaphysics; which, in a lec-
ture on Moral Philosophy, seems likely to produce as much alarm as the cry
of fire in a crowded play-house, when BELVIDERA is left to weep by herself,
and every one saves himself in the best manner he can. I must beg my au-
dience, however, to sit quiet, till they hear what can be said in defence of
Metaphysics, and in the mean time to make use of the language which the
manager would probably adopt on such an occasion: I can assure ladies and
gentlemen, there is not the smallest degree of danger.’ Speaking of the vigor
and acuteness which the science of Moral Philosophy is apt to communicate to
the faculties, he observes: ‘The slow and cautious pace of mathematics is not
fit for the rough road of life; it teaches no habits which will be of use to us
when we come to march in good earnest: it will not do, when men come to
real business, to be calling for axioms, and definitions, and to admit nothing
without full proof, and perfect deduction ; we must decide sometimes upon the
slightest evidence, catch the faintest surmise, and get to the end of an affair
before a mathematical head could decide about its commencement.’ This
brief tribute to the science he was about to discuss in his lectures, closes his
introductory :
‘MoraL Philoso; dually subjects the most impetuous feelings to patient ex-
amination and wif:v cog:g-ol: i{ inu{-es the youthful nl;ind to intellgctualpdiﬁiguﬁ;,
and to enterprise in thinking; and makes it as keen as an eagle, and as unwearied as
the wing of an angel. In looking round the region of spirit, from the mind of the
brute and the reptile, to the sublimest exertions of the human understanding, this
Pbilosophy lays deep the foundations of a fervent and grateful piety, for those intel-
ectual riches which have been dealt out to us with no scanty measure. With sensa-
tion alone, we might have possessed the earth, as it is possessed by the lowest order
of beings: but we have talents which bend all the laws of nature to our service ;
memory for the past, providence for the future: senses which mingle pleasure with
intelligence, the surprise of novelty, the boundless energy of imagination, accuracy
in comparing, and severity in judging; an original aftfection, which binds us to-
gether 1n society ; a swifiness to pity; a fear of shame; a love of esteem; a detesta-

tion of all that is cruel, mean, and unjust. All these things Moral Philosophy ob-
serves, and, observing, adores the Brixa from whence they proceed.’

In the second lecture, opening the history of Moral Philosophy, allusion is
made to SocRATES, and a slight sketch is given of his moral doctrines, which
comprehended no more than every person, of education, of the present era, has
been accustomed to hear from his childhood :

‘Bur two thousand years ago, they were great discoveries: two thousand years
since, common-sense was not invented. If OrRPHEUS, or LiNus, or any of those melodi-
ous moralists, sung in bad verses, such advice as a grand-mamma would now give
to a child of six years old, he was thought to be inspired by the gods, and statues
and altars were erected to his memo?. In Hesiop there is a very grave exhortation
to mankind to wash their faces: and I have discovered a very strong annlogz between
the precepts of PyraaGorAs and Mrs. TriuueR : both think that a son ought to obey
his &ther, and both are clear that a good man is better than a bad one. Therefore,

YOL. LII, 13
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to measure aright this extraordinary man, we must remember the period at which he
lived ; that he was the first who called the attention of mankind from the pernicious
subtilties which engaged and perplexed their wandering understandings, to the

ractical rules of life; he was the great father and inventor of common-sense, as

ERES was of the plough, and Baccrus of intoxication. First he taught his cotempora-
ries that they did not know what they pretended to know; then he showed them
that they knew nothing; then he told them what they ought to know. Lastly, to
sum up the praise of SocRATES, remember that two thousand years ago, while men
were worshipping the stones on which they trod, and the insects which crawled be-
nepcath their feet; two thousand years ago, with the bowl of poison in his hand, So-
CRATES 8aid: ‘I am persuaded that my death, which is now just coming, will conduct
me into the presence of the gods, who are the most righteous governors, and into the
society of just and good men; and I derive confidence from the hope that somethin
of man remains after death, and that the condition of good men will then be mu
better than that of the bad.’ Soon after this he covered himself up with his cloak
and expired.’

This, while it embodies a truth not definitely considered by the majority of
Christendom, is exceedingly characteristic of the playfully-satirical style of the
suthor's later writings. To PraTo, the most celebrated disciple of the ‘Aca-
demic school,” he renders due homage for the ‘majestic beauty of his style, the
vigor and the magnitude of his conceptions;’ but his philosophical tenets are
pronounced ‘a ha’ pennyworth of bread to an intolerable deal of sack.’ His
‘philosophy’ is thus set forth:

‘His notion was, that the principles out of which the world was composed
were three in number ; the subject matter of things, their specific essences, and the
sensible objects themselves. T{:ese last he conceived to have no probable or durable
existence, but to be always in a state of fluctuation: but then there were certain
everlasting patterns and copies, from which every thing had been made, and which
he denominated their specific essences. For instance, the individual rose which I
smell at this instant, or a particular pony upon which I cast my eye, are objects of
sense which have no durable existence ; the individual idea I have of them this mo-
ment is not numerically the same as the idea which I had the moment before; just as
the river which I pass now is not the same river which I passed half-an-hour before,
because the individual water in which I trod has glided away: therefore these ap-
pearances of the rose, and the pony, are of very little importance ; but there is some-
where or other an eternal pony, and an eternal rose, after the pattern of which one
and the other have been created. The same with actions as with things. If Praro
had seen one person make a bow to another, he would have said that the particular
bow was a mere visible aﬁuciea ; but there was an unchanging bow which had existed
from all eternity, and which was the model and archetype and specific essence of all
other bows. But, says Prato, all things in this world are individuals. We see tAss
man, and Z4af man, and the other man ; but @ man —the general notion of a man —we
do not and cannot gain from our seunses ; theggfore we have existed in some previous
state, where we have gained these notions of universal natures.’

The witty satirist would seem to have had no very cxalted opinion of the
Epicurcans, and the doctrines which they taught: ¢A set of gramnivorous
metaphysicians, living together in a garden, and employing their whole time
in acts of benevolence toward each other, carries with it such an air of romance,
that I am afraid it must be considerably lowered, and rendered more tasteless,
before it can be brought down to the standard of credibility, and the probabili-
tics of real life.” The absurdity of some of the pseudo-philosophical ideas of
Epicures are admirably hit off: as for example: ¢ Sense, he was of opinion,
could never be deceived ; though the judgment founded upon the representa-
tions of the senses might be either true or false. For instance, if a person of
imperfect sight were to mistake the head of a post for the head of a cow, Eer-
curus would contend that the eye conveyed to the mind a notice of every ray
of light that acted upon it in this instance, and that the mind had determined
hastily upon the evidence presented to it. Every opinion he thought to be
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true which was attested, or not contradicted, by the senses.’ And thus with
justice: ¢ If one boy abstain from taking away another boy's pie, it is not be-
cause he receives any pleasure from not taking away the pie, but because he
wishes to avoid certain consequences which would follow the seizure. Such
was the idea Epicurus had of virtue.” In closing this lecture, there is a very
characteristic ‘touch’ of the witty prebend: ‘I might say a great deal more
upon the philosophy of Epicurus; but I must not forget one of his habits in
philosophizing, which I dare say will meet with the hearty approbation of every
body here present; and that was, never to extend any single lecture to an un-
reasonable period : in imitation of which Epicurean practice, I shall conclude,
and finish the history of moral philosophy at our next meeting.’ The con-
densed knowledge embraced in the ensuing lecture, will remind the reader of
certain matter-full pages of quaint old BurtoN. The beliefs of the entire race
of so-called ‘ philosophers’ pass in rapid but intelligent review. This was one
of DEescARTES' theories: ‘Rejecting the doctrines of the Peripatetics, he con-
jectured boldly that the heavenly bodies of our system are carried round by a
vortex or whirlpool of subtile matter, just as straws and chaff are carried round
in a tub of water. He conjectured, that the soul is seated in a small gland in
the brain, called the pineal gland ; that there, as in her chamber of presence,
she receives intelligence of every thing that affects the senses, by means of a
subtile fluid contained in the nerves, called the animal spirits; and that she
dispatches these animal spirits, as her messengers, to put in motion the several
muscles of the body, as there is occasion. By such conjectures as these,
DescarTes could account for every phenomenon in nature, in such a plausible
manner, as gave satisfaction to a great part of the learned world for more than
half a century.’ Touching one ‘principle’ of the ‘metaphysical lunatics’
whom he had been discussing, as BERKELEY, COLLIER, and two or three others,
he observes: ‘Bishop BErRkeLgy says, ‘There is a moon, an image coming
from the moon, an idea excited by that image, and a mind in which that image
exists. You allow that you do not see the objects themselves, but only certain
representatives of those objects: therefore, as you never see the objects them-
selves, what proof have you of their existence ? You have none: and all your
notions on this subject are fallacious. There is no sun, no moon, no stars, nor
earth, nor sea: they are all notions of the mind.”’ To which the acute lecturer
replies, that such reasoning may be applied with equal justice to every radical
truth: *Who can prove his own personal identity ? A man may think him-
self a clergyman, and believe that he has preached for these ten ycars last past:
but I defy him to offer any sort of proof that he has not been a fishmonger all
the time! All reasoning must end in arbitrary belief ~We must, at last, come
to that point where the only reply can be, ‘1 am so0: this belief is the constitu-
tion of my nature: Gop willed it.’ I grant that this reasoning is a ready asy-
lum for ignorance and imbecility, and that it affords too easy a relief from the
pain of rendering a reason: but the most unwearied vigor of human talents
must at last end there: the wisdom of ages can get no farther : here, after all,
the Porch, the Garden, the Academy, the Lyceum, must close their labors.
Very impressive and beautiful, to our conception, is the subjoined tribute to
the great British masters of the science of Moral Philosophy :



194 Editor's Table. [August,

¢ Wk will allow to other countries the most splendid efforts of genius directed to
this object ; but they have rassed away, and are now no more n besutiful and
stupendous errors. We will give up to them tho mastery in all that class of men
who can diffuse over bad and unsocial princig‘l}es, the charms of eloquence and wit;
but the great teachers of mankind, big with better hopes than their own days could
supply ; who have looked backward to the errors, and forward to the progress of
mankind ; who have searched for knowledge only from experience, An% applied it
oaly to the promotion of human happiness; who have disdained paradox and impiety,
an covctecr no other fame than that which was founded upon the modest investiga-
tion of truth; such men have sprung from this country, and have shed upon it t
everlasting lustre of their names. Descarres has perished, Leiextrz is fading away ;
but Bacoy, and Locxe, and Newtox remain, as the Danube and the Alps remain : the
learned examine them, and the ignorant, who forget lesser streams and humbler hills,
remember them as the glories and prominences of the world. And let us never, in
thinking of perpetuity and duration, confine that notion to the physical works of na-
ture, and forget the eternity of fame. Gob has shown His power In the stars and the
firmament, in the aged hills, aud in the per%etun.l streams; but he has shown it as
much, in the minds of the greatest of human beings. Houzr and Vireir and MrrLrox,
and Locke and Bacox and NEwTox, are as great as the hills and the streams; and
will endure till heaven and earth shall pass away, and the whole fabric of nature is
shaken into dissolution and eternal ashes.’

In opening his lecture ‘On the Powers of External Perception,’ we find these
peculiarly Surrmise or SurrEy remarks: ‘I promised, in the beginning of
these lectures, to be very dull and unamusing ; and I am of opinion that I have
Litherto acted up to the spirit of my contract; but if there should perchance
cxist in any man’s mind the slightest suspicion of my good faith, I think this
day’s lecture will entirely remove that suspicion, and that I shall turn out to
be a man of unsullied veracity.” In the course of this division of his subject
are mentioned several remarkable instances of the substitution of one sense for
another: one especially of a blind man almost from infancy, who was at first
a wagener through intricate, snow-covered roads, and then a projector and sur-
veyor of highways in difficult and mountainous parts of the country. The
lecturer had often seen him, with the assistance only of a long staff, traversing
roads, ascending precipices, exploring valleys, and investigating their several
extents, forms, and situations ; presenting afterward the most accurate estimate
and exhibit of each. He constructed some of the most important roads in
Great-Britain, and altered the line of others, such as that over the great Peak
in Derbyshire. Speaking of the manner in which the blind were tanght to
read by raised letters, ‘fecling their way through Hoxxr and Viem,’ the
lecturer remarks, whimsically encuzh: *Just in the same manner, I should
)t be surprised if the alphabet could be taught by a series of well-contrived
favors; and we may even live to sce the day when men may be taught to
smell out their learning, and when a fine scenting day shall be considered as a
day peculiarly fivorable to study.”  Adverting to the mode of discovering dis-
tance by the distinctness or indistinetess of color, as a reason why we mistake
the size of objects in a foz, he remarks in the same amusing vein : ¢ A little
goatleman who understands optics may always be sure to enjoy a temporary
clevation in a fz: and by walking out in that state of the weather, will be quite
certain of being mistaken for & man six foet hizh' To which it might be
alied that, intellectually speaking, many a small man has a similar fancy,
whether there be for or ot —outside of his own head, at least. He omits
to speak of ‘the mers? methad of maasuring distances; the distance from
hame to school, in the days of our youth, being generally double the dis-
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tance from school to home; and so with all other passions which quicken or
retard the feeling of time.’

A fragment only is given of the lecture ‘On Conception,’ portions of it hav-
ing been mislaid or destroyed. Enough, however, is preserved to make us la-
ment the loss of the remainder. Observe the ¢side-hit’ contained in the follow-
ing illustration of the comparative effect upon the mind of sound and light
sleep: ‘A person may, in some cases, sleep so soundly, that the firing a pistol
close to his ear will not rouse him; at other times the slightest sensation of
light or noise will rouse him. A sort of intermediate state between these two
is that where the sensation comes to the mind in so imperfect a state, that it
produces some effect upon the current of conceptions without correcting them.
If there is a window left open, and the cold air blows in, the sufferer may
think himself on the top of Mount Caucasus, buried in the snow; or the cat
making a noise shall immediately transport him in imagination to the opera!’
We trust that our old friend BarNuM's renowned Luxrey Opera Troupe may
disabuse the music-loving reader of this last impression, asleep or awake. In
the division of his series which treats upon ‘ Memory,” SYDNEY SuITH expresses
his lack of faith in the usefulness of habitually writing down facts and events
which it is desirable to remember ; that are taken down for future consideration,
and consequently receive very little present consideration. He contends that
we should carry our knowledge about with us, as we carry our health about
with us: the one should be proved by the vigor of our thoughts, as the other
should be exhibited in the alacrity of our actions. ‘I would as soon call a
man healthy,” he says, ‘who had a physician’s prescription in his pocket
which he could take and recover from, as I would say that a man had know-
ledge who had no other proof of it to afford than a pile of closely-written com-
mon-place books:' a well-deserved rebuke of the habit of ‘atoning for the
passive indolence of the mind by the mechanical labor of the hands’ We
make no apology for the space occupied by the annexed splendid passage,
which concludes the lecture on ‘The Conduct of the Understanding : ’

¢WaiLe I am descanting so minutely upon the conduct of the understanding, and
the best modes of acquiring knowledge, some men may be disposed to ask: ‘Wh
conduct my understanding with such endless care? and what 18 the use of 8o muc|
knowledge?’ What is the use of so much knowled.%e?—what is the use of 80 much”
life! —what are we to do with the seventy years of existence allotted to us —and
how are we to live them out to the last? I solemnly declare that, but for the love of
knowledge, I should consider the life of the meanest hedger and ditcher, as prefer-
able to tgat of the greatest and richest man here present : for the fire of our minds is
like the fire which the Persians burn in the mountains ; it flames night and day, and
is immortal, and not to be quenched. Upon something it must act and feed; upon
the pure spirit of knowledge, or upon the foul dregs of polluting passions. There-
fore, when I say, in conductini your underst&ndiuﬁ, love knowledge with a great
loge, with a vehement love, with a love codval with life, whqt do I say, but love inno-
cence; love virtue; love purity of conduct; love that which, if you are rich and
great, will sanctify the blind fortune which ‘ns made you 8o, and make men call it
Justice ; love that which, if you are poor, will render your poverty respectable, and
‘make the nroudest feel it unjust to lauﬁh at the meanness of your fortunes; love that
which wilPrcomfort you, adorn you, and never quit you; which will open to you the
kingdom of thought, and all the boundless regions of conception, a3 an asylum
against the cruelty, the injustice, and the gain that may be your lot in the outer
world; that which will make your motives habitually great and honorable, and light
up in an instant a thousand noble disdains at the very thought of meanness and of
fraud. Therefore, if any ioung man here have embarked his life in pursuit of know-

ledge, let him go on without doubtingnor fearing the event; let him not be intimi-
dated by the cheerless beginnings of knowledge, by the darkness from which she
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springs, by the difficultics which hover around her, by the wretched habitations in
which she dwells, by the want and sorrow which sometimes journey in her train;
but let him ever follow her as the Angel that guards him, and as the Genius of his
life. She will bring him out at last into the light of day, and exhibit him to the
world comprehensive in acquirements, fertile in resources, rich in imagination,
strong in reasoning, prudent and powerful above his fellows, in all the relations and
in all the offices of life.”

In his remarks ¢ On Wit and Humor,’ the lecturer expresses a contemptu-
ous opinion of puns, as being of a low order of wit, and held ‘in bad repute in
good company, as they ought to be. He cites one ‘good in its kind,’ how-
ever:

¢Miss Hawirroy, in her book on Education, mentions the instance of a boy so very
neglectful, that he could never be brought to read the word réarchs ; but when-
ever be met with it he always pronounced it partridges. A friend of the writer ob-
served to her, that it could hardly be considered a3 a mere piece of negligence, for it
appeared to him that the boy, in _calling them partridges, was making game of the
patriarchs. Now here are two distinct meanings contained in the same phrase: for
to make game of the patriarchs is to laugh at them; or to make game of them is, by
a very extravagant and laughable sort of ignorance of words, to rank them among
pheasants, partridges, and other such delicacies, which the law takes under its pro-
tection and calls game : and the whole pleasure derived from this pun consists in
the sudden discovery that two such different meanings are referable to one form of

expression.’

With all his dislike of puns, our ‘ dissenter’ sometimes sinned in that kind
himself: as when (after having been ¢ bitten’ by Pennsylvania stocks) he said,
in reply to a friend who expressed envy of his eminent position in the church
and in society: ‘I would that thou this day were not only almost but alto-
gether such as I am, except these bonds.’ . Another scriptural pun is contained
in his reply to a letter from LANDSEER, the celebrated animal-painter: ¢Is thy
servant @ dog, that he should do this thing?’ We hold with SypNey Sxrre,
however : a ¢ play upon words’ merely, is the poorest and easiest species of mis-
called wit. In the same lecture, adverting to that species of humor which con-
gists in the incongruous ‘ conjunction of objects and circumstances not usually
combined,’ or what would generally be considered as ¢ rather troublesome, and
not to be desired,’ he discriminates as follows: ‘If a tradesman of a corpulent
and respectable appearance, with habiliments somewhat ostentatious, were to
slide down gently into the mud, and dedecorate a pea-green coat, I am afraid
we should all have the barbarity to laugh. If his hat and wig, like treacher-
ous servants, were to desert their falling master, it certainly would not diminish
our propensity to laugh; but if he were to fall into a violent passion, and
abuse every body about him, nobody could possibly resist the incongruity of a
pea-green tradesman, very respectable, sittipg in the mud, and threatening all
the passers-by with the effects of his wrath. Tere, every incident heightens
the humor of the scene: the gayety of his tunic, the general respectability_of
his appearance, the rills of muddy water which trickle down his cheeks, and
the harmless violence of his rage.’ *But,’ he adds, ‘I should like to know if
any man living could have laughed, if he had seen Sir Isasac NEwyox rolling
in the mud? Where is the heart so hard that could bear to see the awkward
resources and contrivances of the poor turned into ridicule? 'Who could laugh
at the fractured, ruined body of a soldier? Who is so wicked as to amuse
himself with the infirmities of extreme old age ? — or to-find subject for humor
in the weakness of a perishing, dissolving body!’ There ensues a ‘slap® at
¢ charades,’ the smallest kind of small humor, which we are glad to see, and in
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the justice of which we cordially concur: ‘I shall say nothing of charades, and
such sorts of unpardonable trumpery : if charades are made at all, they should
be made without benefit of clergy, the offender should instantly be hurried off
to execution, and be cut off in the middle of his dulness, without being allowed
to explain to the executioner why his first is like his second, or what is the re-
semblance between his fourth and his ninth.,” Much more is there in the two
dissertations upon wit and humor which we reluct at passing, but pass them
we must : all save these admirable thoughts upon the uses and influence of
true wit and humor:

¢ WaEN wit is combined with sense and information ; when it 18 softened by benevo-
lence, and restrained by strong principle; when it is in the hands of a man who can
use it and despise it, who cnn%.)e witty and something much betfer than witg', who
loves honor, justice, decency, %:OOd nature, morality, and religion, ten thousand times
better than wit; wit is zken a beautiful and delightful part of our nature. There is
no more interesting spectacle than to sce the effects of wit upon the different charac-
ters of men; than to observe it expanding caution, relaxing dignity, unfreezing cold-
ness ; teaching age, and care, and pain, to smile; extorting reluctant gleams of plea-
sure from melancholy, and charming even the pangs of grief. It is pleasant to ob-
serve how it penetrates through the coldness and awkwardness of society, gradually
bringing men nearer together, and, like the combined force of wine and oil, giving
every man a glad heart and a shining countenance. Genuine and innocent wit like
this, is surely the fﬂcwor of the mind. Man could direct his ways by plain reason,
and support his life by tasteless food; but Gop has given us wit, and flavor, and
brightness, and laughter, and perfumes, to enliven the days of man’s pilgrimage, and
to ‘charm his pained steps over the burning marle.”’

In his remarks upon ‘Taste,” ¢ Sir SypNEY’ takes occasion, in Ais way, to
refute the doctrine of certain Scottish moral philosophers, that the senses, ac-
cording to the scheme of nature, are the channels of intelligence, never the
sources of gratification :

¢I smouwLp like to try a Scotch gentleman, upon his first arrival in this country,
with the taste of ripe fruit, and Ieave him to judge-<after that, whether nature had
confined the senses to such dr{ and ungracious occupations, as whether mere matter
could produce emotion. Such doctrines may do very well in the chambers of a
northern metaphysician, but they are untenable in the light of the world ; they are
refuted, nobly refuted, twenty times in a year, at Fishmongers’ Hall. If you deny
that matter can produce emotion, judge on these civic occasions, of the power of
gusts, and relishes, and fiavors. . . . Is there here nothing but mere sensation ?
13 there no emotion, no panting, no wheezing, no deglutition? is this the calm acquisi-
tion of intelligence, and the quiet office ascribed to the senses ? — or is it a proof that
Nature has infused into her original creations, the power of gratifying that sense
which distinguishes them, and to every atom of matter has added an atom of joy ?’

Alluding, in this connection, t