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C|e §forit Ctller. 
THE DAUGHTER’S RETURN. 

In a scantily furnished apartment in the up- 
per story of an old and dilapidated house, livad 
Thomas Webb, his wifp and son. Mr. Webb 
was about forty years old, and for much of 

that period he had be.?n an intemperate man. 

so that his family had been reduced to abject 
poverty. For about twelve months previous 
to the lime we write, he had become a total 

abstainer, but his constitution was so broken 

by his former dissolute habits, that he was 

-quite unable to labor for their support. His 
wife had endeavored to supply his lack of 

service, but she also was smitten down by 
sickness ; and as we now look in upon them, 

they are both sick, though the faithful w ife is 

bending over the fire preparing some medi- 
cine for her husband who is confined to his 
bed. 

He complained greatly of the chilling effect 
of the wind which came through the numer- 

ours cracks fn the wall. His wife could only 
lament that she had also suffered from the 

same cause, and that they had no means of 

remedying the evil. She, however, gently, 
raised his head from the pillow, and gave him 

the medicine she had been preparing. 
The exertion pained her exceedingly, but 

she let not a word betray her extreme weak- 

ness. 

Just as the invalid finished the draught, a 

boy about twelve years of age entered the 
room. He was poorly clad and shivered w ith 

cold. The moment he entered, the woman 

started from her husband’s side and asked :— 

James, did you get the bread ?’ 

No, mother,’ returned the boy, while a 

tear rolled down his cheek. ‘He said he 
couldn't trust us any more.’ 

What,’ uttered the poor sick man, ‘does 
he refuse us even a loaf of bread ? Then may 
God have mercy upon us! No feud—no 

clothing—no money! Oh, w hat misery is 
mine 1’ 

Mrs. Webb sank into a chair, and tried in 
rain to check her sobs and tears. The last 
morsel of food was used, and since the previ- 
ous night she had not tasted nourishment.— 1 

Starvation stared them in the face. 
The boy gazed for a moment in silence ; 

there was strange emotion in his features, and 
at. last he said, with a startling Energy : 

‘Mother, I can procure bread at the baker's on 

the other street.’ 
Will he trust os, James?' asked Mr. Webb, 

while a faint ray of hope brightened his ema- 

ciated features. 
No, not trust us,’ answered the boy, with 

a slight hesitancy in his manner. 

But you have not the money, have you!’ 
No, father—I have no money ; but there 

is bread upon the baker's shelves outside the 
window. I stood and looked at the loaves 
when I was out.’ 

A strange look came over the invalid's face, 
as he gazed inquisitively into the face of his 
son. The mother said : ‘And must we starve 

when there is bread all about us V and gast a 

trembling glance towards her husbaud. 
* Did you say the bread was outside the win- j 

dow?’ asked the father. 1 Yes,’ replied the 
boy. ‘And do you think you can get a loaf 
without moneyV ‘Yes.’ ‘And not be de- 
eded tit the act.’ ‘I do not think the baker 
would see me.’ Mr. Webb sank back oh his 

pillow, and groaned aloud. ‘We are hun- 
gered even to starvation,’ he murmured ; 

•gaunt want, like a Bpectre of destruction, 
stares us in the face : I could starve, but my 
poor wife !’ The invalid covered his face 
with his thin hands, and wept : James had 
started and left the apartment in a very excited 
state. 

James !’ said.Mr. Webb. ‘He has gone, 
my husband,’ the wife said. ‘Alas!’ ex- 

claimed he, again covering his eyes, ‘were it 
not better to die than to live thus ? ‘No, no— 

not to die, returned Mrs. Webb ; surely, ’tis 
no sin to live—to live is our right.’ 

Mr. Webb made no reply. Soon James re- 

turned, bearing a loaf of bread under his jack- 
et. Ilis step was trembling, his face glowed 
with shame, and his eyes were cast stealthily 
about him, as though' he feared some one was 

following his steps. ‘I have got it, mother,’ 
said he, as he laid down the loaf. 

The bread ! have you got the bread V ex- 

claimed the father., ‘Yes, father, see, here it 
is.* ‘Bring it to me, James, let me feel it’.— 

The boy placed the loaf in his father's extend- 
ed, trembling hands. ‘This is bread,’ said 

he ; this loaf will sustain life, but to get it, 
we must, sacrifice honorto get it my boy 
must be a thief!' 

Oh, say not so,’ said his wife, it cannot be 
, » 

sin. 

What! no sin in stealing ?’ said the man ; 
‘I cannot touch it. If it be God’s will that we 

starve, then His will be done. Take the loaf 
back, James, and place it where you found it. 
We will not steal.' James took the lcraf and 

left the room. He soon returned, looking far 

happier than he did when he had entered with 

the loaf. 
* Did you place the loaf where you found it ?’ 

asked Mr. Webb. ‘Yes, father.’ ‘And do 

you not feel happier, though hungry, than you 
would have done it you had eaten of the Stolen 
loaf?’ ‘Oh, yes, yes !’ exclaimed the boy.— 
‘But, father, what will you do? You and 

mother must have food. See how weak and 
faint my poor mother is.’ ‘Wait till the morn- 

ing my son, and then—then—you must go out 

and beg for assistance.’ ‘Beg 1, uttered the 

boy, trembling. ‘’Tis honest to beg.’ ‘I will 

go, father ^ anything to help my parents.’— 
God bless you, James,’ said the sick man, as 

he gazed affectionately on his son ; and then, 
sinking back on the pillow, almost exhausted, 
he closed his eyes. 

The wind sounded cold and dreary from 
without, and all hopeless and cheerless looked 
everything within. Mrs. Webb drew her 
scanty garments around her, and James nestled 

his head upon her lap? Gently that mother 
smoothed the brow of her son, and her warm 

tears fell on his cheeks. ‘Oh, do not cry, 
mother,’ said he ; ‘to-morrow I will go and 

beg some food for you and lather. You shall 

not starve.’ 
Mrs. Webb was on the point of replying to 

her son, when a light footfall upon the stairs 

arrested her attention ; and as James raised 
his head from her lap, the door was opened, 
and a young female entered. 

Is this the residence of Mr. Thomas 
Webb V she asked, in a soft, sweet tone, while 
a shadow flitted over her features, as she 

glanced at the scene before her. ‘It is, mad- 
am,’ returned Mrs. Webb, rising from her 

seat. Alas !’ said the visitor, I (fear you are 

suffering greatly. Oh, that the demon strong 
drink, should make such havoc as this!’ 

You mistake, lady,’ quickly returned the 

poor wife ; ‘for twelve months, at least, not a 

single drop of that fatal drink has entered onr 

dwelling. Thank God, that misery is not 

ours. The cause of our present misery is my 
husband’s sickness.’ 

Oh, thou merciful God ! I thank thee for 

this,’ the stranger murmured, as she fell upon 
her knees, and raised her clasped hands to- 

wards heaven. 

Mary, what voice is that?’ teebly asked1 
the sick man, as the fervent ejaculation struck 

upon his ear. 

The wife returned no answer to her hus- 

band's inquiry, but with her hand hall extend- 
ed, she lottpred forward, and placed her open 
palm upon the brow of the still kneeling vis- 

itor, while she gazed earnestly mto those up- 
turned eyes. The young woman rose from 

her knees, and murmured : f 

Eight long years have passed since that 

morning when, pursued by a maddened, mani- 
ac father, I fled, from the home of my child- 
hood, determined never to return till the dem- 
on of intemperance was banished fiotn its 
walls. Mother, dear mother, the sunlight has 
at length broken in through the night cluuds 

of our home. The angel of Temperance has 

spread its wings above you, and from my 
husband’s purse I can now supply your wants. 

Oh, this is indeed a sweeland happy moment.’ 
As thg young female spoke, she pillowed 

her head upon her mother’s bosom, and wept 
such tears of filial ioy as washed away all 

thoughts of pain from the invalid's soul, lie 
started up in his bed and gazed upon the 

strange scene. 

Mary, Mary—my child, my child!’ he ex- 

claimed, and then, overcome by the power of 
his feelings, he sank back once more upon his 

pillow. Soon, however, his daughter was 

clasped to his bosom. 
Little James comprehended the scene—he 1 

remembered the blue-eyed sister of years ago ; ; 

and he, too, crept to his lather's bedside ; and 
w lien the sick man was able to open his eyes, 
bis daughter, wife, and son were abuut him. 

Slowly, yet firmly, he elasped his thin hands 

together, and a prayer of praise and thanksgiv- 
ing went up from his lips. 

ft took but a short time for Mary to explain, 
how, after she had fled from her home, she 
had gone as servant into a wealthy family, and 
how she had won the affection of a clerk in 

her master's employ, and married him. She 
had enough and to ^pare, and soon in that i 

humble chamber there was food and raiment 
in plenty. ( 

* Oh,’ murmured Mr. Webb, as be began to 

feel invigorated by the nourishing food, and 
looked gratefully on bis daughter: ‘Thank 
God that we have been thus preserved. How- 

nigh the tempter led us to min : but the Al- 

mighty has stretched forth his hand and saved 
us. In our misery and want we were kept 
from stealing ! STirely an angel must have ! 

directed us!’ 

Yes,’ uttered the wife and mother, as she 
drew her daughter once more to her bosom, 
‘and an angd has saved us.'1 

Gen. Jackson and the Clerk. 
Many of our readers will recollect the point 

of the following joke^ which we heard related 
‘long time ago,’ but we never saw it in print. 
* While Gen. Jackson was President of the 
United States, he was tormented day after 

day, by importunate visitors, (as most Chief 

Magistrates of this great country are,) whom 
he did. not care to see—and in consequence 
gave strict directions to the messenger at the 

door, to admit only certain persons on a par- 
ticular day, when he was more busy with State 
affairs than usual. 

In spite of the peremptory orders, however, 
the attendant bolted into his apartment during 
the afternoon, and informed the General that 
a person was outside whom he could not con- 

trol, and who claimed to see him, orders or no 

orders. 
* I Wouldn't submit to this annoyance,’ ex- 

claimed the old gentleman, nervously. ‘Who 
is itl’ 

Don’t know, sir.’ 
Don’t know ! What is his name V 
His name'! Beg pardon, sir—it’s a wom- 

an.’ * 
_ 

A woman I Show her in, James ; show 
her in,’ said the President, wiping his face, 
and the next moment there entered the Gen- 
eral s apartment a neatly clad female, of past 
the middle age, who advanced courteously to- 

wards the old gentleman, and accepted the 
chair proffered to .her.. 

Be seated, madam,’ he said. 
‘Thank you,’ replied the lady, throwing 

aside her veil, and revealing a handsome face 
to her entertainer. 

1 My mission hither to-day, General,’ con- 

tinued the fair speaker, ‘is a novel one, and 
you can aid me, perhaps.’ 

Madam,' said the General,‘command me.’ 
You are very kind, sir. I am a poor 

woman, General,-’ 
‘Poverty is no crime, madam.’ 

No, sir, but I have a little family to care 

for—I’m a widow, sir; and the clerk em- 

ployed in one of the department of. yonr ad- 

ministration is indebted to me for board to a 

considerable amount, which I cannot collect, j 
I need the money badly, and came to ask if a 

portion of his pay cannot be stopped, from 

time to time, until this claim of mine, an hon- 
est one, General, of which he had the full val- 

ue, shall be cancelled.’ 
1 really—Madam—that is, I have no con- 

trol that way. What is the amount of the 
bill?’ 

Seventy dollars, sir—here it is.’ 
Exactly, I see—and his salary, Madaga?’ 
It is said to be twelve hundred dollars a 

year.’ 
And not pay his board bill ?’ 
As you see, sir ; this has been standing 

for five months unpaid. Three days hence, 
he will draw his monthly pay, and I thought, 
sir, if you would be kind enough to-’ 

Yes, 1 have it. Go to him again, and get 
his note to-day, at thirty days.’ 

1 His note, sir ! It wouldn’t be worth the 
paper on which it was written ; he pays no 

one a dollar voluntarily ?’ 
But he will give you his note, will he not, 

madam ?’ 

Oh, yes, he would be glad to have a res- 

pite that way for a month, no doubt.’ 
‘That’s right, then. Go to him and obtain 

his note, at thirty days from to-day ; give him 
a receipt in full, and come to me this evening.’ 

The lady departed, called upon the young 
lark, and dunned him for the amount, at which 
he only smiled, and finally asked him to give 
her his note for it. 

To be sure,’ said he, with a chuckle, ‘give 
you a note? sart'n ; and much good may it do 
you, mum.’ 

You’ll pay it when it falls due, won’t 

you ?’ said the lady. 
Oh, certainly,’ was the reply. "And in the 

evening she again repaired to the White 
House with the note. The President put his 
broad endorsement upon it, and directed to ob- 
tain the cash upon it a: the Bank. 

In due time a notice was sent to the clerk, 
that a note signed hy him would be due on a 

particular day, which he was requested to pay. 
At first John could not conceive the source 

from whence the demand could come, and 
supposing that it had only been left for collec- 
tion, was hall resolved to take no notice of it. 
But as he passed down the avenue, the unpaid 
board bill suddenly entered his head. 

Who has been foolish enough to help the 
old woman in this business, 1 wonder,’ said 
John to himself. T’li g*> and see. It’s a huui, 
I know; but I'd like to know if she’s really 
fooled anybody with that bit of paper,’ and 

entering the bank he asked tor the note which 
hadjteen left there for collection against him. 

It was discounted,’ said the teller. 
‘Discounted? who in the world will dis- 

count my note?’ said John, amazed. 

Anybody, with such a backer as you’ve 
got on this.’ 

Backer ! me—backer—who ?’ 
Here’s the note ; you can see,' said the 

teller, handing him the document, and on 

which John recognized the bold signature of 
the then President of the United States. 

Sold, truly,’ exclaimed John, with a hys- 
teric gasp, and drawing forth the money, lor 

he saw through the arrangement at a glance. 
The note was paid of course, and justice 

was awarded the spendthrift at once. 

On the next morning he found upon his desk 
a note which contained the following enter- 

taining bit of personal intelligence : 

Sir : a change lias been made in your of- 
fice ; I am diretecd by the President to inform 

you that your services will no longer be need- 
ed in this department. 

Yours, &c., Secretary. 
John Small retired to private life at once, 

and thenceforth found it convenient to live on 

a much smaller allowance than twelve hun- 
dred dollars a year. * 

UlisccIIang 
Short Patent Sermon. 

I shall discourse to day on the following in- 
terrogatory text: 

Oh ! what am I ?—and what are ye 1 

My hearers—when 1 askuhe question ‘what 
am 11’ it puzzles me how to answer it. Ma- 
terially speaking, i am a sort of increased 

nonentity—a small barrel of the unrestrained 
oil of nothing, thiokened into substance by ac- 

cidentally corning in contact with the cold, 
congealing world. Chemically speaking, I 
am a compound of phosphorus gas and atmos-. 

pheric wind—as most of you, doubtless, have 
discovered. Mechanically speaking, I am an 

old clock, made, and set in motion, several 

years ago, by the Great Clockmaker of the 
Universe. I was made to run seventy years, 
at least; and if fate and fortune will only 
keep my inner-works in order, I shall expect 
to keep going till my weights have run the 
full length of their cords. Morally speaking, 
] am an equal mixture of vice and virtue—a 
kind of vinegar and molasses mess. So nice- 
ly are they mixed together, that the vinegar of 
vice is not so sour as to be unpalatable, nor 

the molasses of virtue so sweet as to bn sick- 
ening. My feelings are as tender as a young 
toadstool—my passions are as strong as a de- 
coction of tobacco juice—my sympathies ate 

as solt as the down under an angel's wing— 
and my desires lor the promotion of human 
happiness are just as I happen to feel about 
the head, heart and stomach. 

My friends—metaphorically speaking, I am 

a toy thing of Time, played with for a short 
period, and then cast among rubbish ; a loot 
ball of fate, kicked about until I burst, and am 

| no longer worthy even of a kick ; a wind-mill 
of eicitemeot, that moves with the popular 
breeze, but is still in a calm ; a correct ther- 

mometer, my mercury rising to summer heal 

by the warm rays of hope, and sinking below 
zero in the cold atmosphere of doubt; a meau 

tallow candle, already burnt one third!, of its 

way to its socket, and every moment in dan- 
ger of being extinguished by the snuffers of 
death ; an old boot worn by a poor pilgrim 
w ith a wooden leg, over the rough road of ex- 

istence, till it is neither worth heeling, sole- 

ing, patching nor preserving. «In fact, my 
friends, 1 don’t see that I am of any more_use 
to the universe (considering as a whole) than 
a shovel-full of poudrette to a ten acre corn- 

field. When I ant dead and gone I shall be 
as a thing that never has been ; and the chil- 
dren of posterity will probably shoot marbles 
across my grave, as unconscious of their sac- 

rilegious doings as a parcel of mice gnawing 
at tho greasy leaves of an old and favorite fam-1 
ily bible. 

My worthy hearers—now let me ask for the 
sake of answering myself,‘what are you V— 
"iou are no better than 1 am, made of no bet- 
ter stuff; the devil would bid no higher for 

you than for me. You came from the same 

place that I did—and with me you have all 

Anally got to creep through a dark and narrow 

hole, which is the outlet of time and the inlet 
ot eternity. You are all anxious for an equal 
supply of the rich milk of mammon, but like a 

double litter of sucking pigs to one sow, you 
haven’t but half a teat apiece ; so you are con- 

tinually rooting one another aside—and while 

you are thus -rooting and contending, some 

more cunning brother pig, perchance is ‘lying 
off,’ and taking his belly full at .ease. You ] 
are a tribe of voracious fishes, swimming in | 
the turbulent waters ot the world's wide ocean, 

constantly devouring each other—those with 
leaden wings falling an easy prey to those that 
flourish with fins ot gold. You arn a lot of 
half starved barn fowls, that have to keep 
scratching the dirt to pick up a living, and are 

ever ready to run for the crumbs wherever 

luxury happens to shake her tablecloth. You 
are a multitude of stray sheep, of all sorts and 

colors, scattered over every portion of the liabi- 
tab e globe—some feeding on wind shorn moun- 

tains,some in rich and ferule valleys, some on al- 
most barren plains, and not a few caught in 
the thickets of truuble to be sacrificed on the 

altar of despair. Poor miserable wretches ! 

you may have folds to shelter you from the 
beating winds and pouring rains, but no cano- 

py can be spread to protect you from the 

beating storms of lime 1 No; you fancy your- 
selves beaulitul flowers of hope and happiness, 
and fliat you are to bloom perennially; but 
oh ! my friends, a short season or two and you 
will begin to fade ! Soon will old Time 
breathe upon your petals wiih an autumnal 

breath, bring blight upon their beauty, and 
scatter them abroad upon an unknown atmos- 

phere. 
To-morrow, as it were, the blight blossoms 

of being that now adorn the gay garden of hu- 
man kind, will be withered ar.d mingled with 
their ancestral mould, and a new generation of 

vegetable curiosities will spring up in their 

places to fall as they have fallen, before the fa- 

tal scythe pi time. 

My beloved friends and (rail fellow mortals ! 

you know that you cannot last but a little 
while at the longest.' You know that you are 

manufactured uf materials as brittle as glass, 
and that the day must come sooner or later, 
when you will’lie, like broken jugs of whis- 

key, by the wayside, with the spirits all evap- 
orated, and the clay left to conglomerate with 
its original clay. Therefore exercise every 
prudence and precaution to prolong life to its 
farlherest limits, and lay in a good store of 
salt for the soul’s salvation when it shall have 
been compelled to forsake its earthly tenement 

forever ! Dow, J r. 

Anxieties of a Sailor’s Life. 
A few days ago a man was speaking to me 

of the emotions with which he was over- 

whelmed when lie bade adieu to his family on 

bis last voyage. Tiie ship in which he was 

to sail was at Edgartown, on Martha's Vine- 
yard. The packet was at the wharf which 
was to convey him from Nantucket to the ship. 
He went down in the morning and saw all 
his private sea-stores packed away in the sloop 
and then returned home to iqke leave ot his 
wife and children. His wife was sitting at 

the fireside, struggling in vain to restrain her 
tears. She had an infant a few months old in 
her arms, and with her toot was rocking the 

eradle, in which lay another little daughter 
about three years of age, with her cheeks 
flushed with a burning fever. No pen can 

describe the anguish, of such a parting. It is 
almost like the bitterness of death. The de- 

parted father imprinted a kiss upon the cheek 
of his child. Four years will pass away ere 

he will again take that child in his arms.— 

Leaving his wife sobbing in anguish, he clos- 
es the door of his house behind him. Four 
years must elapse ere he can cross that thresh- 
old again. 

A lady said to me a few years ago, ‘] have 
been married eleven years, and counting all 
the days my husband has been at home since 
our marriage, it amounts to but three hundred 
and sixty days. He is now absent, having 
been gone fifteen months ; and two years and 
two months must undoubtedly elapse before I 
can see his face ag^in, and when he does re- 

turn, it will merely be a visit to his family, 
for a few months only, when he will again bid 
them adieu for another four years’ absence. 

1 asked the lady the other day, how many 
letters she .wrote to her husband his last 

voyage. ‘One hundred,’ was the answer.— 

‘And how many did he receive?’ ‘Six.’ 
The inevitable rule is to write by every ship 
that leaves this port, of New Bedford, or any 
other port that may be heard of ior the Pacific 
Ocean. And yet the chances are very small 
that any two ships will meet on this boundless 
expanse. It sometimes happens that a ship 
returns, when those on board have not heard 
one word from their families during the whole 

period of their absence. Imagine, then, the 

feelings of a husband and father who returns 

to the harbor of Nantucket after a separation 
of forty-eight months, during which time he 
has beard no tidings from home. He sees the 

boat push off from the wharves which are to 

briog him the tidings ot weal or woe. Pale 
and trembling he paces the deck with emotions 
which he in vain endeavors to conceal. A 
friend in a boat greets him with a smile, and 
says, ‘Captain, your tamily are all well,’ or 

perhaps h£ says, ‘Captain, I have heavy news 

for you, your wife died two years and a half 
ago.’ 

A young man left Ihis island last summer, 
leaving in his quiet home a young and beauti- 
ful wife and young child. The wife and child 
are both now in the grave. Hut the husband 
knows not, and probably will not know of it 
for some months to come. He perhaps falls 
asleep every night thinking of the loved ones 

at home left at his fireside; little thinking 
they are both cold in death. 

On a bright summer's afternoon the tele- 
graph announces that a Cape florn ship ap- 
peared in the horizon and immediately the 
stars and stripes of our national banner are un- 

furled from our flag-staff, sending a wave of 
emotion through the town. Many families 
are hoping it is the ship in which their friends 
are to return, and all are hoping for tidings 
from the absent. Soon the name of the ship 
is announced, and then there is an eager con- 

tention with the boys to be the bearer of the 

joyful tidings to the wife of the captain, for 
which service a silver dollar is the established 
and invariable fee. 

Who can describe the feelings which must 

agitate the bosom of a wife? Perhaps she 
has had no tidings of the ship for more than a 

year. Trembling with excitement, she dress- 
es herself to meet her husband. ‘Is he alive? 
she says to herself, ‘or am I a widow, and my 
poor children fatherless?’ She walks about 

the room, unable to compose herself sufficient- 

ly to sit down ; eagerly is she looking out of 
the window and down the street. She sees 

a man with hurried step turn the corner, 
with a little boy holding by his hand. Yes, 1 

it is he. And her little son has gone dow n to j 
the boat and found his father. Or perhaps, ! 
instead of this she sees two of her neighbors 
returning slowly and sadly, and directing their 

steps to her door. It is the knell of her hus- 
band's death, and she falls senseless to the 
floor as they tell her that her husband has long 
since been entombed in the fathomless ocean. 

This is not fiction. These are not extreme 

cases which the imagination creates. They 
are facts of continual occurrence ; facts that 
awaken emotions to which no pen do justice. ] 

A few weeks ago a 'ship returned to this 

island, bringing the news of another ship that 
was nearly filled with oil, Uiat all were weil, 
and that she might be expected in a neighbor- 
ing port in such a month. The wite of the 

captain resided in Nantucket, aud early in the 

month, with a heart throbbing with affection 
and hope, she went to greet her husband on 

his return. At length the ship appeared, 
dropped her anchor in the harbor, and the* 

friends of the lady went to the ship to escort 

the husbsnd to the wife from whom he had 
been so long separated. Soon they sadly re- 

been seized with the coast fever, upon the is- 
land of Madagascar, and when about a week 

out, on his return home, he died, and was 

committed to his ocean'burial. A few days 
after, I called upon the weeping widow and 
little daughter, in their home of bereavement 

and anguish.—Nantucket paper. 

Witty Judgments of the Duke of 
Ossunna. 

The Duke of Ossunna, Viceroy of Naples for 
the King of Spain, lo whom the Neapolitan ter- 

ritory was then subject, acquired great celebri- 

ty for the tad and wisdom of llie judgments lie 

delivered. This nobleman, on visiting the gal- 
ley one festival day, for the purpose of liberat- 

ing a captive, according to use and wont, 
found all the prisoners loud in asserting their j 
innocence. 

One declared that his cnndemnation was the 

work of enemies ; another asserted that he had ; 
been informally and nnjusily convicted; a third j 
declared themselves guiltless as cradle babes. 
At last the Duke came to one who look a very 
different tone : 

"1 do not believe, my noble lord,” said he, 
that there is a greater rascal in all Naples than 

myself. They were too lenient with me to 

send me to the galleys.” 
Tne Duke hearing these words, turned im- 

mediately around lo the keeper of the galleys, 
and exclaimed : 

"Loose this scoundrel’s chain, and turn him' 

about Ins business. If he is allowed to stay, 
he will certainly corrupt those honest, innocent 
men here. Take him away.” 

While his orders were being obeyed, lie 
turned round to the other captives and said to 

them ; 

"Gentlemen, I have no doubt you will thank 
me fur riJding you of this pestilent fellow—he 
might undermine your innocence.” 

The Duke of Ossunna was somewhat like 
Haroun Alraschild, a little despotical even in 

his good doihgs. 
Ferrumelle, a rich merchant of Naples, 

whose predominant passion was avarice, chanc- 

ed to lose an embroidered purse cotnaicing fif- 

ty golden ducats, fifty Spanish pistoles and a 

ring of the value of fifty crowns. This loss 
vexed him grievously, and he caused proclama- 
tion to be made, offering fifty Spanish pistoles 
to any one who should restore the missing arti- 

cles. An old woman found the purse and 

brought it to the owner. Ferromelle, as soon 

a3 he saw his property, could not withstand the 

temptation of trying to avoid the payment of 

part of the reward. In counting the pistoles, 
he dexteriously laid aside'thirty, and said to 

the finder,— 
1 promised fifty pistoles to whoever, found 

the purse. Thirty have been taken outof.it 
by you already; here are the other twenty, and 
so you are paid.” 

The old woman remonstrated in vain against 
this treatment but she would have probably re- 

mained content with her twenty pistoles had 

nol some one advised her to apply for justice to 

the Duke of Ossunna. 
The Duke knew the man well and sent h r 

him. 
Is there any likelihood,” said he to Ferro- | 

melle, that this good old woman would brine 
the purse when she might hare taken all, would 
have been guilty of taking your thirty pistoles? I 
No, No !" The truth is, the purse cannol'be j 
yours * 

The merchant stammered out, My lord, I 
know the purse, the ducats, the ring-” 

Nonsense !” exclaimed the Duke, “ do 
you think there was never a purse, or ducats, 
or a ring like yours? Here good woman, take 
you the purse and its contents. It cannnt be 
this good old gentleman's since he says he had 
fifty pistoles.” 

This judgement was enforced. The Duke 
might hare been morally certain of the miser's 

attempt to cheat, but as had been said before, 
this was a very Haroun Alraschid-like kind of 
a decision! 

The Duke had one day to hear the case of 
Bertrand de Solos, a proud Spanish gentleman, 
who was in the habit of walking through the 
streets with his head erect like a catneleopard’s. 
While thus marching a porter, carrying a heavy 
load, had run against him, hot not without first 

crying “beware!” which is the ordinary meth- 
od of giving warning in such cases. The por- 
ter’s load consisted of faggots, and one of them 
fell off in the confusion, and the Spaniard's silk 
mantle. He was mightily enraged, and sought 
redress front the viceroy. The Duke knew 
that porters usnally cry and having seen the 

porter, he learned that he had cried the weird 

though Dc Stilus avouched the contrary. The 
Duke advised the porter to declare bimsell 
dumb w hen the cause came to judgment. The 

porter did so, through a friend, and the Duke 
immediately said to De Solos— 

What can I do to this poor fellow ? You 
see lie is dumb.” 

Forgetting himself the enraged Spaniard cri- 
ed out— 

Don’t believe the scoundrel my lord, I my- 
self beard him cry “beware.” 

.Why, then, did yon not beware?” replied 
the Duke, and he made the mortified Spaniard 
pay all the expenses and a fine to the pour. 

Presentiments. 
Being at the Castle of Shannigary, belong- 

ing to William Penn, a gentlewoman of gi^od 
sense and character, related to me the follow- 

ing passage, viz : 

That she being in tbe city of Cork when 
it was invested by King William's army, and 

having a little daughter of hers with her, they 
were sitting together on a squab ; and being 
much concerned in mind about the danger and 
circumstances they were under, she was seized 
with a sudden tear, and strong impulse to arise 
from that seat, which she did in a precipitant 
manner; hasted to another part of the room, 
and then was in the like concern for her child, 
to whom she called with uncommon earnest- 

ness to come to her, which she did, immedi- 

ately after which came a cannon-ball and 
struck the seat al^ in pieces, and drove the 

parts of it about the room, without any hurt to 

either of them. 
From this relation I took occasion to reason 

with her thus : ‘That Intelligencer which gave 
her notice, by fear, of tbe danger they were 

in, must be a spiritual Being having access to 

her mind (which is likewise of a spiritual na- j 
ture) when in that state of humiliation and in 
those circumstances ; and must also be a good I 
and beneficent Intelligencer, willing to pre- 
serve them, and furnished also with know!- ! 
edge and foresight more than human. He j 
must have known that such a piece would be 1 

fired at that time, and that the ball would hit I 
that seat, and infallibly destroy you both, if 
not prevented in due lime by a suitable admo 
nitton ; which ile suggested by the passion 1 
Fear (the passions being useful when duly 
subjected,) and by that means saved jour 
lives. And seeing that the passions of the 
mind can be wrought upon for our good, by an [ 
invisible beneficent Intelligencer in the mind, 
in a state of humiliation and stillness, without 
any exterior medium, is it not reasonable to | 
conclude, that an evil Intelligencer may have 
access likewise to the mind, in a state of un- 

watchfulness, when the passions are moving, 
and the imagination at liberty to form ideas 
destructive to the mind, being thereby de- 

praved and wounded? And when it is so, is : 

it not likewise reasonable to think that the Al- 

fhighty Himself, who is the most pure, mer- 

ciful, and beneficent Spirit, knnwingall events 
and things, doth sometimes, at His pleasure, 
visit the minds of mankind, so as to commu- 

nicate of His goodness and virtue to a humble 
and silent mind, to heal and instruct him in 
things pleasing to himself and proper for the 

conduct of man in his pilgrimage through this 

present world, and lead him to the next in 

safety ?’ 
This, coming immediately upon the instance 

she had given, took with her and the compa- 
ny, who readily granted it might be so, and 
some of them knew it; and this conversation 
seemed agreeable to us all.”—Journal of the 

Life of Thomas Story. 

Well done, Girl! 
One Sunday evening, not many nights ago, 

the Rev. Mr. Thompson performed a marriage 
cefemony at the Tabernacle—boih parties said 

yes at the proper lime, and the reverend gen- ( 
lletnan said Amen. 

I want you to perform the same thing for 

me,' said a well-dressed youngish man, to Mr. 

Thompson. 
When ?’ 

* Now—right off—to-night.’ — 

Can’t you put it uff a little ? It will make 
it rather late.’ 

No—the lady saye now or never, and I am 

very anxious. Will you go ?’ 
* Yes, where' is it?’ 

Close by—only a few skips west of the 

J Park. We are all ready, 19O will only detain 
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you a few minutes on yonr way home.’ 
Mr. 1. went to the place, which was a re- 

spectable boarding house, and everything evinc- 
ed, decorum. 1 he lady, young and pretty, 
neatly dressed, and altogether a desirable part- 
ner for the gentlemen —was presented, and a 

sli^irl prayer, as usual upon such occasions, of- 
fered, and then bands joined. 

\ on, with a full sense (if the obligations 
you assume, do promise, here in the presence 
of God and these w itnesses, that you w ill late 
this woman, whose right hand you clasp in 
yours, to be your lawful, wedded wife, and a* 
such you will love and cherish her forever.’ 

I do.’ 
And you, Miss, on your part, will you take 

this man to be your law ful, wedded husband V 
NO !’ 

We have heard in limes past, when showers 
were fashionable, some pretty heavy claps 
of thunder ; hut none that ever rattled about 
the tympanum of the bridegroom was quite so 
loud as that stunning little modneyllable. 

1 never will !’ said she most emphatically, 
and walked away to her seat, leaving her al- 
most husband rooking and probably feeling just 
the least trifle foolish. 

Mr. Thompson remonstrated—not to induce 
her to change that no tor yes, but fur trifling 
with him in the solemn duty of his-cajling, and 
asked for an explanation. 

I meant no disrespect to you sir, nor to tri- 
fle with your duly, or the ceremony you were 

called upon to perform ; but l bad no other way 
to vindicate my character. I came tb the city 
a poor sewing girl. 1 worked for this man.— 

lie made proposals of marriage to me, but from 
other circumstances 1 doubted his sincerity, and 
left Ins employment and went back to the 
country for a while. When I returned 1 found 
ihe dour of my former boarding-house closed 
against ere, and this ladv, whom 1 esteemed as 

a kind friend, cold and quite indisposed to re- 

new my acquaintance, and I insisted un know- 
ing the reason. I learned that ibis man had 
blackened tnv character, denied his proposals 
of marriage, and said I was—no matter what. 
I said tu the lady, ‘let me come back and I will 
prove my innocence. Will you believe what I 
say if he wMl marry me V 

Yes, I certainly will, and bo will all who 
know you.’ 

1 renewed his acquaintance, lie renewed his 
proposals—1 accepted, and saiJ, ■ Yes, the min- 

ister at once.’ He slandered me—I deceived 
him. I proved my words true, and his false. 
It was the only way a poor, helpless g rl had 
to avenge herself upon a man who had proved 
himself unworthy to he her husband. It was 

only, at the right time, to say one word—one 
little word, I have said it. I hope it will be 
a lesson to men, an example to other girls, and 
that in many other and different circumstances 
they will learn to say ‘No.’ 

If I was angry fir a single moment,’ said 
Mr. Thompson, T carried none uf it ever the 
threshold. I: was a severe lesson, hut wel( 
applied. 1 went home pondering on the value 
of the word “No.” ’-—IV. Y. Tribune. 

Tips and Downs. 
Tlis sojourners at oar cily hotels are famil- 

iar with tiio modest tone in which the word 
‘New York Herald,’ ‘Tribune,’ ‘Times,’ ‘Bal- 
timore Sun,' ‘National Intelligencer,’ ‘Union,’ 
Sic., fall upon their ears from a respectable el- 

derly gentleman in the newspaper line. At 
break uf day you may find him at the railruad 

depot, with a bundle uf these * 
maps of bury, 

life,’ at breakfast lime be is at the hotel ready 
to exchange bis commodities fur the reaay cash; 
and again as midnight draws near you will still 

find him pursuing the even tenor uf his way, 
pressing his sales. We have observed him for 

many years going regularly through this rou- 

tine. Many wonder if he ever sleeps. • If 
eternal vigHance is the price of liberty,’ he is 
entitled to the largest that may be had. A cu- 

riosity is often manifested to know his history. 
Some say that lie has by dint of such untiring 
i idustrv and perseverance laid up something 
handsome for a ‘rainy day.’ 

O.ie morning last week, as ihe Hun. Lewis 
D. Campbell, of Ohio, was passing from the 
breakfast room at lire National, with his morn- 

ing mail, this vetran newsreader met him at 

the fool of the fiigliiof steps nea^ the office.— 
His eyes caught the title ‘Cincinnati! Gazette” 
to a paper in Mr. C's hand, and with a peculiar 
expression he remarked— 

‘Alt the old Cincinnati Gazette !’ 
Mr. Campbell halted, observing, * You have 

it not in your package 1’ 
No ; but I took it once.’ 

‘When ?’ 
‘In 1828, when Charles Hammond was edit- 

or, and I was in the firm of Carrington and 
i Wells, wholesale merchants, Main street, Cin- 
! cinnali!’ 

Mr. Campbell—‘I recollect the firm, for l 
was then a printer’s devil in the Gazette office, 
and faithfully through wintry storms carried 
the paper to you. We are living monuments 

of the ups and downs of life !' 

Here a strange expression passed over the 
countenance of Wells, and Mr. C. fearing that 
he might awaken unpleasant reminiscences in 

l connexion with his change of fortune, left, with 
I a ‘God give success, your energy deserves it !' 

IIow illustrative of the changes of fickle for- 
tune ! The carrier-bny of the uews of that day 
to the wholesale merchant, is now a member of 
the American Congress, and the wholesale 
merchant now carries the newspaper to him !— 
National InltUigenccr. 

There is one bad thing connected with hard 
times—it lessens one's morality. Hungry 
men have a very limited idea of the rights of 

property. As long as Mnlloney got two dol- 
lars a day, he was considered ‘one of the nic- 
est men as ever was.’ Some six weeks since 
he got out of work, since when, be has had 
two musses with the night police, and 'been 

jerked up on six different occasions (or pur- 
loining fuel from Mr. Sourby’s wood-yard.— 
Nothing like a full stomach to keep yoor vdT- 
tue sweet, 


