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+ Good night, and may the god of sleep
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POETRY. MISCELLANY.
GOOD NIGHT. THE CAPTAIN'S YARN.

Press gently on thy brow,
Aund on thy lip may softly creep
The smile that plays there now.

All undisturbed be thy repose
By visions of grim care,”

And thy yoting heart so light, that woes
May find no dwelling there.

While angels guard thy downy bed,
May fear of ill depart,

And bright-winged peace play round thy head,
And nestle in thy beart, |

May all thy dreams be happy themes
Of joy, and love, and light,

And all thy life be like thy dreams—
So once again—good night!

THE ANGEL'S WING.
BY SAMUEL LOVER.

There is a German superstition, that when
a sudden silence takes place in company, an
ancel at that moment makes a circuit around
them, snd the first person that breuks the si-
lence is supposed to have been touched by the
wing ol aseraph. For_the purposes of poe-
try, | thought two persons preferable to many,

in illustrating this beautifnl -auprnlitiun.

Whin by the evening’s quiet light
I'here sit two silent lovers,

"T'hey say, while in such tranquil pligh,
Anangel round them hovers;

And further still, old legends 1ell—

‘P'he first who breaks the silent spel!,

'I'c say u soft and pleasing thing,

Hlath el the passing angel's wing,

Thus a tnusing minsteel etray'd

By the summer ocean,
Ciazing on a lovely maid,

With a burd's devotion
Yt his love he never spoke,
"Il now the silent spell he broke,
The hidden fire 1o fame did spring,
P'unn'd by the pussing angel's wing !

W 1 have bov'd thee well and long,
"With love of htuyea's cwn waking ! !

"I'his is not a poct's eoug, ‘
Buta true hean's speaking ;

1 will love thee, siill untired !"'—

He fely, he spoke, like one inspired—

The words did from Truth's fountain spring,

Uanwakened by the angel’s wing!

Silence o'er the maiden fLll;
Fler benuty lovelier makiog
And by her blush he koew full well
‘I'he dawn of love was breaking.
Tt came like sunshine o'er his heant! |
He felt that they should vever part, l
He spoke—and ol!—the lovely thing
Haud felt the passing angel's wing. ’
SONG OF TUHE ARTIZAN. |
Sing, comrades, sing ' ]'
We are part of the State, who labor, :
As well a8 our wealthy neighbor, .
And ench, in his sphere, a king |
We laugh, when the rich men mention .
I'heir wondeiful condrsge ™ Vi
Iu taking our hands with deisty grips,
Undaunted by labor’s grime,
And giving vs love, on their Iyng lips
About the election time !

Sing, comrades, sing '
We are part of the Siate, who labor,
As well as our wealthy neighbor,
And cach, in his sphere, a king.

Sing, comrades, siog !
Not alooe at the worksbop's clamor,
When wiclding the saw and hammer,
Is each of us here, o king.
For, as part of our noble nation,
We stana in a glorious station,
And learn to think, at every chak,
Whatever the fools may say,
We are bound 1o the State with a gelden link,
And foree ber on ber way !

Sing, comrades, sing !
We are part of the Stste, who lsbor,
As well a8 gur wealthy nighbor,
And cach, in bis sphere, & king!

Sing, comradequing!

We are lords of a mighty aation,

Her glory s our creation,
Anl each is as high sen king'

For we st ihe STATe in motion,

At king‘ do, ovér the otcan;

And is never a deod may our ruless speed,
Till we sy, bow and when—

For we leel in cur power and purpote struag
And we Loow that we sre min

Sing, eomredes, ving !
W arc part of ihe Finte who labor, ..
As well st out weshhy peighber, 5
1nd et ig e 1;‘»»_-7' abingl

Conversing with the captain of a vessel
the other day, he related the following
anecdote: “I had a first rate officer who
sailed with me tor several years. He was
an excellent seaman and a perfect gentle-
man. 1 remember I took him once to the
Italian opera in London, aud he expressed
himself perfectly satisfied with the perfor-
mances, though he had no ear for music,
didw’t understand the language, and was
too bashful to look at figuranter. A par-
ticular and very amiable trait of his char-
acter was his domestic affection. Sailors,
roving about the world, are seldom very
constant: in fact they too often act up to
the libertine propasition of Marmontel—
“Quad on n'a pas ce qu’ on aime, il faut
aime ce du’ on a,’ Bat this man was a per-
fect model of conjugal fidelity. He waos
always speaking of is wife—(he had no
children) always buying presents for her
in every port he visited,

Well, one day—we were lying off the
river Gambia, in Africa my mate after
dinner; leaned back in his chair, and fell

I went on deck to smoke a cigar.

g
- WhenI eame back, I found peor M. lying

on the cabin floor, a corpse! A suddeu

sstroke of apoplexy had killed him, I was in-

expressibly shocked. e had a sailor’s
grave, and every heart on board the brig
was heavy at his loss. On the home voy-
age, I was thinking all the while of the
agony of M's poor wife when hearing of
his J::nlh‘ and how I conld breathe the
news to her. She always flew down to
the pier ns soon ae she heard our brig was
coming up the bay, and I believe she
could read every signal flug that was
thrown out: from the station. Well, we
had no sognbt ade fast to the whorf
when down eame a handsomie hack, and
out springs the mute’s pretty wife, rigged
out from 0p to toe like a first rate frigate
on a gala day, with a [athom or two of rib-
on tawing astern of her. Poor girl!
thought I; how soon my tale will blench
the roses of your cheek. *My husband!
she inquired, ns she spranyg lightly on deck,
showing a pair of tiny feet cased in the

daintiest satin boots that ever a French |

shoemaker turned out.  ‘I'm sorry to say,
madam,’ said 1, ‘that he has been very
siek.” ‘I'he cotor cama and went into her
cheek. “Tell me all)’ sha eried, "grasping
my arm, Vel then, madaw,’ said 1, 'if 1
wnst say it, he s dead.” *Glad of it, by jin-
go!" was her answer.  She wus ashore and
off again in the tying of a reefnfoiul-—nnd
the next week she was (oarried to a mer-
chaut’s clerk. The Captain plunged his
hauds deep in the pockets of his pilot coat,
“I'm a bachelor, said bhe, “The worse
for yoi:,' was our auswer, ‘exccptions only
prove rules”

GOSSIP OF PARIS.

Eugene Guinot, who fills very agreea-
bly the post of feuilletonist n the Paris
Siecle, al ways manages to collect (ogether
a variety of amusing gossip for his portion
of the columys of that paper. In one of
the recer,t pumbers this story is told as a
french feuilletonist only could tell it :—

An adventure which took place at the
last seiree of the Chatean Rouge, might
{urmish the subject for a sketch of our con-
temporaneous manners.  Last Monday
evesing, in the smiling and beantiful gar-
dens of the Chaunsses de Cliguancourt, a
young dyndy, somethiug of a Viscount as
most of them are, persecuted alrmllf baro-
ness ol the Rue Breda, who did not appear
disposed to listen 10 him very favorably,
with his eager homage. Yet our hero had
every thing that is necessary 10 please; he
wore a little hat withont brim, a ribbon
for a cravat, an embroidered shirt, a coat
of immoderately small size, with skirts
three inches long, a vest which reach to
the middie of lus thighs, and pataloons
large enough to cover the column iu the
Piace Vendome and that to commemorato
the Revolution.  Buat alas! the Baroness
was insenisible 10 so much ment, and
showed a most disobliging disdain, cold-
ness, and weariness of her ardent admirer.
But he was in no ways discouraged ; he
offered s bouguet, proposed refreshments,
he sought a waltz, begged for a polka,
claimed a rodowa, and sbove all, he soli-
cited the honor of being the cavalier of the
Barouess, and of conducting her 10 her
residence afier the ball. Al this was said
and Jone in the most aristocratic and purest
style. The gentleman perceiving his
want of snccss, redoubled his amiability,
and ssid in that ch:;lli )
belongs 10 peuple iy

“ Zounds ! my most , do you
kpow you are vory dithicull to please, and
thet | am not used 1o being trealed so by
ledies!  No, 'pou honer! | have never
awt such a tigress, or one who could be
compared 10 you.  Bat | «ill pot sumbit
1o reflsa’; T oot gt paid for my tron-
bley and wi'lngr o onwitiing, | will nway
w make you ntcept my srm and my car
riage on eAVIng Ball.™

Secing she had 1o do with an olstinate

gemtienian, the beroness of the Rue de |

Breda ch her hattorses ; all a1 once
she relenicd, and attributing her past cold-

pess to the femr of compromising herse'f,
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tone which only |

her persecutor (o be prudent;
“for,” said she to him, *in r that I
should have the gl.aﬂm of allowing you
to conduct me home, I must escape the
jealous who watch me,

“We will escape them!” replied the
young ma rmed at the fortupate turn
things were taking. I adore cunning
and mystery, let us be cunuing and mys-
terious.” - :

“ Well,” continued the baroness, “In
the first place we mast not go out at the
same time.” !
~ “T will go first, and will wait for you at
the goor.” L !

“Agaio, I must not appear to go; if
they were to see me pnt og‘::y shaw| and
hat, they wounld follow me and all would
be lost.”

“What must we do then? * You ean’t
leave your things here, and go with'your
head and shoulders bare 7”

“No, but [ can complete my toilet vhen
I am out of doors.  Take my shawl and
hat carefully off of that chair, and g» and
wait for me ot the head of the streer.”

“Exeellent I” exclaimed the young mau,
taking the shawl and hat that wereshown
to hiin, and walkig slowly away.

“Now, then, 1 gn sid of that tronble-
some fellow, and I believe I have played

‘him a pretty good trick for the ennui he
has caused me.”

‘That said, the baronaess, who dqubtless
had her reasons for desiring to go alone
from the Cheauteau-Ronge, hastened to
put on her hat, drop her veil, and wrap
berself in her shawl,

The shawl and hat which she had de-
signated to the gentleman, were not hers,
as the reader has guessed—and that was

+the trick at which the ingenious baroness
of the Rue de Breda was so delighted.

“He is waiting for me at the head of the
street,” thonght she ;—* [ will go on the
other side—and thus enveloped, how cun
he recognize we, when he believes my
head and shoulders are bare 2° _

This was perfectly logical; nothing
troubled the retreat of the baroness, who
amused herself as she walked aloug, at the
idea of the sad figure whichi her unlucky
adorer wonld make, on finding himself the
dupe of feminine stratagem. In the
meanwhile, considerable excitement wus
eauscd in the garden. ‘T'he owner of the
missing hat and shawl had gone to resume
them, after the contra-dance; and not find-
ing them, it was guite nataral she should
believe herself robbed. People sought
about, and made inquiries; seweene said
he had seen a young man take the articles
and go towards the entrance of the garden.
The snperintendents recollected that they

saw o young man, carrying a woman's hat
[ and shawl, pass a minute befpre. The
boys at the gate noticed the same young
man, with the shawl and hat, hidden in the
shade —doubtless waiting for an accom-
plice. By the aid of all this information,
they soon discovered our hero—who, in-

expected, saw a party of ple, who
seized bim by the collar, and treated him
as il he was a robber.  He is indignant—
he remoustrates; but how can he deny it ?
Is not still in the possession of the stolen
articles? He would explain his adven-
tures, but these kind of fables are 0 worn
out! All thieves who practice thelf trade
beneath a fashionable costue, always pre-

when they are taken with their spoils in
their bands, The lock-up instead of the
Rue de Breds, what a contrast! It was

not till the next morning that our young
‘ gentleman conld convince the authorities
. of the trick of which he biad been the vic-
, tim. It was a cruel trial for his self love,

—_— — —

but his honesty shone with the purest
light. Some excuses were made to him,
and he was honorably set at liberty; swear.
[ ing—hut rather too late-that he would not
be ceught zo again. B is best notto take
i any rash oaths, however,

| Axscoore oF THE Rev. Wa, Javw.—-
[ Notmany years since, when the Edward
| Irving mania raged, a man caliing hunself
an “Angel of the Chigch,” proceeded from
Bristol w Bath, on aspecial mission to
Williamy Jay. The grove, thinking old
man was in his stody, and when the “An-
gel” (a man with a dismal countenance, a
white eravat and rosty blaek trousers) ap-
peated, Mr. Jay asked him his business,
“I'm the ‘Angel of the Church,™ said

man.
“What church?” asked Mr. Jay.

“Phe Irviagite Charch, st Bristol,” re-
D ake of pour cost" sekd M Jay,
P [ § A A
The an mmbh gilr.

certainly novel,

stead of the gay baroness, so impatiently | PO

tend that there is a woman it the case, |
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_Tuanging rae Mosr Hicu sy Re-
soytrion.—~We place below the follow:
ing-regolution, adopted by the passengers,
on the Great, Western, after the
storm bad abated. ‘The_idea of thanking
God by proxy, in this manner, #nd deput-
ing a Committee (o _draft the resolve, is
. The clause, inciuding
the “Captain, officers and crew,” in the

.same vote of thanks, is not th% least eniri-

ous of the affair : .

~ “Resolved, That a Commpittes be*ap-
pointed to draft a resolution expressive of
our gratitude to Almighty God for his
great goodness in our almost wiracnlous
deliverance from destruction ; and also to
the captain, officers, and crew of the ship,
for their arduous labors, apd their skill,
firmuess, and remvemnee. n earrying
the s’h:p through her late perilous condi-
tion."

T'he seriouns reader will probably be still
further astonished to learn that this Parlia-
mentary mummery was actually carried
out, and that the Al'mighty received o vote
of thanks for his excerding kindness and
providential care, precisely in the same
manter that captains of packet ships are
frequently complimented at the close of
dangerons and protracted voyages.

People, for anght we eare, may worship
God as they choose, either through com-
miltee cr otherwise, and Mr. Greeley’s

. peculisr notions 1 such matters, render

the T'ribune vmvinentlv appropriate; as the
medium throngh whicli such eeremonies
muy be spread before the world.  When
people, however, parade their me&thod of
devotion through the press, they eannot
complain if it be commented upon.

Kissine Anorarer Man's Wire —A
case is on trinl in Newburyport, Mass.,
founded on the following eilcumsiances,
detailed in a letter to the Boston Travellef:

A young gentleman of nnexcaptionable
character, engnged in business in one of
our South-western cities, who ustally
spends his sammers with his friends in
Newbury, in taking leave of his mother,
some Lo years since, ventured lo give a
parting kiss to n young married woman
who resided under the same roof with his
parent, and with whom his family were
on the most friendly terms. T'he husband
was at that time ahsent, bat on his return,
being apprised of the liberty that hadl been
laken, he resolved on vengeance.

It was vot, however, until this summer
that he had any oppertunity of graufyin
his passion uring the young mn‘g
nsnal summer visit to his friends, he was
one evening decoyed, without suspicion of

the fell purposes, into a neighbor's house,
where he met the angry husband, with

his wife and his brother, and wos beaten
in a most dostardly manner. After being
thrashed with a cowhide until the skin
was nearly broken in many places, he was
knocked down, stam and terribly
unded.
When bis assailants had been inter-
mzwd by the timely arrival of a neighbor,
who had been called by a member of the
family, one of them was kneeling on the
young man's breast and beating him in
the foce in a most brutal maoner. He
was fortunately rescued, but pot unti! he
had received some severe injuries, from
which he may not fully recover for some
lime.

The assailants have been prosecuted,
and it is ho will receive full justice
from a New England court.

Tractcar Arvare.—Mr. D. M. Hoyt,
a Louery Broker was shot yesterday
morniag about haif 6 o'clock, as is repre
sented and believed by Mr. Wm . R. Myers,
who, accordiug to report accompanied by
his brother, Colonel S.S. Myers and Mr.
Wm. 8. Burr, went into his office, the for-
mer armed with a revolving ;‘l. foé;he

rpose of making the assavit. Me. Hoyt
gun twice wounded, ooe hall entering his
hend just above the eye, and the one
of his thighs, and woonding alse 1 ’
Late vesterday evening he was slive; but
bt we nndenui_nd tha lhu_'h: a8 very
slighit prospect of hissareiving

Igl‘lwuun of this iragice! affair m
the subject of remark s this place for sev-
eral days past, and the event therefora bas
excited vo surptise here. The injury
said (0 have been inflicted apon Mr. Myers
:F Mr. Hoyt. in the most delicate

!ih.'u:rflnehldumn-b A
n the eyesof all men, ine @ost summary
punishmeni. 17 Hoyt was guilty of the act
charged, “it was a grevions fanls, -a.l‘z-
vigusly has he spswered it” We .
stand that after he was shot, Hoyt made
magi that he was inne-

Uhe purpose, it is.x Jerstood, o

Eiort Sassill alis -1  oveniog Withd
1oyl was alive last e , Withdnt

any material chag lﬁ:m'ﬁon A

purionlyiof the ball that enitered the fre

A part only. of the ball that eniered ' -

fo _has been extracted. ™ It is =

The following is an instance of “dar:
vengeance” meditated by a young Andal
usian against his former bosom friend:  »

Two sworn and inseperable friends,
Manuel and Vicente, went ry B8 o1
a!l former oceasions, to enjoy bull-beating
ot the cortejo of a relation. _ln the cours:
of the sport some dispute ‘took place as (o
which of the two had done best, during
which blows were exchanged, the advan-
toge remaining on the side of Manuel.—
They were apparently reconciled, and
Vicente received the embrace and regrets
of his friend with a good grace, but swore
in his heart to be rev . Some days
afterwards, on Vicente’s invitation, Manuel
accompanied him to the jo of his un-
cle, to see a fine herd of young balls, just
tarned in from the summer pastures.—
They dined together and inspected the
stables and animals. '

*You must come with me,’ said Vicente,
“o a beautiful bull kept for sale, which I
wish to show you. He is the most furious,
the whole vega, the cowherds themselves
are afraid of him. _ i o .

T'lie door of the lock-up was opened with
caution} IJ' low drched vault was almost
A AN i 3. - .

‘ You caun advance somewhat oearer
without danger,’ said Vieente.” =

Manuel did so, but the mowment his bod
was clear of the door, the traitor, who
behind him, closed it violently, turning
the key outside and flingiog it to a dis--
{aacs, 9. prevent a prompt discovery of

crime. Lol o b

Mauuel had but litde time to adopt &

resolution. T'he bull, alarmed at the noise,

rung upon his wed the ground
ol Sxity’ his flar ugp:i-bqlla i‘;n'ni;
vietim, who had noteven his cloak to give

him a chance of baffling the animal nud
Entuing a respite. The roof was supporte
= lt‘;l;azgaqepum m‘h::llr‘vu-
re w1 8 or u
rash, Htuuclnglmd bis back against .
pillor, shouls defiance, and provokes (.-
‘u.niﬁlr with feet god hands, The char

watched the fu
nside frow: (e
his tm, and saw the
hll.

Sl

oning was gow to be.
cries brought assis and
itself. .

moment, he slipped!
as the horos gruze:
fall dead

the story red P ~had
jone home. Man horse,
f::dd his trabuge, and rode hard to over-
take his intended nssassip. [i, was not
long before he discern afar off.

¢ Yicente, he , ' wait; T owe yon
lavulta,’ (the return.)

Vicr:'a:, eonuim':h life _was at suke,
spurred hic horse; his pursuer boing better
mousted, guined fust him. Vicenle screa-
med for mercy ; luu- a8 heard immed:-
ately afierwards, which did e
for i Ty dresied 1M
i 2 .
chery. Matuel et his R
some said (0 America.
lowed by

i, [ R p—

—— i AR



