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POETRY

ENDYMION:

PY IENRY W, LONGFELLUW.

The rising moon has hid the stars,

Lier lovely rays, like golden bars,
L.ie on the landscape green,
With shadews brown between.

And silver white the river gleams,
As it Diana, in her dreams,

Had dropt her silver bow

Upon the meadows low.

Cn such a tranquil night as this,

She wohe Ludymion with a kies,
W hen, sleeping in the grove,
l.e dieumed not ot her luve.

Like Dian’s kiss, unask'd, unsought,
Love gives itselt, but is not bougnt;
Nor voicey nor sound betrays
Its deep, impassion’d guze.

It comes—the beautiful, the free,
‘Lhe crown of sll humanity—

I silence and alone

‘Lo seek the elected vne.

It lifts the boughs, whose shadows decp
Are Lite's oblivion, the soul s sleep,
And kisses the clus'd eyes
Of him, who, slumbering, lies.

0, weary hearts! oh! slumbering eyes!
Q, drooping souls, whose destinies
Are traught with fear and pain,
Ye shall be loved again!

No one is so accurs'd by fate,

No one so wholly desolute,
But some heart, though unknown,
Responds unto his owa.

Responds, as if with uuseen wings
An angel swept its quivering strings;
Ana whispers, 10 1ts sung,
*Where Last thou stuid s0 long?”

THE FLOWL:R.
AN ALLEGORY.
BY MRS. EMELINE S. SMIGH.
*“The mother gave in tearsand pain,
The tlowers she most did love;
She kuew she siould see them all again,
In che fields of light above.”

Buoght beneath the eye of lleaven
flouri-hed a faic and fertile garden, enibel-
lished withall that was vaned aod beaui-
ful in nature. It was called the Garden
of Life, and it was peopled witha mulu-
tude so nightyy tat they  could not be
numbered,  Toe Lord of the gaiden v as
an all-wise and all-powerful  Leing, whe.
guided and governed this couniless hosi
of mortals, and assigned 1o each their own
yarticular duties and employments, A!I
had a pertion of the vast garden to culti-
vate; and every one had some plants en-
trusted 1o his keeping, which he was en-
jo ned to nurture with atientive care. It
frequently happened that each individual
became so fondly auached to the beauti-
ful flowers which he cultivate, that be
forgot they were not hi- own, and cheri-
shed them with an absorbing and almost
idolatrous affection. Then the Lord ol

* fhe garden would take back the treasures,
which he had only lent fora season, and
to which mortal love was clinging oo
fondlv, and remove them to his own fai
and far-off home, where they bloom for
ever in unfading loveliness. It was a sad

cherished flowers, and oftimes they mur-
mured at the loss, and mourned  despair-
ingly over their bereavement,

It was thus with a voung and  gentle
woman who dwelt in a porton of the
garden called the Bower ot Hymen. Ehe
there cultivated many flowers, butamong
all those entrusted to her keeping, none
claimed so much of her untiring care and
devote ! lovey as a linde pl nt called  In-
fancy. It was a fair but fragile blossom,
requir ng the utmost tenderness, and the
lfondest nurture to bring it 1o perfection.
One breath of neglect—one shadow of the
coud of unkindness—one moment’s
withdiawal of the sunlight of affection

might have blighted its beauty, or endan-
gered s existence for ever.  But she
who gu rded iv was fuithful to her trust,
and never, for an instant, did she neglect
her duty to her precions charge. For
many spring-times  she had  striven 1o

rear | lants similar to this; but ever some

crucl bligh® had fallen upon, and destroy-

ed hee cherished favorites.  Each time

her heart was touched with indeseribable

sorrow, as she was called upon to resign

her treasures, and to each suceeeding one,

her spirit clung with an affection deeper
and fonder than that  she had bestowed

upon its pre ecessor.  Many had perish- |
ed; and now she hung over this last, love-

liesty and only oney with a love which

passeth the power «f words to describe.

She watched it nigh and day  with the

deepest devotion, she guard:d it from all

hurttul influences with the most unweari-

ed care. Hersmile of love was the first

sunlight that broke overicat momning, and

her words o endearment the  last music

that float d arcunc it ateve.  Byen in |
the stll watches ol the mideight hoar,
when others  were sleeping around, she
would bend over her bud:ing weasuie,
and bedew it with the tea s ol irrepressi-
ble joy. Ofien would she raise her stream-
ing exes to the blue sky and beaming
stns aboves where she had been taught
to helieve the Lord of the garden held s
abode, and breathe a ferveut petition tha

he would 1nmerey spare the treasme he
had so gaciousl  bestowed.

Fora scason e gentle woman’s pray-
er was granted, and all her devored care
rewarded.  She saw her tender flowret
grow g in beauty, day by day. and giv-
g promise of peifecuon. ‘Then  her
bower vas illumined by the presence ol a
radiant being, called the  «pirit of Hope,
whose smile was like the sunlight of heu-
venyand whose voice had  the ravishing
sweemess  of a gel minstrelsy.  Ever
this beguiling spitit pointed to the open

ing heauti s ofthe cherished (lewer, and
wdspered such sweet tales of s future
lovelmess, that she who claimed it for
her owny felt her heart expand 1o more
than movtal hay piness. Buty, alas! i+
happiness mightnot contmue.  The Lord
ol the garden was displeased  with the
decpadolatry, the almost frantic worship
bestowed upon the perishing  flower ol
carth and he resolved to ake 1t home to
himsdlfe He sent to the hower a pale vi-
sitanty call- d Sicknessy who touched the
delicate blossom with a blightung hand.
T'hen there was a sudden and sorrowful
change—1ts freshness and bloom  faded
away—its fragile leaves dros ped, and it~
slender stem bent under the power of dis-
case.  She who nurtared the plant, mai k-
ed the change with an aching heart, and
redou led her vigilance and her care. She
hung over the fading lower with looks ol
the deepest love—she raised its  droop-
heady and watered its parched lips with
her tears. She sent the mo t cloquent
petitions, the most impassioned pleadings
to the Loud of the garden, entreating him
to spare her cherished treasure  She did
all that mortal power could do, to save it.
butit was ol no avail. There came a
solemn and  shadowy  being, called the
“Reaper,” and with a seythe v hich he
carvied in lus skeleton hand, he eut down
he tend r planty and borc it trium hant-
Iy away! And when the peor desolate
mourner saw that the flower ot her love
had indeed perished, and assed away for
every she resigned her soul o the burden
of ucutterable wor.  She wept ineessani-
Iy for her lost weasure; she negiccted all
her duties inthe gaiden of life; she would
not be comlorted, but refused 1o listen to
ihe voice of corsolationy and she mourn-
ed wih a bitterness that was endangerin g
her existence.

Wien the Lord of the garden saw that
the won:an’s reason was sinking beneath
the stroke of aflliction, he sent to her
bower, a ministering angel who had pow-
erto comfort.  “T'his was a being of pure
and perfect loveliness, clad in snowy and
spotless raiment, and  wearing v every
feature looks of holy love and kindness,—
This beautiful being was ca led the s irit
of Religion, and with gontle woids and
winning aceent, she soothed the trou: led
hea:t of the mourner. She directed her
attention to the far-off sky, where count-
less stars appeared in their  never-{. ding
splendor, and psinting 1o one pure and
placid, which shone with peculiar brilli-
ancy, she said:

“Look, mourner, thy tender flower is
ransplanted from earth to heaven—thy
bud of promise has become a star which
shall bl »ssom, hence orth, in unfading
loveliness. Rejoice that he storm of
earth can reach it no more—rejoice that

aud bitter trial for mortals to resign theis

g e e aa  _  Wev

the many perils which _threatened it in

the garden of life, are all escaped, and
that ina clime where sunbeams never
fa'e, and flowers never perish, thy own
sweet plant will flourish ever more in
endlesg, beauty, and undying bloom.”

And thas the mourner’s heart was com
forted.  No more she wept or murmured
at her lot, but wandered over the garden
of the life  with a tranquil and uncom-
plaining spirit.  And even in aft:r years,
when the clouds of care gathered darkly
over her, or the storms of  soriow rudely
assailed, she had but to look up 1o the
loved and lovely stur, and' bless the bea-
con who-e serene and holy light guided
her sately through all the tempests ol
hfe!

“THE MILFORD BARD.”

The followin 2 in relation to the MiLrorp
Banrp, we exurac: from the N. O. Crescent
Ly

wWe know the unfortunate subject of
this articley ten years ago he was the cen-
tre of the most brilliane cucle in s na-
uve State—now a degraded  drunkard, 1s
thrust into the society of alms-house pau-
pers!—llis story is soon twld.  He was
young, rich and zenerous, pussessing the
strong impulses which torm the  fountn
head ol e silver stream ol poesy, his
lLile one continual stream of music—oune
long vibiation on the harp ol love.

“Then came the curse of by-gone years.”

1a ihe vich halls of fame there ghded |
i noiseless beauty a e cawe ol hdavenly
brghiness,  "U'he old uile! e poer  doi-
ed e spuit ol ks ouly and sne looked
upon her worshuppes widi e cola dul
eye ol prde. Few ol usaie blessed Wi
the moral courage to survive  disappoiut=
ment hike  this, and madly we fly o the
dork vaters ot e Lethe, even  though
they drown but lora single moment e
burning tho . hits which press thew scor-
pron sungs deep .nto the brain. Par be
it fiom us toadvocate the cause ol -
wiperance, but even while we depreci-
a.e, we nust look with pity on those who
tave been snutien with the plaguesspot
ot the horrid vice. Blindly he dushes o,
rechl ss ol the luwie day, torgewing
s delirium the green old days passcd in
ihe glodious sunshine «f youih, he was
then the broken hearted man—the dying
aobes of his once rich song floated upon
the carl ke the sig! of a wounded spu
at the guie o heaven.  ‘I'he object ol
his early  love mariied.  With a glazed
eye and taded hopes he sees the last plank
torn from his grasp and  hears the  hivid
wat s guigle.n his ears. "Then comes
wadness,and the poet revels i the splen
dor of the Jurid ball.  T'he dieam is over,
he has passed through the zlher of the fire
o Baely but Ye s scathed— scatned
Lo the quick!  Siepy by step, he wolks on
1o perdition, one by one his [rienvs de-
sert hino,  S.ll he clings to her memory
—=ull the sweet :ad song  of the past
i borne upon the dark waves of sor-
row.

Some two years ago an atlempl was
made by some of his triends to endeavor
i possible to save him  from utter degra-
dati n, by placirg him for a voluntary
period in the Baltimore jail. 1 culled
one evening tosee him, he vas giy und
cheerful but happiness wa the thin up-
per crust ol his feelings.  There was one
sentence which | can never forget, it was
late and he jailor informed me that My
was tather unwell and was about
retiring to rest.  Yielding to my im; or-
tunities, however he led the way to his
apartment.  Peeping through the key
hole I saw him engaged in prayer, his
hands were raised in mute supplication to
lleaven, and tears were rollit g down his
cheeks.

“Men call mea
God! forg ve HER

wreek!”

drunkard! buty, Oh!
who caused this

The friend and companion of Thom-
as Moore=—he whose society was courted
by theti stof the Land; and around whose
hrow fame wouid have thirown his vich st
wreathi—is v ow the immate of an asylum
for paupers!— e will go downto the
tomh urhono ed and the hilleek growing
with weeds above his head will e point-
ed out by the passer by, as “11E DRUN-
BARD’S (RAVE.”

Englund saved by en Cld Iedy. A
couthern paper says:i—*McLeod Las been
acquitted; the alibi was  sustained. Ol
Betsy Morricon sav- d the United Siates
from a war and England from a beat-
wng.

Trnnessee.—By the State Treasurer’s
report t+ the Legislature we learn that the
receipts of the Tieasury for the two  Jasi
vear- have been $€69,339 22, and the
disbursements $4€9.,744 75, leaving a
balance of $189,694 47.

Col. Wood, late representative for the
city of Natch: z, has sailed for England.

with documents sufficient to prove hin
the rightful heir to the greet Wood esiate.
The Colonel will only be worth abou:
$13,000,000,
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i mande of twilight—halt suashine and hali

From the Magnolia.

VISION OF AMZRICA.
BY MARIA GERTRUDL KYLE.

It was nighty the summer air was full
ot holy calmness, the lightest winds were
asleep in thew unknown resting places—
even the wremulous leaves of the mimosa
were sully and the lily’s bell of purity
hung without motion.  "I'he moon was
not in heaven, but the innu « erable stars
were there—in undimmed brightness they
shone forth; not even the tiniest cloud
threw its light drapery around th ir burn-
ing thrones.  No frown hung darkly on
the mighty brow of the tameless ocean,
for the song of the sea nymphs had
luled the storm-spirit to rest in their
coral caves, and its water ki-sed the sil-
ver sand so solily, thatecho failod o give
back ain answering Kiss. "I'he green woild
ol woods filled not the airv with the mel-
ancholy music of its unquiet leav: s; it was
stiil as cvery other fold of nature’s robe.

On this night of undisturbed repose, |
was alene, it solitude can dwell where
the million tongnes of earth, sky and
ocean, speak alanguoge to the heart w hich
hath a mysterious power to calm its
haughtiest passions. ‘I'he universal spir-
it of stillness had covered me, also, with
his invisible wing, and as | vielded to its
dreamy influence, behold! his twin sister
meditation stood before me. Ier coun-
teance was nexpressibly beautifuly and a
1 ajestic grace dweltin her perfect form—
her brow was peacelul as an infant’s dream
and yet there was a stange brightuess a-
bout it—-it seemed as it through its mira-
ble and wansparent whit ness shone forth
the radiance of some unseen source of lus-
tre. She was arrayed na robe hike the

shadey and the vays of priceless diamonds
threw the r sunny light on the dakness
ol her raven hair.  She placed her hand
gendy on oy head; and  turmed  her
thoughtful eyes on the occan—mine fol

lowed the gaze.  Lo!a change had taken
place.  Nature had flung aside her dia-
pery of silencey and the lion roar ol the
veaed sea camie upon my car. ‘I'he ocaute-
ous sile ol s celim had disappeared, and

«nd surely never did ocean cradle in its
giant anns a more lovely creation. My

Jjestic woods, whose green and dewy leaves
sparkled like emer lds, in the glad light
ol the sun, to tl e streams clear and pure
enough to mirror the fuce of angels; from
the dark mountains to the verdant glades,
where flowers gloried in their rainbow he-
ing. | turned from this scene of enchant-
ment to look once more on the lonely
watcher of the deeps but he was no lon-
ger alone, many were around him, and he
stood among them as stands the lordly

doubt had passed from his soul, and the
bright day spring ol certainty had burst
upon him.  Hhisrightarm of triumph was
extended towards that rew world, and
the lofty exultation of the flashing eye
which drank inits fair beauty, spoke a
language, which my heart found it not dif-
ficult to read.

My hand has added a virgin page to the
history of a world, and displayed a new
and priceless gem in the coronal of Na-
ture—and the echo of its name will ouly
cease when the last wave of the stream of
time mingles with the boundless waters
of eternity. Contemplating the radiant
joy of this noble son of mortality, the
spell of my beautiful «ompaunion caused
another scene to appear.

T'his snnny land was before me, but oh!
how changed. The woods had bowed
to the power of the glittering ave, and the
sunnow looked w th unchecked eye on
the flowery earth, which forages had been
shadowed.  Na'ure had fled with anry
brow from many a spot, where Ar had
reared the polished structures ofarchitec-
ture.—The vast jakes whose waters had
been ruffled only by the wing «f thi» hur-
ricane, oc the stroke of the light paddle,
now foamed and boiled in the wake of
many a proud ship.

‘I'he tameless children of the forest, ihey
on whose haughty brow the sun looks
with a redder and a houer gaze than on
ours, where ar tiry—the scatered rem-
nants of their tnibes which the white man
had failed 10 mingle with the dnsty, had

s wate s dashed in foaming w o ves against
the swong sides of a staely  ship.
OQue form was alone visible on the wide
decky vut vhen my eye rested on ity i
lorgot to seek another.  He was above
Loe common height ol man—stiength
saclled e his Loty proportions, and e
han v ol scmmetry had moulded then all,
Gentus had stamped his prineely signet on
the broad browy and 14 re also the soar-
g schemesy ngh thoughis, and - glonous
| opes ol many  years, had lelt their nn-
pressin deep lines. “T'ie compressed and
arched hp spoke of a fion and haghty
souly winle s carved lines showed that
siiles weie no suanger there.  ln the
lear hight of the oitental eye, the beauti-
tul spuit of s mind dwe t o5 in a dia-
mound shriney belore whose magic power
the common herd bowed as to a divinity;
buty no -y o'er b s radient face, was drawn
a vell of deepestmelancholy, and the clear
olive ol the check was pale as with watch-
ing.  Though night had now reached her
starry noony he was still gazing out upon
the occan and the sky,—uaoghtelse v et
his view, and as he looked on them wo ds
of thrilling sound came from hi. lips,and
were borne on the night air to my car.
Ohl'majestic sea! long, long have | vainly
sailed on thy vast and unguiet bosom,
long has the will music of the crested
billows been, to me, as the song ofangels,
for I wusted they would, erc this have
borne e to that unknown land toward
which the departing car of day urges its
weary wheels, that land who-e existence
so many have denied, hut which has been
the golden sun, aronnd whose beauteous
centre the many worlds of my varied
thoughts have so long revolved,and which
I believed would have formed an unfading
sis,on whichgto rear the splendid wemple
of an immortal fame. But naught has
been my portion but the sick fever of the
heart—hope deferred.  Oft has the morn-
ing riscn on the golden wings to meet the
dayy and no distant shore grown bright
beneath hersmile.  Nightalter night have
the stars stolen with silent steps upon my
vatching gaze, butthe star ol my hope
roge notfrom her occan bed, and now, il
with the returning day comes not on my
view this long wished for land, the mag-
nificient vision of a life must be unrealiz
ed, the iron feuers of the will of co v mon
men must bind down my soaring aspira-
tions—on another brow will be placed
the gem ol the we tern world, and the resi
ol my evistence will be only lighied by
the sun «fmy eternal hope.

As the echo of these melancholy words
were horne from mortal heari g on the
light wings of the air, I turned away and
when Lagain looked a other clange had
come,

The dim twilight of the carly dawn, the
infaney of the day, was suuggling to free
the world from the dreamy arms of dark -

fled covered with vengeance us with a
maniley o deeper wilds, where their in-
irader™ voice had never echoed. The de-
mon of war was passing lrom the land.
but his dwk shadow of desolation suli
hovered over it.  The sons of this infan
worldas il catching the inspivation of the
free air which they breathed, had jus:
thrown from their souls the golden fet-
ters o Kingly sway—long had been the
struggle, for those letters were fusiened by
the iron rivets of superior power, but the
bold spirit of freedons in their breasts, had
with the overwhelming force of a moun-
tain cateracty leaped over every barrier;
and now they stood a free and in‘epen-
dent people.

Ouncemore the scene changed, and the
pure starlight disclosed in this beautcous
land a crowded dwelling place of men.
The bright clusters of mighty worl s,
which form the magnificent dials of night
were waning in the west, as the hoarse
thunder of canuon fell upon my car.
Long and loud it swelled, until morning,
as 1l at its call diawing a~ide with res-
plendent hand the curtain of her eastern
bed, Inoked forth with glad and sunuy
eyes. Itseemed as if Nature and Ari,
those rival sovereigns for the dominion ol
mind, had extended the hand ol fellow-
ship to enchance the Leauty of the scene;
but neither had now the power to attract
my attention—it was fixed with eager
wonder on a multitude as unquiet andal
most as countless as the leaves of the for-
est, which filled the wide street of that
Capital.  The colc North had unchain-
ed her gates of ice,and sent forth her har-
dy sons; the sunny South had opened a
passage through budding leaves and
springing flowers for her favored children
—the brght Easty the grand galle' y of
arts of this new world, gave her intellec-
tual offspring, ard the vigorous dwellers
of the fertile West strode across the giant
trunks of the monarchs of the forest,
which their swength had laid prostrate
with the dust—to swell the mighty num-
ber. And there, also, were gathered ma-
ny from the Fastern [Tenmisphere—the lof-
ty ones of the far-famed kingdom of the
green and sister isles—the fur-clad noble
of that vast Empire stretching across two
quarters of the carth. and the gay child of
the land where the lily blooms in embhroi
derved beauty on its waving flag. These
were arraved in princely and ermined
robes, while the sunbeams flashed back
from the dazzling ravs of the jewels which
adorned them, but they who worshipped
a' the srhine of liberty had no ornament
save her princeless mantlecand the unfad-
ing gems of the mind. On. on, swept
the vast throng—trinmphant and warlike
music  measured its statelv march, and
snowy  plumes and  coun l2ss banners
tossed and waved in the clear air.  And
now a lofty an‘l marble structure rises

ness, but in vain, anen day’s langhing
childhoodsthe merry morn sprang up. and
threw  her veil of sunbeams on the hrow
of the solemn night, and darkie:s fled.—
The image of that gorgeous veil was mir-
‘ored on the hosom of the deep. and each
nowy wave blushed erimson as it reflec-
ted its burning hues.  But the oeean re-
joiced notalone in the hea tv of the mor-

e T

ning. Land, fair and unsull.ed as that!

before me, and at the base of its broad
Istaps the unquiet sea of hamran beings is
‘lst lled. Tis waves are suddenly parted,
jand behold a manly figure is seen, Age
| has «ilvered his locks,and slhightlv furrow-
(ed his check, but the eve flashes with
| much of the fire and energy of vouth—his
| dress is simple, but the more than imper-
ial dignity of a brave and generous soul
regulates his movements, With calm
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fresh fr.m its Maker’s hand, met my view,

cye wandered with delight from the ma-

oak amid lowliest shrubs.  The night of

and firm tread he passes onward with those
whom the people have chosen to feed the
flame of the undying lamps which burn
on thealtar of Liberty. ‘I'he marble steps
are ascended, and now thev stand in a
room ofstate.  Corinthian pillars, adorn-
ed with damask hangings support the lof=
ty ceiling, while the light steals with a
richer hue through erimson draperies.

| With noiseless steps, a~d hushed voice
| the train g «the s dround him, who stands
(in the skadow of the outstreiched wings
(of the golden eagle—the thick folds of
i the star-studded  banner floaiing above
) himy and his hand resting on the open
page of the book of life. [Ilis brow iy
tsolemn and his voice full of awe,as thril-
iling words pass from his lips. They
y cease—the stal of a nation’s destiny is
given him, and he passed from that cham-
ber its inaugerated head. As he reaches
the marble platform around which tie
multitudes are gathered, and stands in
simple dignity above them in the zenith
of his power, astillness, deep as midnight
spreads its wide wings over the welcom-
ing thousands—his voice alone is heard;
and from it pours a flood of eloquence,
full of passion, of beauty, and of feeling,
which falls on the ear with the thriliing
power of wildest music. The master
chord of patriotism is struck in every
breast, and its tones risc in loud and tri-
umphant shouts into the echoing air. 1
gazed—I listened—and said, this is the
sunshine of life. 1las the shadow alrea-
dy come?—\Who is that in the distance?
A giunt and terrible form—his drapery is
asable pall.  Tied to his dreaded chari-
otare the drooping figures of earthly hope,
and joy, and love, and on the banner,
whose ebonand heavy folds fill the sur-
rounding air with darkness, is inscribed
the one tremendous word, peatu. His
mighty bow is raised—the unerring ar-
row poised—it moves with the over-
whelming power, and the dread silence
of heaven’s fiery bol!! Who is the mark
of this “King of Terrors?” A weeping
nation answers—Ilarrison!

Savannah, Geo., 1841.
————
CURIOUS LOVE AFFAIR.

The following circ imstance hasppened
a lew miles west of Midsome Norton,
several wonths s nec:—A youd r man and
wvoman, quit+ strangers  to each other,
were aceidently placed by the sexton of
a parish church in the same pew. During
the conrse of the sermon, the young man
ead love in the eyes of the lady, which
made a greater impression  on his iund
than did the lecture of the pious minis-
ter.  As love, although blind, is never at
a loss for expedients, he presented the
maiden, whose character had so attracted
himy with a strip of paper, bearing the
following portion of  Secripture, taken
lrom t e second Epistle of 8t. John, 8th
verses:—“And now I beseech thee, lady,
not as though I wrote a new command-
ment utito theey, but that which we had
from the beginning, that we love one an-
other;” after reading which, she sclected
another porti n and returned it to him,
from the 1st chapter of Ruth, the 16ur
verse—"Eutreat me not to leave thee or
to return from following after thee: for
wiither thou goest I will go; and where
thou lodgest | will lodge; thy people
shall be my people, and thy God my
God.” From that time they became ac-
quainted with each other, and iii less than
ten monfhs after they were married
and now they live very comfortably to-
gether.

—

The Secretary of Sta'e.—A rumor is
in active circulation that there is shortly
to be another modification of ihe Cabinet;
and that Mr. Webster is to retire from the
post of Secretary of State. This rumor,
we have reason to believe, is entirely un-
founded. It was started by a gossipping
letter from Washington, published in one
of our morning papers—which letter, we
have reason to believe, would not have
heen published had the editor seen it be-
fore it went to p ess.—Since that publi-
cation a graver aspect has been given to
the rumor by the comments of the press
in various quarters. But we repeat our
entire conviction that it is wholly and in
all respects unwarranted by anything that
has taken place, or that ig likvly to take
place, betwecn the Secretary of State and
the President.  On the contrary, we have
reacon to bel eve thai the utmost confi-
dence and cordialityy both in their per-
sonl and official relations exist between
them.-—We can certify of our own knowl-
edge that when M. Wehster pa-sed
through this city, on his visit to Massa-
chusetts, where he has heen ever since, he
had no purpose of leaving the Cabinet,
and we have sinee that seen other and
stronger evidence of the confidence re-
posed by the President in Mr. Webster,
from the highest possible source.

N. V. Com. Adv.

Tevnzr Covscievczs.—Some people
have consciences sovery tender that they
make no use of them whatever.

5 X ]

Goon Ncows ror T'exas—General
[Tamiltony the Texian Agent in England,
arrived i the Columbia, bringing the a-
mount of the lsan effected; in pure Gold.
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