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From the Glasgow (Seotland) Chartist Circular,
THE POOR MAN’S WEDDING.

1 wep thee, girl, 2s poor men wed,
To share a lot of toil and care;
No gems will deck our bridal bed,
But Love will strew his roscs there ;
No cringing slave, no menial throng
Will seek our nuptial hovel's thatch ;
No steeds will bear us swilt along—
For ours is not a Coburg match '*

1 did not seek thee for thy gold,
For wealth thy fancy might bestow ;
My love was not a feeling sold,
For e'en as 1 am, poor art thou.
1 wooed not with a tongue to which
The lust of Mammon lent its art
1 do not wed thee to be rich—
For mine is not a Coburg heart !

“Thou dost not take me to thine arms,
By state necessity inpelled,

While condescension yields thy charms,
To be with humble reverence held.

1 choose thee my poor lot to cheer,
To shed a radiance o’er m+ lfe,

And not to frown or domin
For thou art not a Coburg’s wife!

When time the pleasing hope shall give,
That scon a pledge will bl -s our love,
“That in aaother we shall live—
Another prized ourselves above—
No court physician will be fee'd,
(Puffed in the public prints) to watch,
Lest some mishap should spoil the breed—
For ours is not a Coburg match'!
And when our infant's cry is heard—
Sweet music to a parent's ear—
No flattery foul, no pomp absurd,
Will greet the little stranger here.
‘The public money will not keep
Qur babe, by princely titles styled ;
Peers will not rock that babe to sleep—
For ours will be no Coburz child !

Oh, no ! our union will not bear

The seal of interest—stamp of shame!
‘But yet our lot will be more fair

Than those who boast a higher name.
For to unite us two, at least,

No grozning people sighs and smarts !
No nation’s taxes spread our feast—

For ours, love, are not Royal hearts!
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"4 Coburg was the former title of the Queen’s husbaud.

From the Democratic Review.
SLYDER DOWNEHYLLE:
ASEARCH AFTER HAPPINESS.
BY JOSEPH C. NEAL,
Author of ¥ Charcoal Sketches,” §e.

«How happy I'll be be to-morrow ! exclaimed
fittle Slyder Dowhehylle, in anticipation of Christ.
mas; “oh, how happy I shall be to-morrew !”

“Couldn’t you contrive to be happy a little
now ?” replied Unele John,who had learned some-
© what to distrust anticipation and its gorgeous

promises. _

“Happy now, Uncle John ! retorted little Sly-
der Downehylle, rather contemptuously, “happy
now '—what with, I should like to know—vhat
shall I be happy with—now? Where’s the candy,
the cakes, the pies—where is the hobby-horse
that somebody’s going to give me—and all the
Christmust gfts 7 How I wish to.morrow had
come—what a long day—what a long evening—
what a great while I've got to sleep!”

Little Styder Downehylle became quite cross,
and Uncle John whistled. Twenty-four hours
afterwards, little Slyder Downchylle was still more
tross—he had been happy with candy,with cakes
and with pies, until he was very uncomfortable
indeed ; he had been happy with toys, until he
had quarrelled with his Lttle companions and
strewed the room with broken playthings; he had
been happy with his hobby-horse, until he got a
fall,

“Oh, what a stupid day!” said little Slyder
Downehylle, **1 wish to-morrow would come—I'll
be so0 happy at aunt Betsey's.”

It is unnecessary to intrude at aunt Betsey's,
for the events there were of a character strongly
resembling what had already occurred. Lattle
Slyder Downchylle went to bed in tears.

It was always so with the unfortunate Slyder
l}tjwnchylie. Throughout life, he wanted some-
thing to be happy with ; and, strangely enough,
it universally occurred that when he had obtained
the thing, it did not prove to be exactly the thing
he wanted. His expectations were never realized,
and he was, therefore, constantly in a state of
dissppointment.  Unlucky Slyder Downchylle !
[t was deplorable too that such should be the
tase, for Slyder Downehylle was anxious to be
flﬂpp}'—-hc was always looking forward to be
bappy—for something *‘to be happy with.” He
tever got up in the morning but that it was his
msolve to be happy in the afternoon—and, if not
suceessful in accomplishing his purpose at that
tme, he endeavored as far as possible to retrieve
the failure by forming a similar determination for
Geevening. No one ever hud a greater variety
of schemes for living happy—very happy—t}m;l
be; for living happy next week, for living happy
fext month, or next year; but it appeared to hun
tat & malignant fate was sure to interfere, in or-
der that his projects might be frustrated. At
school, he was always thinking how happy he
¥ould be on Saturday afternoon ; but then some-
tmes it rained on Saturday afternoon, or his com.
g&mons would not do as he wished them to doon
Ssturday afternoon, or it may be that although he
had toiled hard for the pleasure on Saturday after-
200n, und the toil for pleasure is often the severest
% work, he retumed home weary, dispirited and
%t of temper. Of course it was unavoidable
Wat his pleasure should be postponed until some
'l'illﬂ Saturday afternoon. And it was even so
a*.;ll the larger holidays. They never were ex.

tty what they cught to have been—what they
E:::lliitfd to be-—\_.\.'hul they f;e_l:‘mt'd to be, when
“‘Pnt& fron a distance. If Slyder Downehylle
o a-fishing, why a treacherous bank would
be hu give way, and then—pray who can possibly
N 18ppy when dripping wet, with his clotheson ?
;u:._““dy but poodles. What felicity is there in
Sing one’s shoe in a swamp?  Who is perfectly

40py when scouring across the plain, like “swift
amilla” with old Jenkins® big dog—that dog |
ai“'“}’s bites—rustic dogs do—following close at |
S heels, widely opening a mouth which showed |
Ly need of the denust ? BTh\-n. if Si'\'dt.‘l' Downe- !
vlle went skating, it not unfrequently happened,

at e cried with cold,—what a strange arrange- |

Ment it is not to have the best of skating on the
Warmest days ! At other seasons, there was the
T It never zains but it pours, in this world.
ns t kappiness, think ye, to have one's dear little
%¢—incipient Roman, or determined pug,
del f“e may be—all of a blister, and have one’s

tClable counienance as red and as hotas a
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scarlet fever? “There’s lime in the sack”—in-
variably, in Slyder Downehylle’s sack—it would
be casy to make mortar ofit. :

The voung Downehylle, inding that happiness
eluded his grasp while a boy, made sure of throw-
ing a noose over its head when he should be a
man. What on carth 1s there to prevent a man’s
bemg happy, if he cheose—especiully if a man
has monev. as was the case in the present in.
stance, Uncle John and Aunt Betsey both being
gathered to their fathers and mothers. May not
a man do as he pleases ’—go to bed when he
pleases, and get up when he pleases ’—eat what
he pleases and drink what he pleases 7 A man s
not compelled to learn lessons. All his aiter-
noons are Saturday afternoons—his holidays last
all the year round. Who would not be a man !
«Oh, when ] 'am a man!" said Slyder Downe-
hylle. “I wish I was a man!” exclaimed Slyder
Downehylle. I want to bea man!" cried Slyder
Downehylle, with impatience.

Sooner or later, at least in the eye of the law,
most boys become men, in despite of remonstrance.
These boys are remarkable for an upstart tenden-
cy. and the Downehylles themselves are not ex-
empt from the peculiarity. So Slyder Downe-
hylle was a man at_last, though on the whole it
must be confessed that he did not derive the satis.
faction from it that he had been led to expect.

* L3 - =
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Slyder Downehylle was extended at full length
upon @ sofa.
“[ say, Spifflikens, what shall T be at? I'm
twenty.one—I've got plenty of moncy—I'm as
tired as thunder already—what shall 1 be at,
Spifflikens
“Lend me a hundred, and buy vourself a bug-
—why don't you get a buggy. to begin with ™
“wYes, Spifflikens, I will. You're right—the
Downchylles were always great on buggies, you
know, Spitflikens.”

It was Slyder Downchylle's theory, after this
conversation,—for he often theorized—that hap.
piness was, to some degree, vehicular; that, like
respectability, it was to be found ina gig, if it
were to be found anywherc. So he bought him a
sulky and a fust trotter—a mile in two minutes
or thercabouts. What could escape a man who
followed so rapidly? If you wish to be success-
ful in the pursuit of happiness, do not forget to
buy a sulky—there's nothing like a sulky.

“Aha !—that’s it !” muttered Slyder Downe-
hylle, as he tugged at the reins, and went whiz-
zing along the turnpike in a cloud of dust, passing
everything on the road, and carrying consterna.
tion among the pigs, the ducks, and the chickens.

Slyder thought that this was “it” for several
consccutive days; but as the novelty wore off—
there's the rub—(that Hamlct was rather a sen.
sible fellow—did he too keep a “fast trotter 1", —
Slyder was not so sure whether it was the thing
exactly, and on the recommendation of his friend
Spifflikens, who borrowed znother hundred on the
occasion, he endeavored to improve it a little by
drinking champagne and playing billiards, at the
“Cottage.” Fast trotters and champagne—fast
trotters and biliiards, harmonize very well. Under
this combination, Slyder appeared to think that
“it" was considerably more like the thing than
before. He had found “something to be happy
with,” at last, and so had Spitflikens. It was not
however so difficult to make Spiffy a happy man,
—only allow him to go ahead, and say nothing
about “returns.” He hates any thing sombre-—
anything “dun.”

“Now I’'m happy,” said Slyder Downehylle, as
he stood on the portico of the “Cottage,” and saw
every eye fixed with admiration on his establish-
ment, as the boy led his horse and sulky through
the crowd of vehicles. *That's it, at last!” and
he lighted another cigar and called for an addi.
tional bottle of iced champagne. “That's it, cer-
tainly,” remarked Spifflikens, at the explosion of
the cork. :

Slyder Downehylle was perfectly satisfied that
this was indeed “it," for a considerable portion of
the afternoon, and, to tell the truth, when he re-
mounted his buggy, nodding his head to the by-
standers, as he hung his coat-tails over the back
of the vehicle, he was not a little “elevated.”

“There—let him go!™ said he, tossing a half-
dollar to the hostler’s deputy.

Mr. Downehylle’s sulky flew lLike lightning
across the lawn.

« Splendid ! ejaculated the spectators.

¢ Superiaw—fine ! " added Spifflikens.

The dogs barked—the colored gentlemen who
officiated as waiters grinned from car to ear.
There was quite a sensation at the ** Cottage.”

“ That's it, at last!" said Slyder Downehylle,
triumphantly. But he forgot that existence, short
as it is, cannot be crowded all into the exhila-
rating moment of a “start.” Life is not to be
distilled and condensed in this way, though his
life seemed to come as near it as possible, on the
occasion referred to.

Why are we made ambitious? Why will we
endeavor to jump over puddles that are too wide,
when we so-often miss immortality by no more
than a hair's breadth?  But * touch and g0 is
the secret of great enterprises. Slyder Downe.
hylle was struck with a desire to sublimate the
sublime—to “o'ertop old Pelion,” and old Pelion,
as it was natural he should, resented the insult.
Downehylle was allowed to * touch™—we often
do that—but there was a veto on his “go.” He
wished to shave the gate-post, in his curricular
enthusiasm—to astonish the natives with his
charioteering skill. Yet the poplars might have
reminded him of Phwmton’s sisters weeping, lank
and leng.

It certainly was the champagne—that last
bottle, so well iced.

Mr. Downehylle was out in his calcuiation by
about the sixtcenth part of an inch. He was on
a leeshore.

A cloud of splinters went up and came down
again. * There is but a Frenchman the more in
France,” said a Bourbon on the restoration. It
was also quite evident that there was a sulky the
less in existence. As this could not be considered
the * fast trotter's” business,—he having no
further concern with the matter than to do a cer-
tain number of miles in a specific number of
minutes—he therefore went straight on to fulfil
his part o :
that he was successful, as nothing has
from him since.

“ That’s not it, after all,”” murmured Mr. Sly-
der Downchylle, as he was carried into the Cot-
tage for surgical aid. : = ==

The bystanders, lately so full ol admiration,
ungraciously placed their thumbs upon their noses,
and waggled their fingers. Greatness always
falls, when it meets with an upset.

»
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been heard

f the contract, and it is to be presumed |

He was & man, a man of cash—money in both
pockets; but yet Slyder Downehylle was not hap-
py—not particularly happs. On the contrary,
striking an average, he was, for the most part,
dcrlsd_edly miserable. He yawned about ali the
morning : he was not hungry in the afternoon:
he was seldom sleepy at night.—vexatious!

£ Th_-.‘.‘o's something I want,” thought Slyder
Downehylle : ¢ but what it is—that's more than
I can tell ; but it is something to be happy with.
What other people get for the purpose that they
go grinning about o, hane meif I can discover.”

Slyder Downehylle was rather good looking,
about these times—not decidedly ©*a love,” but
well enough ; and so, as nature had been propi-
tlious. he struck out a new line—a very popular
line—the hair line. He cultivated whiskers,
‘fringing the base of his countenance;" he set
up a moustache; he starred his under lip with an
imperial, and he balanced the sup .
the classical “goatee!™ Medusa herself never
had moreluxuriant curls.  When Slvder Downe-
hylle wanted to find himself, he was obliged to
beat the bushes. He passed half the dav with a
brush in his hand, in adjusting his embellish-
ments—in giving them ir
and the rest of the time was eonsumed in carry-
ing them up and down all manner of streets, and

'
L

to all sorts of public places. Slyder Downehylle |

was now the envy of the young bloods about
town, and was regarded as a perfect Cupidon by
the ladies. Hosw, indeed, could it be otherwise !
Birnam Wood had come to Dunsinane—not a
feature was discernable. Esau and Orson were
shavelings and shavers to Slvder Downchvlle.
But, notwithstandine the fact that Samson found
strength in his hair, Slyder was not so lucky. A
thickset hedge cannot keep out ennut, It is true
that the buffalo and the bison at the menagerie
took Mr. Slyder Downchylle for a patriareh of
the tribe, fresh from the head waters of the Ore-
gon; yet, after all, Sivder’s spirit was nearly as
bald of comfort as the * hairless horse"—that
unfashionable quadruped. It must be confessed,
however. that there were gleams of consolation
attendant upon his bristly condition.
vants at the hotels styled him * mounsheer ; hnw
delichtful it is to be mistaken for what you are
not! People thought he talked “pretty good

English, considerin.” and, best of all, the little |

boys ran backwards that they inight look with
wonder at his face, while the smaller children
went screaming into the house to call their mam-
mas to sce the * funny thing.” But *false the
light on glory’s plume ;™ and it is no less false
on glory's hair. Even the excitement of such
enviable distinction as this soon wears away, and
it mav be questir}m‘d whether, barrine the ex-
pense of soap, a furry-faced gentleman 1s, in the
jong run, much happier than the morc sober
citizen who has so little taste for the picturesque
as to shave several times a week, and who is
neither a * foundling of the forest” nor a peram-
bulatory Moses, always among the bulrushes.

Slyder Downehylle, therefore, reinforced his
whiskers by an elaborate care of dress. He was
padded into 2 model of symmetry; but although
the buckram was judiciously placed, he soon as-
certained that this was not the kind of bolstering
he wanted. The cotton made him warm, but 1t
did not make him happy—not quite. It was
“nothing to be thus,” unless one were “ safely
thus.” Slvder Downehylle began to feel small
when his muscular developments were hung upon
the bedpost. Which was Slyder, in the main—
he beneath the cover, or that larger part of him
against the wall?  He was tired of packing and
unpacking ; wearied with being * spectacular.”

It was not exactly kind in Uncle John and
Aunt Betsy—though they thought it was—thus
to bequeath their savings to Slyder Downehylle.
Their legacy perplexed him sadly. He discovered,
in a very short time, that money i8 not in itsel(—
notwithstanding the fact that it is generally
known as the * one thing needful'—the material
of happiness. But he was clear in his own mind
that it was something to be got with money.
Still, however, he could not find it—that ** some-
thing to be happy with"—that cake, that candy,
that sugar.ice, that hobby-horse. When his game
was run down, why, it was only a fox after all.

¢ Life’s an imposition—a humbug,” said Sly.
der Downehylle, pettishly: **I've tried much of
the fan that's said to be in it, and ['m beginning
to have an idea it’s a confounded stupid piece of
business, when a man has seen it pretty much all
through, like a farce at the theatre. I'm sure I
don’t know what to be at next. There’s a man
10 be hune to-morrow : but I've seen two or three
fellows hung, and they do it just alike. The fun
is soon got out of that. Then there's to bea
fizht somewhere this afternoon: but what's a
fight, or a race, or anything, in short © A spree

is to come off to-night at Crinkumecrankum’s, but |

I suppose everything’s to travel down our tirroats
in the old way—botheration !

“You should go it,” remarked Spifilikens, ** go
it stronc—that’s the way to scatter the blue
devils; go it strong: and, as the poet judiciously
remarks, ‘ego it while you're young.' That's
the time—lend me fifty, and I'll show you a thing
or two—there are several things to be seen vet,

by individuals who don’t wear spectacles. This |
is oood brandy, Slyder—prime brandy—where

did_it come from?  Have you got any more’
Brandy’s wholesome. [t agrees with almost eve-
rybody.” }

This postulate is not exactly so self-evident as
Mr. Spffiikens thought it to be; but while it is
not clearly proved that brandy agrees with every-
body. yet it was plain enough that Spirflikens
u‘.n‘écd with it, and Slyder Downehylle began
iikewise to have a slight agreement with
adjective, both in number and person.

He followed the advice of Spiflikens. No
one knew the world better than Spifflikens, and,

therefore, Spifflikens must, of course, be right—
so Slyder Downehylle became convivial. He
slept by day and frolicked by night. If this was
not the long-sought * it.”" where could **it” de.
Slyder Downehylle was merry—exceeding Jo-
cose. He was sometimes turned out of three
theatres in one evening—he had fought in 2 ball.
room—had thrashed severa! watchmen—had been
honored with * private hearings™ by the magis-
tracy, and had been more than once almost beaten
to a jelly. Slyder Downehylle carned the right
and title to be known as a spirited youth, and so

| he was, generally. But, by dint of repetition,

' the blue began to disappear from this

“What could you expect from a fellow that

holds his elbows so, when he drives !’ was the

general remark.  When we are down every one i

can see the reason why. The world 1s always
full of sagacity, after the event.

Slyder Downehylle is known by the colored
waters at the Cottage as “the gemplin that got
spilt,” and he has so knocked down by the affair
that he felt Sat at the slightest allusiontoit. He
never hunted happiness in a buggy again, but
went slowly home in the omnibus, and, though it
did not enable him to journey very rapidly, he yet

' contrived, while in it, to arrive at the conclusion

o 1Y

that, 1f ¢ fast trotters” carried others to felicity,
the mode of travel was tuo rough for him.
He was puzzied. What could be the matter??

| the greate

l

plum also—
the peach w It it had not
been for the peach.brandy, what would have be-
come of Sivder Downehylle? It was not, in-
deed, perfect bliss—Slyder was subject to head.
ache in the earlier part of the day—yet it wasas
nearly ** something to be happy with,” as he had
vet been cnabled to discover.
© It was a hard case, view it as you ¥ Mr.
Sivder Downehylle wanted to be happy—he had
st disposition to be happy. He had
tried evers possible experiment in that direction
that either he or Spifilikens could suggest; but
vet he was a dejected man, even when upsy twice
« dav. He could find no delight that was of 2
substantial chareter—nothing to which he could
constantly recur without fear of disappeintment
and disgust—nothing that would wear all the
week through and be the same to-day, to-mormow,
and the day after that. It was in vamn tnat be
intermingled his pleasures—took them in alterna-
tion—over-ate himself in the morning and over-

as no longer downy.
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drank hunself in the evening, or reversed the
process, turning the bill of fare upside down. It
came all to the same thins in the end. There
must be something wrong—why could not Sly.
der Downehylle be happy ! Who labored harder
to boil down common-place and extract from it
the essence of felicity—to concentrate the soup
of life, and to elicit essentials from their insipid
dilution !

A man laughed in the play-house—laughed
several times. What richt had he to laugh in
| that side-shaking manner ? Slyder Downehylle
could not laugh—he saw no particular joke that
required it: but the man laughed again, and
when Slyder requested him not to make a fool of
himself, the man pulled Slyder's nose. Hope de-
ferred engzendered fierceness. Slyder quarreled
with the man about making so free with another
person’s nose, as if it were a bell-pull or a knock.
ler. A nose is not much to be sure—many are
| not—but when a nose is constituted a point of
| honor, it expands to the dimensions of a gco-
| graphical promontory—it is peninsular—it s a
| disputed territory, over which no man can be al-
{ lowed to march, much less to make scttlements
upon it. Slyder Downehylle resolved to stand
| by his nose, and so he stood up to it, and a duel
| was the consequence—a duel, according to the

barbarian custom of modern times, which was

fought before breakfast. Who can be surprised
| that there is so much bad shooting extant on these
i' interesting occasions ? A gcmiémun._ no matter
{ how much of a gentleman he may be in proper
| hours, cannot reasonably be expected to be alto-
| gether a gentlemun—altogether himself—at such
[ an uncivilized time of dey., A man may be val-
| iant enough after nine o’clock—when he has had
| his coffee and muflins—he may be able to face a
| battery in the forcnoon, and ready to lead a for.
Jorn hope when he has dined comfortably; but to
ask one to get up to be shot at, in the gray of the
morning—in the midst of fogs and all sorts of
chilly discomfort, his boots and his trowsers
draggled with dew, and himsell unsustained by
a breakfast, why the whole thing is preposterous ?
No man can be valiant unless he is warm, and as
| no man can be warm without his breakfust, it is
a demonstrated fact that breakfast itsell is valor,
and that one may be frightened before breakfast,
without the slightest disparagement to his char.
acter for courage. Master Barnardine was right
when he refused to get up carly to go to the gal-
lows. There is a time for all things. But Sly-
der Downehylle was not more alarmed than was
right and proper—not more, probuably, than his
antagonist. *“ How do they come on ! said the
surgeon to Golizh Bluff, who acted as Slyder’s
second. The fourth shot had been interchanged
{ and no blood drawn. “As well as could be ex-
pected,” replied Goliah; “they are approximat.
ing—the seconds don’t have to dodge now, and
the principals are not so likely as they were, to
shoot off their own toes,  Practice makes perfect.
Gentlemen, are you ready '—one, two, three I"—
bang !—bang '—The man had winged Slyder,
and both were glad—the one that it was safely
over, so far as he was concerned, and the other
that the affair was finished and uo worse, so far
as he was concerned. Further approximations
might have been dangerous. But the result was
a downright flying in the face of poetical justice,
owing no doubt to the fact that poetical justice
wisely lies abed till the lust bell rings. But
then, as Goliah Bluff announced to the parties
belligerent, Slyder Downchylle was * satisfied,”
and who else had a right to complain? His
nose was the feature most interested and it said
nothing, ©“as nobody knows on”—for it was now
a nose which, when regarded in its metaphysical
and honorable aspect, notwithstanding its rubid
tints, had not a stain upon its escutcheon. The
bullet in its master’s shoulder had been soapsuds
to its reputation, and the ducl had been brick.
dust to the lustre of its glory. Slyder Downe-
hylle’s nose actually **shone again,” brighter
than ever. His arm, no doubt, was in a sling—
the same arm that had conveyed so many slings
into him, tu support him, comfort him and keep
| him up—but his nose was self-sustained ; it had

been proved to be a feature not to be handled with
impunity. But what are noses after all—what
are noses in the abstract—noses individually con-
sidered? Slyder, in the end, did not care much
who pulled his nose, so they did it gently.

He was engaged in solving a great moral prob-.
lem. He left the longitude and the squaring of
the circle to intellects of an inferior order. It
was for him to determine whether it was possible
to live upon the principal of one’s health and ca-
pacities for enjoyment, without being restricted
to such beggarly returns as the mere interest
thereof. As for content—the * being happy with
one’s self,” as Uncle John expressed it—this was
a very flat sort of happiness in Slyder Downe-
hylle’s estimation, if, indeed, he ever placed it in
| that category at all. It was by no means strong
enough for the purpose. Happy upon water . —
« 1 Il trouble you for that pale brandy,” said Sly-
der Downehylle. He desired that his existence
should be one vast bowl of champagne punch—
an everlasting mince—terrapins and turtle soup
—glaciers of ice-cream and cataracts of cognac,
sunned by frolic and fanned by the breeze of ex-
citement—a ** perpetual spree!™ There were to
be no shady sides of the way in his resplendent
world. How many practical philosophers have
failed in the same pursuit! Isthe aurum potu-
bile never to be discovered? Are we always to
come down to the plain reality, at last  Downe-
| hylle could not endure the thought—* More cay-
| enne, if you please.”

« Have you ever tried faro 7" whispered Spif-
| Aikens; * there's considerable fun at faro, when
vou are up to it.”
1y Spifilikens passed the bottle. S]_r_rdcr l?owne-
lle had never tried faro, but he did try it, and
| thought that he rather liked it. In short, it im. |
oroved upon acquaintance. At length he had |
reached the ultima Thule. The “something to
be happy Wwith” had, to all appearance, been
found. Redheiffer was but a goose. He knew
not where to look for the * perpetual motion”—
the everlasting jog to the fagging spirit. But
| the top of our speed brings the end of the race.
| He who moves most rapudly, is the soonest at
the close of his career. Farois fickle, and Sly-
der Downehylle, in his zeal to pile enjoyment
npon enjoyment—1o ‘be happy, if pussible, with
| soveral thingsat a time—had unluckily a habit
of not taking even his faro “plain;" he needed
eyrup also in that effervescing draught, and as
Wis head became warm, the “ cool” amounts in
his pockets melted away.

Sivder Downehylle was a cashless man—his
researches aiter felieity had not only proved un-
cuccessful, but had left him without the means
of future progression. He was bemired hulf-way
__swamped, as it were, in sight of port. Even
Spifiliken cul him dead. The tailors desired no

hy

more of his custom—his apartments at the hotel
were wanted. The © credit system” was out of
fashion. Financiering had been clipped in its
wings. How doleful looks the candle when cap-
4 with an extinguisher > The wounded squir-
rel drops from Limb to limb. The world has many
wounded squirrels, besides those that crack nuts
to earz a living. Just such a squirrel was Slyder
Downehylle, compelied, before he reached the
top of s aspi_rmg hopes, to abandon every step
| that he had toilfully surmounted.

]

How he now ebtained any thing to cat, is not
exactly known. His mode of obtaining some.
thine to drink, is, if not original, certainly inge-
nious. He never zoes to the pump, having no
taste for hydraulics. Nor does he find water
with a hazel twig. He has a more effective
“twig” than that. He lounges in bar-rooms, and
as his old acquaintances, searchers after happiness
not yet brought up with a * round tum,” go
there to drink—a dry bar is a sad impediment to
navigation—it 1s astonishing to see how very so-
licitous he becomes in reference to their health.

“ How do ye do, Mr. Jones. I've not had the
pleasure of seeing you for a long time. How
have vou been 7 =

“ Pretty well, Downehille, pretty well—but
excuse me—DBibo and I are going 1o try some-
thing."” 3 :

“ Why, ah—thank yvou—I don’t care much if
I do join. The pale brandy—yes—that will an.
swer,” would be Slyder Downehylle's response
under stch circumstances, from which it is ap.
parent that misfortune had somewhat impaired
his sense of hearing. 2 .

Slyder Downehylle is supposed to be yet about
town, looking carnestly for his yet undiscovered
happiness. The last tume he was seen by credi-
ble witnesses, they noted him busily cmpl'o_vcd in
playing * All Fours,” in front of John Gin’s hos-
telry—a game probably selected as emblematic of
his now creeping condition. He lounges no
more in fashionable resorts, Champagne punch
is a mere reminiscence. His Havanas are con.
verted into * long nines,” and his bibulations are
at two cents a glass, making up in piperine pun-
rency what they lack ia delicacy of tlavor. He
1s sadly emaciated, and in all respects considera.
bly the worse for wear, while a hollow cough in-
dicates that his physical capabilities have proved
inadequate to the requirements of his method of
employing life, and are fast dropping to pieces.—
Slyder Downehylle is consequently more melan.
choly than ever. He is troubled with doubts.
Perhaps he may have proceeded upon an error—
perhaps the principle, the high pressure principle
of his action was not the rigcht one. It may be
that excitement is not happiness—that our pleas.
ures are fleeting in proportion to their intensity—
that indeed, if **life be a feast,” the amount of
satisfaction to be derived from it, is rather dimin.
ished than increased by swallowing the viands
hastily and by having a free recourse to condi-
ments, and that a physical economy is as wise
and as necessary to well-being, as economy of
any kind. He is almost led to suppose that his
“something to be happy with,” is a fallacy ; he
never could hold it within his grasp, and ke in.
clines to the belief that a man probably does well
to have a home in himself, that he may not al-
ways be compelled to run abroad for recreation,
or to appeal to his senses to give vivacity to the
hour. If it were his luck to begin again, perhaps
he might try the tack thus indicated, But that
hollow cough !--Our experiences oft reach their
climax too late; yet others may learn by the ex.
ample of Slyder Downenylle.

-

The Non-Reslitance Society—Capital Pun-
ishment, &c.

Correapondence of The Tribune.
Bosrown, Nov. 2, 1513,

There is in this country a class of persons, few
in number, who call themselves Non.Resistants,
and who, in consequence of their peculiar doc-
trines and practices, have been exposed to a large
measure of the ridicule which the bigoted and un-
thinking are wont to visit indiscriminately upon
the heads of all who propose radical changes in
the Social structure. Like all-s@@mers who

to feel
* A world's reproach around them burny’

while laboring, as they no doubt honestly be-
lieved, to redeem mankind from the bondage of
evil principles and vicious practices. Seeing in
the papers a notice that the annual meeting of
the New-England Non-Resistance Society would
be held on Tuesday at the Marlboro® Chapel, I
resolved to improve the opportunity thus afforded
to become acquainted with the doctrines and pur-
poses of this much abused body of persons—be-
lieving, with Dr. Follen, that * principles which
are essentially the same as those entertained by
the Socicty of Friends have a right at least to be
heard, undvnot to be condemned without benefit
of reason.** Belore going to the meeting, I took
pains to procure a copy of the Declaration of Sen.
timents put forth by the Society at the time of its
formation in 1833, and which I recollected to
have seen at that period. I found it to be a doc-
nment drawn up with great ability, and setting
forth the doctrines and purposes of the Society in
language at once forcible and eloquent.

Now I suppose that if I had been the spec-
tator of a batile here, your readers would all
thank me for giving them some account of it.
Will they be less interested in learning how a
portion of their fellow-men, viewing all wars and
fichtings to be sinful, proposc to establish peace
on earth and good will among men? I believe
you have among your readers no small number
of persons who have the manliness and courage
which enable them to look at a new idea without
being [rightened or losing their temper; and as I
belicve they have derived great advantage from
your practice of allowing fair play to all opinions,
[ cannot resist the inclination I feel to offer for
publication in your columns a few of the most
striking passages from the above Declaration.
Your readers will thus obtain a clearer view of
the sentiments of this singular class of men than

| I could give in any other way, and those who are

disposed to put themselves in a bellizerent attitude
will learn thereby the vulnerable points in the
Non-Resistance fortress, on which their guns
should be brought to bear. They say:

S We csunot ackuowledge allegiance to any human gov-
crument; ueither can we oppose auy such government by a
resort to phisical furce. We recounize but oue Kivg and
Lawcivek, une Juoce and Reckr of mankind. Weare
bouud by the laws of a kiugdom which is not of this world;
the subjects of which are forbidden to fight: in which Mzg-
ey and TRUTH ar= met together, and Ricurzorsyrss and
Prack bave kiss+d each other; which has no state lines, no
national partitions, no geographical boundaries; in which
there i3 un distinction of rauk, or division of caste, or ice-
guality of sex; the officers of which are Prace, its exactors
RicHTEOCsNEss, its walls SanvaTion, and its gates Pratsi;
and which is destined o braak 1o pieces and consume all
other kingdoms. -

“ We rogister our testimony, not only agaiest all wars,
whether offecsive or defensive, but all preparations for war ;
against every naval ship, every arsendl, every fortification ;
azainst the militia system and a stasding army; against all
military chiefrains and soldiers; against 2|l mouuments eam-
memorative of victory over a forsign foe, all trophies won in
nattle, ail celebrations in honor of u}illury or naval exploits;
ainst all appropriations for the defence of a nation by force
aad arms, on the parz of any legislative body; against every

of its snbjeets military ser-

edic: of Government requiring
yice. Hence wedeem it unlawful o beararms, orto hold a

military office. 3

W A5 eyery human government is upheld by physical
sereneth, and its laws are enforced virtoally at the point of
the bavonet, we caanot hold asy ofica which imposes npon
its incumbent the obligation to compel mento do right, on
pain of imprisoument or death. We thereflore voluntaril
Lyclude ourselves from every legislative and judicial body,
aud repudiate all haman politics, worldly honors, aud stations
of authority. [ we cannot oecupy a seat in the Legislature,
or on the bench, neither can we elect ofhers o act as oar
sabatitutes in any such eapacity.

i Tt follows that we cannot sue any man at law to compel
him by force to reator= aay thing which he may have wrong-
fally taken from us oc others; but, if he has seized our coal,
we shall surreader up our cloak rather thaa subject him to

1shmaot. T
pu-:W:: advocate no Jacobinical dectrines. The spirit of

Sm—
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g:::ﬁg‘:‘? i the sdpx.-i: of realiation, vielence and murder.
; t f=azs (r:.-‘. wor regards man. e would be filled
with the spitit of Curisz. 1f we abide by eur principles,
it is impossible for us 10 be disorderly, or plot treasoa, or
pasticipate in any evil work: we shall submic to every ordi-
mance of man, FOX THY LoRp's wakx; obey all the require-
owents of governmeat, except such u’we J_{‘,m contrary Lo
ot Corpe el oo a8 Do
; R
icbedicnest ¥ itizg 10 the pepaliy of
“In entering upon the great work before us. we are ot
unminéful that, in its prosecution, we may be called 1o test
our sinCerity, even as i a Bery ordeal. It may sehject us to
insult, outrage, suffering, yea, even death itsell. ié'e arnei-
pate £o small amount of misconception, mistepresestation
calumpy. Tamults may arise sguinst us. The ungodly asd
violent, the proud and pharisaical, the ambitious and tyrans
wal, rriucipnli:in and powers, and spintual wickedoess ia
h places, may combine to crush vs. £ they treated the
Alxssian, whose vxample we are humbly striving to imi-
tate. If we suffer with him, we Know that we shall rey
i with him. We shall ot be afraid of their terror, nei rg
L ed. Our confidence 15 in the Logp ALsMiguTY, got

uch are the principles of the Non.Resitants,
ut forth by themselves. It will be seen that,
h8wever erroncous, they purport to be drawn

from the teachings of Jesus Christ, and that
those who hold them, instead of being infidels, as
they are sometimes flippantly pronounced, avow
the highest reverence for Chnstianity, and receive
its instructions as of imperative obligation. If
they are in error, it is because they do not inter-

pret the precepts of Christ so as to reconcile them,

in a sufficient degree, with the warlike spirit of
the world: a heresy, I submit, worthy neither of
death nor bonds. Dr. Follen, in the article from

his pen quoted above, says :

 The authors of the New Eogland Non-Resistance So-
ciety have rendered an important service to the cause of
Peace, inasmuchgas they have al(rml}:cd to reduce 1t to first
principles. > * * I warbe sinful ia all cases, and the
use ol violence constitutes the essence and essential im-
morality of war, the same prineiple must condemu the same
means in every other case; it makes it siuful in the indi-
vidual to take the life of an enemy, or use physical force,
even in self-defence: and equally siufal in the Governmeat
to inflict vot only capital punishments, but punishments of
any kind, or to resort to coercive measures of any deserip-
tion. Hence the duty of every Chiristian not coly to abstain
entirely from the use of force aguiust humaun belugs, (1bso-
lute noa-resistance,) but of refusing allemanes to any humau
Government, inasmuch as, being coustituted to euturce its
commands, it is founded in sin.

“We do not see how any man, adopting the premises laid
down by the American Peace Society—viz: that all war is
coutrary to the spirit of the Gospel—can arrive atany other
results than thoss maintained by the New England Noe-
Resistance Society.  We have uo faule o find, thes, with
the logic of the Nou-Resistauee Society.”

I have occupied so much space already, that
my remarks on the annual meeting of the Non-
Resistance Society must be brief. When I en-
tercd the hall on Tuesday, I found about one hun-
dred persons present, and a vigorous discussion
woing on upon the subject of Capital punishment.
Among those present, I noticed Adin Ballou, of
the Hopedale Community, N. P. Rogers, of New-
Hampshire, W. L. Garrison, A. B.Mott, &e. &ec.
An assembly more strikingly marked by all the
outward manifestations of benevolence and moral
worth I have never seen. The speeches on the
subject of Capital Punishment were excellent,
and would have been responded to by all the ene-
mies of the gallows, however widely dissenting
from the ultra views of the meeting on other
points. Measures, I am happy to learn, are about
to be adopted for bringing this important subject
before the next Legislature. Petitions are to be
cq’culatcd, which, I am confident, will be returned
with a large number of signatures, embracing the
names of many of our most distinguished men.

The next subject which came before the So-
ciety, and which occupied its attention yesterday
until the final adjournment, was the Immorality
of Voting. The ground taken was that laid
down in the Society’s declaration, viz : that gov-
ernmerts being founded on violence, it was u sin
for Christians to hold, or elect others to, office un-
der them. Admitting the premise to be sound,
the conclusion would follow of course. The
speeches of Garrison and Ballou in defence of the -
doctrine were certainly marked by great ability,
and a spirit of philanthropy which must ever com-
mand the respect of all candid minds. Astothe
soundness or unsoundness of their arguments, I
shall express no opinion ; my object being sim-
ply to give your readers information respecting
what is generally deemed one of the most singular
movements of this singular age. Said a politi-
cian to me, after hearing Garrison’s speech last

L 4y d i h 1 & I a Christi
have gone before them, they haveé been doomed hights S1CT precended tohe s Ohristism, Esliduld

be a Non-Resistant ; I do not see how I eould be
any thing else. The teachings of Christ are cer-
tainly very clear on the point, and how they can
be reconciled with violence, in any form, is to me
incomprehensible.”

Chemistry and Philosophy.
Messrs. Greeley & Mec Elrath:

My attenticn has lately been called to one of
your Series of Uselul Books for the People, and
I am so well satisfied of its usefulness, that I
would greatly rejoice to meet with it in every
family. The work to which I allude is “ Cnex-
1sTry of the Four Ancient Elements, Fire, Air,
Eurth and Water;” also the * Book of Philo-
sophical Experiments.”

This work is the best adapted to popular use
of any on these subjects that has ever fallen
under my notice. Great merit is displayed in
presenting important scientific information in
such a dress that the youngest persons can under-
stand it, and its 30 experiments and very nume-
rous engravings greatly reduce the labor of study.

The chemical history of the four great agents,
Fire, Air, Iarth and Water, is familiarised to the
plainest understanding, and this volume of the
vast novel of nature, far surpassing in interest
any work of imagination ever penned, is thus
rendered doubly attractive.

Every attempt to reduce the study of things
to the comprehension of the popular mind, by
divesting it of the technicalities which burden it,
and abstract the acquisition of a knowledge of
them by the great mass, will be hailed with plea-
sure by the philanthropist, and should receive
every encouragement from instructors and pa-
rents. The authors of this book have been unu-
sually saccessful in simplifying its language, so
that one may study it and practice its experiments
without any other instructor,

I can conceive of no more interesting mode
for a family to spend an evening than by reading
this book together and performing its beautiful
experiments. For the money which it costs a
family to pay one or two visits to exhibitions of
legerdemain, comic stories or negro-.dancing,
which leave no useful impressions whatever upon
their minds, they may purchase an apparatus
which, with the aid of this book, will give them
employment of the most delightful and useful
character for a whole winter of evenings.

Joux H. Griscou.

17 Tue ItLustraten Eprrioy or T Book
or Counos Praver, &c.—This work is in 2
pamphlet form beautifully printed and beautifully
illustrated. H. W. Hewett publisher, No. 281
Broadway.

15 The Lirrre Boys' anp Gires’ Forcer-Me-
Nor, and the Frowgrer, are the titles of very
neat little Juvenile Books published by the Ameri.
can Sunday School Union, and for sale by J. C.
Miexs, 152 Nassau-street-
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