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From the New York Tribune,
THE MORNING STAR.

BY AUGUSTUS BNODGRASS.

Larx's morning has a star as bright
As that which rolls on high,

Just oa the young Dey’s cold groy light,
Steals soltly o'ar the sky!

A star of joy—a star of love,
Which fondly, purely beams—

Bright as the scenes where gaily rove
Sweet Childhood's goldon drsama.

It blushes from the azure walls
Where sleeps the faded night,

And by its smile of beauty calls
The soul to life and light!

Vet as the bosy day rolls on
11 flies the burning glare,

And [ades before the flaming Sun
Within its realms of air.

Then comes the noisy press of Life—
The mixing with the crowd;

The hunt for gold—the wee—the sirilc—
The conflict long and loud!

But back from thesa my soul will wrn,
And gaze on that dim star,
“'But | behold it as an U
~ Whgre Pleasure’s ashes are!

No more tbe laugh and song surround,
Nor ebrly friendship’s smile;

But (hey are like the dull, dread soond
Borne from a ruined aisle!

1 aee bot dim and misty forms
Onee loving and caressed;

Yet they etretch forth their shadowy arms
To touch my heaving breast.

Then gazs I on thet sacred Soul
Which knew my esrliest hours;

Whose words upon my spirit stole
Like winds in Summer bowers !

Before me stands his mighty shade
And looks with eyes severe,
And points, through all the Past arrayed,
Unto each distant year!

He lifts on high bis shattered lyre
And melody would bring,

But woos in vain the slumbering fire
Unto its mouldered string.

Dot vainly did he touch that lyre

. While Life flashed in his veins;

E'en now his tones fly wing'd with fire
Along our hills and plains!

"

And il my song has ever brouglht
A roy of joy to me,

'Twas tbat the sacred flame | caught,
My aatly friend, from thee!

And though thy humble gruve afar
My knees have never press'd,
Yej thou dost shine, a sacred star,

For ever in my breast!

Bat oft when Silence stills the Earth,
And breathes her spell on me,

1 dream that thou dost wander fonth,
And that | walk with thee!

Bul on thy brow I see no more
Thy many woes impreas'd;—
Woes, which like snake.fangs stung, and bore
Thy spirit o its rest!
But earnest, calm—thou movest by—
And on me lay'st thy hand,—
1 see & blessing in thine eye
Brought from the spirit land;

And oft as thus I walk by thee,
1 wander back afer;
And through the mists around me sce
The smile of young Life's star.
————
The beautiful sentence subjoined js from
the “Carpenter of Rouen,” a popular play:
“The Mechanic, sir, is one of God's no-
blemen. What have mechanics not done!
Have they not opened the secret chambers
of the mighty deep, and extracted its trea.
sures, and made the raging billows their
bighway, on which they ride as on a tame
steed?  Are not the elements of fire and
water chained to the crank, and at the me-
chanic’s bidding compelled to turn itl—

Have not mechanics opened the bowels of

the earth, and made its produets contribute
1o bis wants! The forked lightning is their
plaything, and they ride triumphant on the
wings 0?’ the ighty wind. To the wise

; are the HAoodgates of knowledge,

and'kings and. queens are decorated with
their hapdy-works, He who made
universe was a great mechanic,
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[low-rds higofaster; and caid with o falter.
| ing vhice——
® “Pargive me, senor; but oh! grant me

|the freedom' of my father!

“ERROR CEASES TO BE DANGEROUS. WHEN REASON [8 LEFT FREE TO COMBAT I'T\"—Jerrensos.

“Your own freedom and his also, my

vﬂ' 4.

From the New Mirror,
THE ZOMBIL, OR MURILLO'S PUPIL.

Many years ago,on a beautiful summer
morning, several young men, who emerged
from different strects, pursued their way
towards the house of the eslebrated painter,
Murillo.

They all arrived at the door at the same
moment, exchanged salutations in a cordial
manner, and called each other by name.
They hurried up the flight of stairs and
reached the studio. The maestro had not
yet entered, and each artist approached
his easel, to see if the colours were wall
dried,

“By the holy 8t. James of Compostella,”
exclaimed Isturez, “which of you remained
last in the studio yesterday?”

“You have not recovered from the effects
of your morning nap,” replied at the same
time Fernandez, “or you would surely re-
collect that we all went home together.”
“There is a point beyond which forbear-
ance ceases to bea virtue,” continued Is-
turez, evidently in a bad humor, “Yester-
day, before leaving the studio,l consumed an
hour at least in cleaning very carefully my
palette and brushes, and this morning I find
them dripping with paint.”

“See there! look!” cried Carlos; “there is
another little face, just in the corner of
my picture; and it's by no meansa bad one
either. Carajo! who can it be that thus
amuses himself every morning with paint-
ing a figure, first upon the wall and then
upon my canvass.”

“Yesterday, Fernandez, there was one
just above your easel.”

“It must be Isturez; his palette is proof
positive against him,” said Fernandes.

“No, by the holy madre! it was not 1"
replied Isturez.

“Do not swear; such a face you never
could have painted,” said Carlos.

“Be that is it may. Dan Carlos, I have
never yet painted any quite so indifferent
as yours.”

“And my brushes too are all moist!” ex-
claimed Gonzales. “By the old patron saint
of Spain! something very mysterious. goes
on here at night.”

“Do you not think with the creole, Go-
mez, that it is the Zombi who pays these
noctural visits to our studio?” asked Isturez.
“Certainly! Ighelieve it," returned Men-
dez, who had thus long remained silents
while examining attentively one of those
beautiful sketches which peeped forth, in
greater or lesser number, every morning
from their canvass, asthough called into
existence by the magic wand of some su-
pernatural visitant. [ wish in my ‘Descent
from the Cross’ he had had the kindness to
have sketched the head of the Holy Virgin;
my conceplion may be ever so pure and
chaste, but my pencil obstinately refuses to
obey the impulses of my imagination.”

At these words Mendez approached his
easel. An exclamation of astonishment
burst from his lips, and he stood petrified
at the spectable presented to his view. A
beautiful Madonna's head, merely sketched,
but of wonderful expression, stood out clear
from the canvass, graceful and pleasing,
amid the other figures of the picture, iike
an unearthly apparition,

“Ilow now? What's the matter with you
all!” demanded a stern, grufl voice, which
roused the youth from his meditations,
who bowed respectfully before the speaker.
“Examine for yourself, Senor Murillo,"
answered all the young men simultaneously,
pointing to the casel of Mendez.

“Whose work is this! Who painted that
head!” asked Murillo, with eagerness. “Why
do you not answer! Whoever sketched that
Madonna will some day or other be the
master of us all. Does no one speak? 1
should be proud to acknowledge it as the
production of my own pencil. By the
soul of my father! what tenderness! what
sweetness! what delicacy! Mendez, my
dear pupil, speak, is it yours!”

“No, maestro,” replied Mendeg, evidently
grieved.

“Was it you, Isturez! or you, Fernandez
or you, Cordova?

“No, macstro,” replied they simulta-

neously.
“But,” said Murillo, impatiently, “it could

not have made its appearance here of itself.
Some one must have done i.”

“This is not the first nor the only myste-
rious and inexplicable affair which has
transpired in your studio,” replied Cordova,
the youngest of the pupils. “Believe me;
maestro, this place abounds in spirits, who
regularly assemble here every night, and
play off their pranks till the dawn of day.”

“l am by no means so superstitious as
Cordova,” said Fernandez; “but true itis
that events occur within these walls which
surpass belief.”

“And what are they?” demanded Murillo,
sternly, whose gaze was still riveted on
the head of the beautiful Madonna.
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“In obedience to your orders, senor, we
never leave the studio without putting eve.
rything in the most perfect order, cleansing
our palettes, washing our brushes and ar-
ranging our easels; Lut every morning we
find all things in the greatest confusion, our
palettes loaded with paint, and on all sides
we behold the most exquisite sketches, and
are astonished at theirincomparable beauty!
In one place the head of an angel; in
another that of a demon, or the profile of
a lovely female, or the head of an old man,
but all wonderfully beautiful and admirable
in their competition, setting imitation at
defiance. We rejoice that this day you
have had an opportunity of witnessing
these remarkable phenomena yourself; and
if the individual who thus amuses himself
here inthe dead hour of the night be not
yourself, senor, then I must agree with
Cordova that it is, beyond all doubt, the
devil I"

“I would to heaven it were! Willingly
would I avow myself the delineator of
those refined and delicate features—of that
bold and majestic outline! There are, doubt-
less, in the picture some few variations
from the rules of art; but those few are lost
amid its transcendant beautics, Sebastian!
Sebastian!” he cried, interrupting himself,
“we will soon ferret out the mysterious
artist. Sebastian,” he continued, addressing
himself to a little creole, about fourteen
years of age, who hurried at the call of his
master, “have I not ordered you to sleep in
this place every night?”

“Yes, senor,” replied the timid and lerri.-I
fied boy.

“Well, and do you slcep here? |
“Yes, senor.”

“Well, then, speak' Who was it that
cither last night or this morning entered
this room before the arrival of these gen-
tlemen? Bpeak, or I'll soon find means to
compel you!" exclaimed Murillo to the
boy, who continued revolving his feathered
cap upon his thumb without replying; “un-
ravel this mystery.”

“Nobody, senor, that I know of,” replied
Bebastian, tremblingly.

“Slave!

“No one but myself has entereéd this
apartment, upon my word, senor,” repeated
Sebastian, kneeling and raising his hands
imploringly to his master.

“Sebastian,” replied Murillo firmly,“listen
tome. I am determined to find out who
painted this Madonna's head, and the others
which these young gentlemen have observed
here for several mornings past.  This night
you shall keep waltch, instead of sleeping:
and to-merrow, if you have not detected
the guilty individual, you shall receive
twenty-five lashes. Dost thou hear? Go
and grind your colours; and you, gentle-
men, go to your work.”

The young men applied themselves with
enthusiasm to their occupation, but no
sooner had Murillo left the stadio than the
mysterious artist again became the subject
of conversation. Mendez spoke first.
“Look out for scourging to-morrow, boy
if you do not detect the intruder to-night.
Give me some yellow.”

“You do not need any, Senor Mendez.
There is already too much yellow on your
picture. As to the intruder, it's my opin-
ion it's Zombi."

“Cease your stupidity about Zombi,” said
Gonzales, impatiently.

“You may believe in the Zombi or not,
Senor Gonzales, but that does not disprove
his existence, nor that he is sometimes a
good spirit and sometimes a malicious one;
for it was he, undoubtedly, who so pulled
the arm of your *Johnin the Wilderness’
out of shape; for,” continued Secbastian,
jeeringly, “if the other was equally long,
he might unloose the latchets of bis shoes
without bending his body."”

The attention of all was directed to
Gonzales' picture, and they cast alook of
astonishment first at Gonzales and then at
Sebastian,

“Do you not all see that there is truth
in Sebastian’s criticism!” said Isturez, ex-
amining more clesely the unnatural limb,
which had hitherto cscaped their obser-

vation.
Gonzoles coloured, looked angrily at

Isturez, and pettishly reminded Sebastian
of the twenty-five lashes he was to receive
on the following day.

In this manner they jeered and rallied
each other until the hours devoted to study
had expired,” then arranging the studio
they exchanged salutations, and parted
until the following day.

It wasnight and the studio of Murillo,
the celebrated painter of Seville, which
during the day presented such a scene of’
mirth and activity, bad become silent and
solitary as the grave. A single lamp burnt
dimly upon the marble table in the centre,

joyed their astonishment.”

good boy,” eried Murillo, who could no
longer rostrain his dJdeep emotion, Lut
caught Sebastian inhis arme and embraced
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plexion accorded well with the gloomy
darkness in which he was enveloped, and
whose large black eyes sparkled in the
obscurity like lustrous brilliants. He was
leaning upon an casel, in a graceful pos-
tare, still and unmoveable, and plunged in
the profoundest reflection. Without his
observing it, the door opened gently, and a
man, whose features it was impossible to
distinguish in the gloom which pervaded
the apartment, entered, advanced towards
him, and called him by name. 8chastian
was too much oceupied to reply. He was
seized by the arm.

Sebastian raised his eyes--a tall, fine
looking creole stood before him.

“What brings you here, father?" asked
the boy, with evident concern.

“Only to keep you company, my child.”

“That is unncessary, father; return to
your bed. 1 will keep watch alone,"”

“But if the Zombi should appear?”

Sebastian smiled and replied:

“I am not afraid of him, father.”

“But if he should take you from me, my
child?”

The boy raised his eyes towards the
large skylight in the vaulted ceiling, through
which the twinkling stars were glimmering
with peerless ray.

“Place your trust there, father, andre-
turn again to your bed. I will lay myself
down upon the carpet, ank seek forgetful-
ness in slecp.”

“But are you not afraid the Zombi will
come, Sebastian?”

“No, father; tiie belief in the Zombi is |
only a superstition of our country; and
Father Eugenio has told you as well as me |

that there are no such things as supernat-

ural beings.”

“Why did you tell the young gentlemen
of the studio, then, that it was the Zombi
who sketched those mysterious figures?”
“For my own amusement, father. [ en-

“Well, good might, my dear boy,"” said
Gomez, as he left the room.

Sebastian no sooner found himself alone
than he leaped about the room for joy.
“And now to my work,” he eried; but,
stopping suddenly, he paused and reflected
on the morrow. “Twenty-five lashes if I
do not tell who has sketched these figures;
and double that number, perhaps, if 1 con-
fess myself the guilty one. What shall |
do?”

Sebastian kneeled upon the carpet, which |
served him at night for a bed; butan irre-
sistible drowsiness crept over his senses in

him. *From thie day forward you shall
be my pupil. I am! 1
have accomplished more than the making
of pictures, [ have created a varztrenr!

| Murillo kept his word, and Scbastian
Gomez, more generally known ander the
name of “Murilio's

“One touch more here—and there a more
delicate shade—then this mouth, oh heav-
ens! it opens—thiese eyes gaze on me wilh|
a celestial expression—this forehead, what
purity! O adorable virgin!"

Scbhastian, lost in hi¢ rapturous and
boundless enthusiasm, forgot the hours
that were gliding swilily away, and  his
threatened punishment,  The youthful ar-
tist, before his picture, saw nothing besides
the angelic face of the blessed Mary, whe
scemed to smile upon him with a mingled
look of approbation and love.

Suddenly he awoke from his revery. e

Happy man that

ercole,” sonn rose 1o
eminenee in his profession. and subsequenly
became one of the greatest painters that
Spainever produced. The eathedrals of
| Seville, at the present day, contain severul

lof the chefs d'wuvres of his genius, among

| which the most celebrated are “The Holy
| Virgin with the Infant Christ in her arms,”

: 1 . |a most beautiful “Anna,” a “Joseph,” and,
heard a slight noise as of persons advancing ) i e ¥ Christ® at

behind him; and; turning quickly m"ml.lnhmc all, a “Crucifixion of Christ,” a

; A 2 .| whose feet stands the apostic Peter.

beheld all the pupils and his master at their '
head. He did not dream for a moment ufi Tur Qresx or AND  NER
attempting to justify himself,  With the | {fyspayp.—Erastus Brooks, Bsq., of New
palette in one hand and a brush in the | York, now in England, gives the following
other, he dropped hig head upon his breast, description of them us he saw them on
and awaited in silence the punishment | horseback

which he was convinced he had so rashiy “Their dresses were exactly such as ane
provoked. would see on a dozen of |;| wstrians in

. g . 4 " . ‘ » 1 1]
For several minutes the most profound |London and New York.  She wore a blue
broadidoth habit, with a small linen eollar,

basti | ified with  fear bef and lead eolored gloves:  Her hat was
rastian stood  petrihed with fear DEIOTE 40 gl viding Lat of black beaver. His

them, because he was taken in the very dress was the vsual dress of a gentleman,
act, so were also the maestro Murillo and and his hat was gray beaver, with a black
his pupils equally petrified with astonish. | erape band, in honor of the late ““k‘«" of
ment At what they beheld. Murillo beck. | Orlcans. These were the Queen of Eng.

’ land and Prince Albert, her consort.—
oned to the young men, who could scareely |ghad of Elizaleth! how wauld thy roff
restrain the outbursts of their adimiration, ' sink down with amazement badst thau be.
to be silent, advanced towards Sebastian, | held thy descendent then! 1, wha had only
read of Queensin books, which tell of their
arand doings and their gorgeous rol
not quite prepared for this simpliciiy.—

Iiscraxn

stlence pervaded the compan y; for, if Se-

concealing his emolions beneath a stern,
cold gaze, cast his eyes first upon his trem-

8, WwWhs

bling slave and then upon the beantiful head | yicturia is of the wsual and rather
of the Madonna, and asked him— plump.  Her hair is of a dark Lrows
“Who is your master, Sehastian’” plaited on each side, and tncked behind the

“You, senor,” replied the boy, in an ul. =% Her ,I‘ atures are hike the portrans

; s we sce of her; her eves are binghits She

most inaudible tone. looked before her with o Hushed and anx-

,.Y“”r master of [.ﬁlll'it'l_:.:. I moean Se- ious gaze, and bowed shightly vn vach side.
with 2 sweet but pensive smile, while th
said | people around took off their bats and cour-
tesied in silence,  Prince Albert pajsed s

o hat seversl times.

bastian!”

“None uther than yoursclf,
the terrified boy.

«] have never given you any instruction,
said Murillo, amazed.

senor,”

[ Mrnxenrs v Loxpox.—2A little pamy

“You have instructed others inmy pres- | et entitled the *“Wrongs of Women,” has
; 4 LT oy s bikaherd in Niaw vk COOT
ence, senor, and T could not avoid learning.”” | just been published in New York,  Accor
ding toits stntements, there are ot this time
3 | A ( his ~|in London alune, 15,000 girls, from the age
at the kind and gentle voice of his mas-| ¢ 4y 00 upwards, employed in the nnl-
ter. linery and dress mnking establislhiments ol
“And you not only heard my instruc-| 1500 cmployers, who are reduced to the
" % f . i P - . [ (=
tions, by Saint James of Compostellal bup | fmost deplorable condition of healdh, and
" . 1 hvinge 1] 05 nous way, ful s

you have profited by them,” rejoined the nving in the most rulnods way Lt
/ i % sliniratiog ] fashion has every where its apes, 8o has it
great painter, “I"”‘Il‘ ""_""'m““" wirayt ‘ evervwhore its vietims, and it is said there
itself against his inclination. “Gentlemen,” s hardly an establishment wnothe re: in thot
said he, addressing himsell' to his pupils, | does net ~kill a girl year,” and il 1o 1l
“what shall be done with this boy: does he list of killed were superadded all who are
i ET— maortally wounded, n fearful return woukl
L L appear.  During the 1two “seagons” in

replied the boy, who began to take eourage |

the middle of his prayer, and leaning
against the marble wall of the swudio, he !
fell into a prufound slumber, |
A faint dusky ray of the morning light
stole through one of the large oval win.
dows of the apartment, and fell softly upon
the easel of Mendez. The sonorous clock
of the old cathedral of Seville tolled the
hour of three, and aroused Sebastian from
his slumbers.  Any other child would have
yielded to the control of weariness and
slept; but Sebastian, who had only three
hours for himself—three hours of liberty,
leaped from his resting-place and advanced
toward a half open window, to inhale the
fresh air of the morning.
“Up, up, Sebastian,” said he to himself:
“you have only three hours of your own,
improve them; and the remainder belongs |
to your master.” ‘
By this time he had completely banished
his drowsiness.
Terrified by the sensations which his |
pictures had created the day preceding, his
first impulse on awaking was to efface ev- ‘
ery line his pencil had traced; and, dipping

Madonna, who, through the gloom of the
vast and sombre apartment, looked more
beautiful and lovely than ever.

“Blot out those enchanting fratures—
obliterate those heavenly beaming eyes!
No, never! Rather will I endare the threat.
ened punishment, rather will 1 undergo any
torture, than thus annihilate this most beau.
tifal conception of my imagination. The
young artists themselves had not the heart
to efface them, and shall I do it? No, never!
That lip lives, breathes and speaks. 1f 1
should erasgé that celestial countenance, !
should feel as though I had caused the life
blood of the ever-blessed Madonna to flow.
No, rather will I prosecute the glorious
task and complete it, let the punishment be
what it may."

No sooner had this thought entered his
mind than Sebastian scized the paletie of
Mendez, prepared the various colours, ad-
vanced towards the easel and resumed his
fascinating undertaking. The sun rose
higher and higher, and Sebastian continued
to paint, occupied alone with his charming
Madonna, who began to receive additional
life and animation from his magic pencil.

and pear it stood aboy, whose pale com-

tof these gentlemen.
his brush in oil, he advanced towards the |departed father, whatsoever vou ask of

At the word punishment, Schastian al | (ion, the girls nsunlly work from 6 A M.

most lust his conseiousness: he raised his il 2 o 8 next morning. Many have for
eves timidly and imploringly towards his three monthis sueeessively worked 20 hours
'l;’l!l*‘r ul of the 24, Une witness, who was ex-
sl > - - " amined before the Commiz<ion of Tnguiry
" 8 y sonor,” exclaimead the . . iR TN
No puni !u'ru nl, senor n ' had been compelled 1o work from 1 AL M.
voung men simullancously, “but a re- g, Thursday, to 10 1-2 on the next Sunday
ward.” morning,
»How shall he be rewarded!” demanided ———— =
Murillo. «My dear, what shall we bave for dinna

1“ ]

L

to-day ! =Oue of your smiles,” 1
hasband, *1 can dine oo that
“But I coant,” said the wile.
this said Lo, giving her a kiss,
ed for his office.  He returned o dinnes
“That steak ig excellent,” snid he, “what did
vou pay forit!™  «What you gave me this
“Slll.‘ilk. 'q".imsliun‘" "ili'l ‘\!u”"'" 1""1‘“"" "illllnl'ttll l\ .'--l'l :il"llf |l'!1:1I‘.I Cmn i\:',t'llluilllhl Y I|] i"t II’_‘:\"
at his slave, whose countenance manifested  of (Le tme” ’
no signs of joy at the proposed rewards. — =
A young lady of rure beauty, whils
ing at a pair of stockings in a dry gouds
store, asked thie vl Ir\' “lhow ’."-_')f _llu'\'
came!  The yvoung man, apparently mueh
eonlused, replied, *1 never tricd them on,

Sebastian began once more tn breathe, i
“With at least ten ducats,” said Mendez
“Oh! fiftcen would not be too much,” said

Fernandez.

“Give him a newsoit for the fote of the
blessed Virgin,” said Gonzales,

“Plten take
s he de part-

“speak. my good boy, do none of these
things accord with your tastes! T am so
delighted with these proofs of vour ge.
nius, these bold vutlines, this exquisite eol

look-
¥

lnurin;::.iulinn.', with vour besutiful Madon-  but T believe they will reach above the

na, that 1 will grant you whatever you may Knees

desire——anything. Speak—make known ' Npwepapreas—What a clharming pro-
I swear it, in the presence | fession is ours, we cditors!  Hear one of
By the ghost of my the eratt thus gpeak of s dear delighs:
3 v The newspaper may be de '"w‘\"_.i at
irfple av irly A . rmay o
mo, in my power to bestow, that shall vou ?:,_“l'... !’1‘.:\':'I:l-‘iuljlt‘ilt.;:u:;t‘;‘.-alr".l;;;.t.l_-':‘r\c‘::: I,rl
receive.” colomns may inlluence ten thousand for
#Ah, my master, if T only dared—=" goud, and produce effects which volumes of
Sebastian fell upon Loth knees before essays, sermons or _:'::ar:uliu s eould nover
produce and cspecially where they could
never reach.
To this, another jourpnl, edited by a

your wishes.

his master, seized his hands, and one might
have seen by his half-opened lips, migit

have read in his large dark eves, beaming pachelor, of course, alds  the followinge
with expression, one consuming thought, | rhapsody:
which his timidity alone prevented him The very thought of vne's lucubrations

nesting down at might among the ringleis
= of a sweet girl, keeping wateh over her
wWhy ' : " ™ whis. X Nyt i -

W i'l_\ do vou not ask lor g d wWils Ihi-llrj,j-nl slunbiers, as well as cutling her
pl;’lt:tl Mendez. {hiair, 1s enough to infuse poetry into the
the ink it traces u!-m;_r the

“Ask for a suit of fine clothes,” suggested pen, and malie

from disclosing.

wet fravrar hi =g £
anotler. sheet fragramt “H:I;..I'“t" nt.
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