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TWO DOLLARS PER ANNUM.

BY DAVIS & CREWS

!

CRIME ITS UWN AVENGER.
We recently pubibishoad a better in whicly

Ihlow Case, the i[--f,m'.'!‘:r:: Collictor of

Saudnsky, Olido, anvonneed o deeease

the unhappy woman who beedaccompinn and

his flight, sl Boplorad the forgiveness of

Lor husband. Under the title we hive siven
above, & missivnary corvespondent of the

Boston Watehman and  Refleetor, wiitten |

from Ceylon, Jdoseribes an interview
the guilty pair, which took place shortly

before death horded awae  the muther, |

and the child whom she bl made the com
panion of her wanderings,  Tie wiiter des.
cribes so feclingly and truthfuliy  the self-
inflicted misery of Case and lis partoer in
guilt, that we reproduce his narrative @
One forenoon we left the little senport
town where I was sojourning, and rode «
short distauee into the interior of the gor.
geous Island,  Most glorious were the sur-
With a prodi
gality quite undrenmed of by the inhali-
tantsof a colder elime, nature lad showered

roundings on every hand,

her most exquisite loral gifts evervwhere,
Trees loadid with swaetsmeling flowers,

their intense colors  vieing with  the

age of richest wreen, from ont of \\I.icltr

they smiled 5 tall cactas plants, with erim

son, gau]-!--l.~}l:l1nw| Llo=soms 3 lilies, wor-

geons in the queenly unfoliling of form !

and color—ceverything vieh, Bavish, womdor-
ful, met our eyes, feasted 1o fliness with
this tropical luxminnee,

SThat is wy Do suid my tew fe i,
printing to a low-roofial cottigy,  Surtotied
ed by & w b verandahy, v whose eline
ing vines sweet adors were lunie upon the
soft atmosphere—Lbut from the moment the
words were utterod his socinbility depant-
ed,

Within the cottage enclosure were walks,
howers and  fonntains.  Chaste statuary
Was disperseld over the grounds with miost
The al
most a fuiry structure, risine in the midst
of flowers and folinre,

clivrming  effect. hvuse  seemed
And the nmian who
sat bestle me, whose smile monnted ng

ing discontent in his cve prowing every
ment more ]J--rm-p::|n|-_-——\\n.-; the vwner of
this Eden-like home.

We were met on the threslioh] Ly alove

ly child of cleven summers. Her hair hnne !

in curle. Iler eves particularly Instrous,
yet mournful in beauty, and on the young
brow I seemed
shadow of sndness—an unchild-like quist,
as she greeted my new fricnd,

Dressed in pure white, she glided in be-

to see a something—a

fore us, and to her was left the duty of en,
tertaining me: while Mr. C, exensing him
sell in the remark, that sickyess necessarity
ealled him awiy, for a ball hour or so, left
the room.

Ts your mother very snwell2” Tasked of
the little giel, whe, with those shadiow filied
eyes of hers, wis regarding me wently, ot
attentively.

1

Yes, siey muma has been sielk a0 L
timo, replicd shie, droppiug lier eyes, while
Lier lips trembilad.

Did you come from Ameriea ? she asked
timidly, afier a long silenee.

Yes, my dear. Do you kuow anything
of that country? |
mors and more pleased with her expressive
face.

Only that mamma eame from there, and
L think,” she added, hesitatingy, * that
I did. Mr. C. will never let me talk about
about it

Are you then not the litde daughter
of Mr. But C? I asked somewhat aston-
ished.

I am my mothers daughter, answered
the child, with a grave dignity in ove so
young —and a minute after she arose and
quietly left the room.

I sat watehing Ler whita robes flitting
through the long shady walk opposite my
window, and knew thut the child brooded
over some dark sorrow, for her eyes were
filled with tears.

Why was it,I questioned mysclf, that
that painful thought tovk possession of e
as [sat there! [t seemed as if [ were so
journing in an enchanted spot, and that
some horror was suddenly to break upuu
ma.

At my side, nearly covering a beautiful
table of letter-wood, were several castly
gift books. I tock them up curefully, for I
Lave a reverence for books—and turning
to the fly-leaf of a splendidly bound copy of
Shakespear, read—

“To Mary Frances F , from her de
voted husband— Henry E. F——"

A thrill of sirprise and anguish ran from
vein to vein. My thoughts scemed para
Iyzed. “The truth had burst upon me with
such suddeness that the blood rushed with
a shock to my heart.

I knew Henry E. F——, had known
Lim intimately for years. Ile was a [riend
towards whom all my sympnthies had been
drawn, for he had seen such sorrows as
makes the henrt grow old before its time.

His wife, whom he loved,lad deserted
him, Bhe had taken with her his only
olild. Bhe had desolated a household;
and, forgetting honor, shame, everything
that pertaine to virtue and to God, had fled
from the country with the man whose arts
liad won her wanton love.

How could I remain under this roof that
now seemed nooursed ! How neet the des-
troyer of virtue—the fiend who had revel

Jed iu such a conquest

teturned,  wrowing

with '

ThIsATENT wome .
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| I com!
Pome —vor what they might sutfor throngel

Phies Lavnt o s ol v

porses 0 was some time |
before the suineer carce inio the room
whiere Dsiih sae withe tae eild, determined)
to meet him onee more betore 1 Lt the

lyovnnsee,

O how wnilta ! how  hesrtstricken his

| :1|-|uu’:|lu'v! Remorse sat on his forehend

—luoked vut from his eyes—spoke when

T wans silent,

Will vou come to dinner? Lie askel,

[ hesitated, Should T partake of Ais hos-
Cpitadiey 5 the hospitality of one of those
ficnds in hnman shape, whose step tuke holl
g2

Fedeelare 0 2

un b

Why not at ence in burning

words, unpraid  hime for his villainy, and
b as frome e pestilence his sin-enrsed
Chonse ?
| I
[ A he repeated his reqguest, the look of dis

could not, of course, interpret its eanse.

which, fur the moment, slichtly disiemed |

my resertment, and, under the infinenes o
this fecling, almost unceonscionsly I passed
into tie dinine room,

*Lam soree little Nellys mamma™—([

Dwas elad he did not use the saered  none
Col wit)—*is not able o sit down with
s hasaul, “ It is many  moiths sinee |

pwes have Lend her presence sl onr meals.—

CRhe s osutleringeg Gom the eflets of slow

fover, da bieed Dy e climate e sddad,

st v as B tones e a0 sent bl

TIiT'I‘.
Tire tabile wittonad with silver I,ul:‘h-__

|f?'.-->-liv:|l servant= bronght on the most

Ceosthy servers, delieacies suel as 1 o] never

I1I'-L'L'll Licliape,

[ Bt the skeioton sat at the fenst !
I conld not talk, save

! \[\ liesst

waitine npon e with many abeopt stauts

an-b apologies,

Prent the linde  wivl ol servants T the

Lo eonversation.,
“Yaou

e said pervonsiy,

are rom

I amswerad an allivmative.

D vou ever know a contleman there
by ihe name of—11. B, 1P —— 1

* 1 knew him, siv," I saiil sterniy, look-
ing the man steadily in the face, “and |
know him also as a ruined, heart-broken
man.”

With an ejnculation of anguish, he put
I

e seemed hypoeritieal, bus the s fleriang

his handkerehief to his eyes, wonld
ot his fier was unmistakable.

= Pediaps youn Lave suspected, then™—
e Begnn inoa guivering voice,

Nt caimiv, bt with the words of an ac-
cuser, botold dom wiat 1 had seen, and
thought ad el
I shall

Ilil\t' ?‘ill“"l]. (J"i"l ilJ

SR s ey in tomes whiieh
never foree e 0]
Heeren knows 1 have sotbered 3 oand if i
U< bereavement he Las cursed

curse is fearfully falfilled !

me, that
Poor Mary s
dyving—hus beeu dying tor months—and |
bave kuowo it. It has been for me Lo see
the failing step -=the dimning eye; it is for
me, now, to see the terrible strugeles for her
neatly worn out frame; it is fur me to lis-
ten to her lngunge of remorse, that some-
times ahoost drives me mad.  Yes, mad—
mivd-—mad,” he said, in freuzy, vising  anil
crossing the floor with long, hasty strides,
Then burrying his face in his hands, he ex-
elaimed, © Too lite—too late—too  late—I
lave vepented I There wis a long pause,
and he continued more ealnly, * No human
Ieans van now restore  my poor compan-
Her moral sensibilities become more
and more acute as she fuils in strength, so
that she reproaches herself constantly.

A weary, mournful sich broke from his
lips, as il his heart would break,

YOIl ke knew itt”
& knew how bitter a penalty she is pay-
ing for the outrage she has committed up
on him—he would pity her—and if it could
Le, forgive,”

ion,

Wil you see lier, sir 2"

I shrank fram the very thought.

“ Shie lins nsked for you, sirs do not de.
Hearing that you cime
trom Awviica, she  entrestad me (o bring
vou lo her. 1 promised that T would.”

“ 1 will go then”

Up the cool, wide, matted stairs, b Ted
me, into a chamber oviental in its beautiful
furninshing, its chiaste magnificence.

There, half reclining in a wide, easy
chair—a costly shawl of lace thrown over
her attenuated shoulders; the rich, dressing
gown, cling, aud hollowed to the ravages
sickness liad made—sat one whose great
beauty, and once gentle gifts, had made
the light and loveliness of a sacred home,

But now ! O pity? pity |

The eyes only retained their lustre ; they
wera wofully sunken.  The Lluzing fire,
kindled at the vitals, burned upon her
sharpened checks—burned more fisrcely,
more hotly, as she looked upon my- face,—
I eould think no more of anger—I could
only say to myself :

“Oh! how sorry I am for you!"

Bhe kuew, probably, by .her. liusband’s
manuer, that I was aware of their’ ciréum:
stances.

Her first question was : :

“ Are you going back to America, sir "

The hollow voice startled mo. [ sesmec
to gee an open sepulchre,

ny her reguest,

S

o -

Ponfv ke of the evil they hnd

I knew his guilt—why delay to :

The man notived my hesitation,— |

tress upon his fice excited afecling of pity,

iIl.,ll'llltllh_\'”:l'h]tn_ ] f.'llll('l‘ il! |ll..'
ate hastilyv—almost ean lossly e |
Wine came. He drank fieely,  Soon he 1 o
ooy el seemed striving to nerve himsell

Ligher than his hps—the deeamy, fardook |

i:il_\', I believe I

he exeluined, “ i

I tald her that it was not my intention to
Jretirn al present,

“Oh, then, who will take my little ehild
Pk Lo e Cather 17 she (‘riwi, the temrs
Cfalline, 1 wm dyine, and she must go

back to him !
i ean

It is the llhl}' l'l'}l:lﬂlliull 1
make—and  little enough, oh, little
Lenoughy for the bitter wrong I have done
[ them

| - - -
I hoped, siv, you mizht see him,” she

; adided & moment after, checking her sobs g
(L hoped yon might tell him that his image
Cis befure me, from morning t1 night, as [
know he must have looked when the fiest
shocle eame. O, sir—tell him my story

Tell Lii I

F—warn, Oh, warn evershody.
i d 3

"have suffered throngh the long, long hours, |

[ these many weary yews; ab, God only
knows how decply
“ Mary, you must control yeur feclings,”
Csaid my host gently,
bowLet me talk while I may,” was the an-
swer, * Let me say thatsinee the day T left
my howe | have not seen a sinele hour of
Wapnines, Tt was always to come -—-al.
wal j.l‘-l. :I}I"il'll--‘ilflll here s what  Jfus
come—the arave is openne and T omost i
to judament,
Cor my sin.

O, how bitterly have T paid
Forrive me—0, my Guod, for.
wive,”

T

It was o salomn hour, that which T spent

by that dying penitent. Draver she lise
tete] to—shie dul not sevm 10 Join—or it
sl did !

et Ve

oo outwand  sien, R
wierse Did worn soway all her Lennty, even
more timn ilnesse Sha ooked 1o the e
tire with o despaving kind of hope, and
Lt feelilis iy,

Foesudir, the misenided woman of Cexlon
lies bheneath the stately branches of  the
Pl tree. Iler sweet child never met her
ruative land,  She sleeps un-
1

Dder the troulilnd waters of e oreat wide

=i,

Where the betrayver wanders 1 eannm
el

i wherever iLis, there is no nence
hin.  How often vings  that hollow
voice in my ear—*“rell him my story —
Win, O warn everybaody,

- —

THOUGHT

0N MARRIAGE.
Y B I
There is move tth than poetry o
the following, which we il in an ex-

chinnwe :

In how many instances, at the pros-
ent day, is maringe merely a2 union of
hands —the atletions noy heing ever tak-
The  question
the one side, *Is she hundsome 7 has she

en into counsideration, on

money 7 Oun the other, * Can he sup
port e i stvle o shadl T be able to
make an appenranes ' Iow mueh Let-

ter would it be to ask—*" ll1c tha woman
a heart capable of pure atfection 2 will
she be wiiling 1o shawe with me in ad

s Will  she
all others and cleave ouly nuto me
throngl weal and wae 27

v oas well as prosperity ?

Aund woman, ves woman—slhe
very nature ml:_i;h!. o stimnlate

whose

her to
bigher and hohier motives for taking up-
ot hersell the marriage relation—is  ton
often only anxious as to the length of
her husbands purse, and the amount of
his bank stock. The heart—the mind—
the intellect—yes, evervthing, really worth
marrying for, being nonessentinds,

But oh, the misery  which too  often
suein The lnst and,
when it is oo late, lamaents his blindness
anel folly. The wife is mule to  realize
that riches take o themselves wings and
fly away; and then comes the conscious.
uess of a want of sympathy and congenial-
Ly of feelings. Kach are thrown back
upon themselves, for not a cbord in the
breast of one vibirates in unison with the
other. Let the young beware low they
enter the marriage state from such motives,

fullows milrringes,

lest they awalke too late from the delusion,
Consule the judgement, and hesitate  when
that Lot the prop-
erty boin rather than with the compan
ion.

Oh, the loncliness of an unwedied heart.
The hands may be united, but to feel that
in lienrt you are separated, must be misery
indeed.. True, the routine of duties might
be rezularly performed, and with  that ex-
actniess which wonlil exclude the possibility
of acomplaint: but with the knowledge
that it was not prompted by love —that 1t
is not the spontaneous expression of a heart
all your own—lile may be endured, it can
hardly be enjoyed. Many alas, too many,
ern teatify to the truth from * practical ex-
perience. Lot their experience prove a
warming to others agninst the shoals and
quicksands of this uncertuin seu.

Exninine the heart, not the purse; the
soul, the mind, not the -tencment it dwells
in. Consult- judgement, not fancy. Lot
pure, heart felt alfeotion be the incantive to
marriage. To ‘think of being obliged Lo
assoeinte for life with one whé bLus -not a
fecling in sympathy with voua, and who
is moreover in sentiment, thste and fuel-
ing, directly _opposed to you—how re
voliing the thought. Then, let- love, not
apbitfon, lead you to form those ties
that nought' but death .can lonorably
lé‘ve_ri SR & R

siys M beware”

e o - UL,

" A'gentléman seid ot tablp thit e wished

he. could-manage without servants, sa they

wef6 mora’plisgie than profit,
“ WHy. nt.haye a dumb. waiter ¥ sug-

i’y Vend, 70 >
“ Oh, av';.T Bave tried {hemtboy don’t

answer." o

G Fawr

NAVIGATING THE AIR,

The startling alvances in the varions
departments of scientific investigation with
in recent years, seem somewhnt to Jrrepare
Lus for still more startling  achievements, —
| The mind becomes addlud in ser’ously e,n
‘ templating the results of the past, and  yet
still higher aims and bLolder efforts nre
are made and put forward, to eclipse the
wonders already aceomplished.  We have
grown eautions in expressing a doulit as to

the resuit of the most seemingly iproba
E ble effortt that may attract the attention of
i the public. Many of the dwidel inven
]

have been conducted onward  to comple
i

tions or sngestions of a fow yenry past

on.

The latest and bLoldest explorer into
the of diflicult achicvements, is
| Prof. Steiner, of Olio, The Nonia News
annonees that he is about to make a pr:u-_ti
eal application of the results of Lis experi

miazes

ence, in travelling through the air; and
he proposes to construet a balloon, or  air
ship, in which he can eross the  Adantie
P sixty hours,  The of the air-
‘e-}|i|| is to be of thin sheet copper, three
Phundred feet long, and cighty fect in dinme
terat the centre, and tapering toward eacl
Lextremity.

bottom

* Bencath this halloon is to be
suspended, by wire caliles, a platform of the

s conienl :-ll.'i.]lr-, with the Lalloon itself—

for passengers.  The surfies meansure ol the

air ship will be one hundred and lifty-one

square feel, s s total weight thiriy-seven
and w ball wne It will contnin two il
fion eight hundrad aml vinet-yfour thousad
four hundred and sixty cubie feet of gas,
which wiil support in the aira weight of
ciehty six sand o ball tons. -

vighteen tons, leaving power enongh o
clevite  twenty o e tous of passengers,
freicht and ballast”

We iufer, from the the stalements pub
lished, that this airship is to be workeld by
prsdidies, propelled by o steam power, and
prof. Stener thinks he ean travel at the
rate of forty miles an bour with head winds,
and one hundred miles an hour with favora
ble winds ; and that he ean coustruet one
of his air-vessels for forty thonsand dullars,
It is also suggested that Congress should
aid him in his efforts to  complete bis air-
ship.

The New York Troy Times, of the 14th
inst,, gives the name of anotlier aspirant
It is M-
Julin La Monntain.  1e bas made arrange-
ments for the construetion of n balloon in

fur the honors of air-navigation.

Boston, in which he hopes to eross the At
The bual-
loon is to be made of sills, and the funds
necessary to complete the nndertaking have
been secured.

lantie the approaching summer,

Mr. Wise, the old mronaut,
it is stated, approves of Mr. La Mountains
plan, and both will co-operate in bringing
it Lo n sueeessful completion,

We may be excused for expressing won-
der at the apparent temerity of these men
who propose to navigate the air by air-ships
or balloons. It is no grent noveity to ascend
into the air in & bulloun—that hias been de-
muonstrated in the view of thousands., 13ut
it will not only be a novelty, but a great
seicntific achievement, when it can be shown
that the air ean be navigated—that the
same skill ean te employed in conducting
i ballwon through a storihy atmosphere
that is usually emploved on
mam.

Mr. La Mountain, if succedsful, will
muke severel long trips over this country
before he atiempts to cross the Atlantic.

We can all well afford to wait,and sce
the result of these schemes of air naviga-

A slormy

tion, hefore we cither express doubt or con
fidence in such
Constitutionulist.
Il e E

Pleasant Words.—1. They don’t cost
much.  They come bubbling up in a good
natured heart, like the freely gushing
waters of a fountain. It is as ensy to
epeack them as it is to breathe. They
come forth as naturally and easily from
the lips of kindness, as the rays from the
sun. There is no pains taking about
the matter. These kind words leap forth
of themselves, and delight to fly away
‘in every direction on their errands of
love.

undertakings.— Augusta

2. They mnke the man happier that
uses them. They react upon bim. Hot
word’s mnke the user’s wrath hotter. 8o
loving words make love glow the warmer
in the bosom. They are fuel to the sacred
flame, Loving words help to make a
more and more loving heart. Kind words
make kindnoss more and more the law of
the soul.

3. Kind and pleasaut words touch
other people's hearts and make them
kind. - They fall like flakes of fire on' the
cold and selfish henits of others—not (o'
scarch, but to melt—not to irritate, but
to subdue and shame people's “coldness
and. unkivdness of tbem. Under such
words grim viaages relax, their foy -out-
lines are dissolved, nnd the soul that
had been frozen to the core, gets thawed
throug” out ; and he who bail the glooy
December on his visage, is not long
geuting = genial June ia- the..place- of

it. -

amd on the centie part of this plattorm is

to he j;]:u'm] the ul.h.'iailurl)' and the calin l

thonsand  four hundred and tweuty five !

The |l]:l||'-ll'!l'l, !
: ; k {
eabing muehinery, &e, are estimated at

A SHORT PATENT BERMOR.

BY DHOW, JH,

My text for this morning is according to

the Rev, Dr. Watts
*Itis the mind that makes the man."”

My IHearers: Of all created animals.
Man nlone is furnished with mind—al!
(powerlul § therefore every other creature
!5l:uads in fear of, and is suljected uuto him,
| How very strange it is that this power

HY

should be instinetively recognized by the
"brate creation?  What is mind? Why,
Lrethren itis merely the faculty of reflecting
,on the past and fature, and duawing infer
[ ences from the present. A dog lives only
in the present—and malkes no use of even
[that: man inhabits the present, past and
[fatmre. A dog has an intuitive memory,
| without reflection. The thines of yoster-
day appear to him as the things to-day ;
el he recognizes them without any  actu.
(b knowledge of ever having seen them be
jfore. So,as adog has no mind he never
| broods over past wisfortunes, nor speculates
upon what is to come 1 but contents himaell
;\\'il|l whatever houe the present affords—
i neent or no meal.
| Now,my brethren, man is the eanneel-
ing link between the materiad and  imma-
Clervial world 5 or o nature, from ths worm
! up tothe great Infinity, Stamding as Lie does,
upon the viry edge of the divine and  hu-
ficld of white Culn
plantedin close proximity 10 one of yellow
will produce one of mottled onts. In his
peewiiar position, one side of him, T may
i say, is illumined by the lieht of fmmortal-
iity, while the other s darkened by the dull
Lshadows of earth.

man—the saime us a

Seeingr, my  brethren,
that he is situated  upon the boundary line
that divides the moral from the angelie
sphiere—ad that Le Lias womind curions to
explore the mysteries of the lutter—it is
not o be wondered at that he should
sometimes fancy himsell holding direct in-
tereourse with those near neighbors of his
—the Spirits. Not at all; though I, for
one, believe that we enn never bave any-
thing more than a wwilitish view of the
other world till the suu of immortality
shall rise and make all as ¢lear as a whis-
tle.

My friends: while mind makes the man,
it niso breeds myriads of petty troubles and
cares to its everlasting annoviment.  Noth-
ing is ever molested by these ideal inscets
but the mind ; but, as flies gather around
meat that beging to putrily, so the mind
that tends to the taints of despondency at-
tracts swarms of troubles; but if kept well
pickled in a brine of fortitude, fith and
hope, itis perfectly free from their attacks.
[ you consider eares as obtruding visit-
ors, the best way o get il of them is to
give them the eold shoulder—freeze them
out with congealing indifference. If you
nurse and pet them when they’re small and
young, they will soon grow lig, bold and
sitiey, aud eventually beecome troublesome
customers to deal with, The mind makes
4 true man only when it makes one ea-
pable  of being its master. Put that
in your pipes and smoke it, my worthy
friends.

A low, groveling mind, dear Lrethren,
instead of making a man, turns out noth-
ing but a fellow ; and generally a seably
humbre at the best—a muck worm in so-
ciety, but the aspiring mind sometimes
manufactures a man who, if the size of his
feet were only in proportion to that of his
intelleet, would leave behind hLim tracks in
the sund of time as big as those made by a
giant traveling upon a pair of snow rack-
ols.

It grieves my Letter portion, my bretl;-
ren, to perceive that mere brutish strength
is so often admired, as constituting an im-
portant element in the making up of a man_
a8 well as of & horse. Who was consid-
ered the greater man, little David or the
powerful Sampion?  You know that there
has lately been a great fight at the East
—not an intellectual contest between two
mighty minds, that might well mterest
and benetit the whole enlightened world —
but a sort of dog-fight between two unfin:
ished specimens of humanity, with more
muscle thas mind—wore “seience” than
soul. Well, my brethren, you know, (oo,
that all the editors of newspapers, far and
wide, have been scemingly greatly inter-
ested in this heathenism battle: They have
given it publicity throughout Christendom.
They have dishied it up in every variety of
style to suit the palates of their patrons.
And where do you think these will go whan
they die?  Verily, thoy will be jeoned off
in sowne dark corner of perdition, and Jeft
to fight among themselves to- thir -bearta
content; and thére will be big * whaling,
and greater gnashing of teeth than when

‘General  Wolf entered the. Pomfreys

not, for the world, feed ‘your carniverous
.propens.tics by-.telling’ you how, at the.
great fight, the combatauts stripped “\ligni-
sglves half nuked, shook hande with each
other and then pitehed fn, as™ If fighting
for tlig crown of eternal righteousness—how
the eyes of their baekers, and bolders. -of
the -vessels- contaiming the: essonce of efi.
‘couragtment and spirltunl gomlors, and . of
the mubitudo generally glistenad with anx-
foty
& pleraper. opon Spunk’s broad -basket,
which. toppled i from-yis pins, and  left
him lying doubled up sui squirning like a

den st Putgum, Counnegticut! I would |

ow, on tha first round; Pluck planted |

caterpillar with the groen apple colic—how
nnother sockdolager on his potuto trap ngain
razed his taberhinele to the ground—how
Pluck then got a tap on his frontpiece,
which nearly closed his day-book—how he
returned the compliment by giving Spunk
A wipe ncross the sneezer, that started the
paint—how, on the seventh round, they
both seemed to have had the day of the
month knocked out of them—how they
gavo each other Jessie till they both be
eame oblivious—how a little of *tired na-
ture's restorer”  from  the bottle
brought them to their vitiol—liow at the
eleventh round, they presented some very
bal looking meat, and, finnlly, how, after
they had fought, it and punmeled one an-
other into calls fout jelly, they were
seraped up and earried trivmphantly from
the field in a slop enrt.  No, brothren, all
the money I have lost on the result of this

sSwoeet

shameful man-mauling entertainment wounli
not induce me to furnish fuod for n morbid
appetite by giving ono solitary particular.
Su mote it be.—=Sanfrancivco Golden Fra,

——— e ey —
“1 WILL TRY "
A STORY Fult BOYS.

There is n society in London known
as the Society of Ants. Tts objeet is tho
caconragement of talent in the various de-
partments of arl.

Prizes nre awarded by
the socioty, sometimes to painters for their
pretures, and sometinmes to humbler witisans
for improvements in wewing, or in the
manufucture of bonnets, lace, o1 artificial
Mow ers,

More than hall a century ago, a fittle
fellow, nawmed William Loss, not twelve
years ol age, was talking with  his mother
about an exhibitlon of painting at the so-
cieiy'srooms.  William was very fond of
paintings, and could himself draw and col

or with remarkable skill. * Look vou,

Willinm,”  said  his mother: “I saw
some painting in  the exhibition which

dild not seen Lo e to be half as goodl as
yours,”

“ Do you really think so, mother I asked
he.

T am sure of it,” she replied. “ L saw
sume paintings inferior, both in color and
drawing, to some that are hanging in your
little ehamber.”

William kuew that lis mother was no
flatterer, anid e said, * I have o mind to
ask permission to hang one or two of my
paintings on the walls at the next exhibi-
tion.

“ Why not try for one of the prizes!”
asked Lis mother.

“O! mother, dear, do you
[ should stand any chance
cess 1"

“XNothing venture, nothing have,” said
his mother; “you can but try.”

“Aud I will try, mother, dear,” said Wil
liam.

*I have a Listorical subject in my head,
out of which I thiuk I can make a pic
ture,”

* What is it, William 1"

“Tho death of Wat Tyler. You have
heard of himi; heled a mob in the time of
Richard theSecond. ILaving behaved in
solently before the king at Smitkfield, Ty
ler was stiuck down by Walworth, Mayor
of London, and then dispatched by the
king's attendants.”

“Itisa bold subject, Willinm, but I
will say nothing to deter you from trying
it

“If I fuil, mother; where will Le the
harm? I ean try again.”

“To be sure you can, William? So we
will not be disappointed, should you not
suceeed in winning the silver pallette offered
by the society for the beet historical paint-
ing.?

\Without more ado, little William went
to work. IIe first & :quainied himself with
the various costumes ot the year 1381;
he learned how the king and noblemen
used to dress, and what sort of clothes
were worn by the poor peopld and la-
borers, to which cluss Wat Tyler Le
longed. He nlso learned what sort of
weapons were carried in those days.

After having given some Lime to the
study of thése things, he acquuinted him-
self thoroughly with the historical incidents
attending the death of the bold rioter. 1lo
grouped in imagination, the persons who
were present at the scene—tho king and
his attendants Walworth, the mayor, Wat
Tayler himself, and in the back ground some
of his ruffianly companions,

William's mother was pre-ent, of ¢n%ipse,
Sle sat waiting the result with & poat-
ing heart. What a prov] motler she
_Was, when, after the transaotion of some
unminteresting  business, it was announged
that the prizé of A silver pallette for the
best, historieal ‘pletura was awarded to the
painter of tha piacc entitled * The death of
Wat T ler.”

When it was foond’ (lint little William
Ross.was the successful artist, the applause
of the Andiency broke forth with enthu-
siasm. To see such a lie fellow gain a
prize over cotipetitors of muture age, was
a novelty and surprise.. William ws sum-
‘mond, with ‘his picture, to the Duke's chair,
and there he received, such counsel and en-
couragement.as. were -of groat servics to
hitn fn-dris ffure career. Ho {8 mow Sir
Willism Ross, miniature.paiter to the
‘Queéen; binting risen to fortune ahd fme
by canrying . out,with - determination. and
‘perseverence, ‘bix simple ‘promite to his
wothor of “I will try.”

think
of suc-

NO. 42.
A NUIBANCE,

We can searcely think of n greater an-
hoyunce, to the newspaper publisher and
renders of the day, than that clnss of wri-
ters knosrn as * newspaper poets.! A con-
tinved sluice of turbid nonsense and muddy
vagiarism is continually pouring from the
press, in rhyme. We have “ poics” ad
nausaem—if Swith gets married, a Jing-
ling epithalamium is done up in doggrel—
if Gralil's baby dies, the defunet is poeti-
cully metamorphosed into an angel—Tlas
young Junking hnd that part of his corpo-
rosity, where enatomists suppose the heart
to liv, tonched by Cupids missilos, bie forth-
with pours out his Jdolorous whinnings, in a
series of lines, in which love rhymes with
dove and hewrt with  dart—Has  Laura
matilda becomwe smitten with the incipient
goatee of young Stebbins, the fuct is deli-
eately insinunted in verse, done on embossed
note paper. These puetic fledglings are
neverat a losw for a suljjeet—their art ean
dignify anything —n lLouse, a tree, a tom
eal or mangy puppy—in fact, ideas, with
theny, nre trifles, s well as meter—all that is
nesessnry i that the * doe” rhymes—breeze
must jingle with trees, sky with I, true with
you aml sen with me,

These mouvnstruck thymers are usually
forlorn spinsters, dolorous Lenedicts, %oft-
headed young men or love-sick sehool girls;
generally, incapable of penning a dozen
lines, without “ murdering the King's Eng-
lish"—frequently, unable to make them-
selves intelligible o prose—sontotimes as
innocent of giving birth to no original
idea ns an oyster—thoy madly essay the
most difffcult of all kinds of composition
and sometimes, in order to cke out a wratch
ed verse, In hope of winning 4 little local
praise front the ignorant, they stoop to the
mennncss of laying surreptitious hands on
the properly of others. There are more
plagiarisnis comuitted by this class of
writers; than by all others, pethaps,

O.:ensionally, we find persons of a high.
er erder of mind damning themselves by
perpetrating ntiserablo stuff, wliich it would
be a libel 1o call poetrs, when they might
amuse and instruct and win tuputation,
were thdy content to clothe theit ideas in
plain prose. They lLave no ptoper con-
ception of meter or tiyie—everybody
secs this but themselves. Puint out their
crrors, and they will talk about * poetical
license,” and mentally set you down among
those who Lave not the taste, the sense and
soul to appreciate the divine art.

In the wmatter of this nuisance, Editors
are not blameloss, Ther cultivate, most
sticeessfullythis erop of lnzkadsisical thymers
Laura Matildu's daddy is powerful and he
wins the old fool's heart, if he may be said
to possess that niythical atticle, by digni-
fving Lis dauglters tedddle with a place
in the paper, prefaced Ly stich fibs as * gor-
geous,” “ ethereal,” “gublime™ &e. Young
Muggins is a particular friend of the Edi-
tor—he dines him and lends him occasional
“Vs."  OF colirse the verses ‘of this ¢ gift
ed correspondent” are published, and Mug
gins is putfed until the noodle beliaves him
self a second Byron. Rather than offend
a fricnd by telling him pla'nly that he
never did and never could write a veree
worth publishing, le regularly disguesta
his thousands of renders by inserting silly
rhymes to the exclusion of more solid mat
ter,

The conductors of the press might 1id
themsclves and their readers of this har
vest of setibllers, by putting their manu
script in the stove, or, more effectually
still, by jlublishing with a just and honest
criticism.  Draw the veil that rhyme
throws over tlieif nonsense, by printing it
as prose in Laura Matildw's case—analyze
and dissect Muggin's poem, until you lay
bare even to his distorted perception, the
fact that he is aninny. The mapagement
of one or two cases in this way, would
drive back the army of rliymers, and give
#n open field to true genlus, It should be
done. We scarcely know of a grenter sor
vice which the press could confer upon the
friends of literature nnd the rencing world
at large, 1f it has not the courage to do
this, it may at least, by suppression, save
from many sore trials, the feelings and
taste of iutelligent readers, — Aberdeen
(Miss,) Conservatist,

i L[ T

Gen. Scat! Vietimized:—The Picaynne
tells t},q following.—As the procession had
finished thedisplay prosposedfor the Eighth,
and. the carringe containing the veteran,
General drove up in front of the St. Chae-
tes Hotel, the crowd filled the street and
greeted him with loud shouts, :

As the General descended from the cas-
ringe with his overcoat hanging oa his
fro, R well dressed gentleman stepped up
to him, and, with the politeness that woukl
have graced & drawing rooms, said * Gen-
eral, pormit mato take your coat” Uhn-
consciopsly tho General handed bim he
garment, and, following his escorte, entered
the hotel; bul the gentleman with the coat
failed to appenr,. He'nnd the coat had dis-
appoared. ‘Some think that his admiration
for the old veteran tempted him o kpep
the garient ns a souvenir of the meeting
and & memelito of the fame of the great
captain, .- foskir o &

- ity 80 8 e e - s
~ Pitch apon that course of lifs whieh..#s
the most useful, and eustoms will seider it
the wmost agreeable, .




