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The St. Louis Enquirer, iR the subjoin- 
ed article, calls our attention to a subject 
of considerable interest, and to facts which 

is as avell not to overlook. w«th respect 
to the source of the Iresh iiiforruat-on im- 

parted in the conclusion of the article be- 

low, we confess ave are disposed to place 
somewhat more reliance on 

“ diplomatic 
correspondence** than on the sage specula- 
tions of Russian traders. We presume the 

Emperor of Russia does not select his con- 

fidants from among that class of People ; 

and that we are more likely to be informed 
of his views directly trotn our agents at St. 
Pittsburgh, than roundabout the North 
Pole through the agency of straggling ad- 

venturer-. Neverthelesss, there is nothing 
impossible, nor yet improbable, in the 
views ascribed to the Emperor Alexander, 
who appears to be wisely and warily adopt- 
ing measures calculated to agrandize the 

nation over which he presides. 
from the St. L<>uis Enquirer. 

PROGRESS OF THE RUSSIAN EMPIRE IN 

AMERICA 1 

Looking to the east lor every thing, the 

people of the United States have contem- 

plated w ith astoniihinent the progress of 

the Russian empire in Europe and Asia ; 

they have not thought of looking to the 

west to see this giant power already mount- 

ing upon their own backs. Except Mr. j 
WMsh, we do not know an American who 

has even spoke of the Russian establish- j 
ments on our continent. He has mention- j 
ed them in his “ Sketch of the military and 

political poxer of Russia;" where he says: ; 

“Their establishments extend from Kam- 
schatka to the N. W. coast of America— 

that they have a fort mounting an hundred 

pieces of artillery at Norfolk Sound, lat. 

north 57 deg.—that since 1813 they have 

descended the coast, passed the mouth of 

the Columbia five hundred miles, and es- 

tablished themselves at Bogada in ‘^8 deg. 
30 inin. and only 30 miles from the Spa- 
nish settlement? in California, where they 
are not only trading with great advantage, 
but are profiting by a fine climate and fruit- 
ful soil to feed their more northern posses- 
sions.” Page 157. 

This encroachment upon the American 
continent i? not the transient effect of the 

present gigantic growth of the Russian em- 

pire. It is the result of system and of set- 

tled policy followed by every great man, 

and great woman, who ha? sat upon the 
Russian throne. Peter the great began it; 
the empress Catherine the second followed 
up his plan ; the present emperor i? only 
executing the designs of the empire. In 
the cour-e of these three reigns, the Rus- 
sian power lias been firmly spread over 

Northern Asia ; the straights of Behring 
have been passed ; and a solid foothold 
acquired in North America. A road over 

land is ooened from St. Petersburg to Kam- 
Sch Uk > ; and Russian ships, loaded with 
American fur, annually sail from the N. if'. 
coast of America, double the Cape of Good 
it ._qo rvrvn : I _ r ... ..4 
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land tlieir r:ch cargo* in the gulf of Fin- 
lan 1. And, while ihe public is amused 
with the project ot a treaty for some islands 
in the Mediterranean, the modern Alex- 
ander is occupied with a scheme worthy of j 
his vast ambition—0^7* The acquisition 
of the trttlf and peninsula of California, 
and the Spanish claim to the zt'estern coast of 
North America, fa. We learn this, not 

trom diplomatic correspondence, but.from 
American fur trader*, who learn it from the 
Russian traders now protected by the em- 

peror in carrying off our furs. 

Boston, July 12. 
An attempt was made on Tuesday night 

last, to break into the Kennebunk Rank. 
The hanking room was entered, but as all 
the valuable property was secured in the 
vault, nothing was taken away. A man 

has been taken up and committed, on sus- 

picion of having made the attempt. 

DROWSED, 

In Sard’s Creek, Addison county, Ver- 
mont, on the 25tb May, a stranger of about I 
45 years ol age, five feet and ten inches 

higi\ light complexion, thick set. blueeyes, 
all the toes on his left foot off—had a scar 

above his left breast, one on the back part 
of his wris*, and also one on his upper lip, 
directly under his nose. He was clad in 
an old .-hurt grey co.^t, vest of the sane, 
grey pantaloons ; old ragged socks and 
shoes*; white fHnuel shirt and bandam 
na handkerchief. Had a sn aJI budget 
containing also a wlii’e fianiml shirt, and 
some rags which h id l*e« n clothing. He 
cauie Irom the soutliw: rd, and on crossing 
the creek \ there being no bridge on this 
road at the time across the creik) request- 
ed CVpt. K.ngshni. who with «-tners were 

fishing at that place, to set him across iu 

a Canoe, to which he assented. On enter- 

ing the Canoe, it was observed to him that 
he had left his budget, he replied it was* 

no longer of any service to him. Having 
arrived at the channel of the creek he was 

noticed by a boy also in the canoe, to leap 
or throw himself into the water and imme- 

diately sunk to rise no more. He entered 
the canoe with his Bible in his hand, open- 
ed at the 69th Psalm, with which he plung- 
ed into the w ater thus opened. All exer- 

tions to recover the body were unavailing 
until 10 o’clock the next morning. Cir- 
cumstances which have since been brought 
to view evince a deranged state of mind. 
On a remaining part of a blank leaf in his 
Bible is written UA present from Hez. Clark 
Jun. to Washington Han ey. given to him 
at Dnnby, Tiosra county State of New- York. 
May 9th, 1819. 

Louisville, K. June 23. 
The dead body of a young man dressed 

in blue overalls, and a nankeen jacket, w as 

taken up in the Ohio at Cincinnati on Sun- 

day the 6th of June inst.—An inquest was 

held on the body, and the jury returned 
that the deceased came to his death by 
drowning. 

N. B. It is stated that he had lately come 

from England, that he was on his way to 

Louisville, in a family boat, and that his 
name was William Gest. 

Pittsburgh, [Penn.) July 9. 
The most melancholy account of the 

death cl the daughter of Major Wooley, 
communicated for this day’s paper, has pro- 
duced sensations that can never be oblite- 
rated. It is one of those dark occurrences 

that thank heaven, human nature is doom- 
ed to suffer but seldom, and only happen 
to show poor mortality the futility and un- 

certainty of every thing on this side the 
gnvc. 

The child whose dreadful fate has infect- 
ed every parental bosom with the mo&t 

trembling anxiety, was a being of great 
promise, and intelligence, and had jus» 
armed at that age when, probably, the 
greatest degree of interest is excited in the 
breast of a fond father and an anxious mo- 

ther; for such a loss we can only off* r to 
the parents our most unaflected sympathy ; 
condolence is mere idle form ; time and 
the mild dictates of religion, are ihe only 
palliatives for their agonized feelings. 

Communicated for Half's Advertiser. 
DISTflESSlNG CASUALTY. 

Three gentlemen from the eastward, 
took a hack on Friday last, from Hunter’s 

Hotel, to visit the Arsenal near this city. 
Th**y were received by Major Wooley of 
the Ordinance Department with his wont- 

ed hospitality and fcindnes«. After view- 
ing the various-work shops,&c and expres- 
sing their admiration of this elegant piece 
of aichitectnre, took their leave, under a 

promise of dining with him the next day. 
But who cat* tell what an hour or a day 

can bring forth—As they wen* deernding 
the hill opposite Mr. Basham’s boarding 
school, on their return, a little girl w ith a 

bonnet on her head, sprang suddenly for- 
ward to cros> the road, one of the gentle- 
men seeing the danger called out to the 
driver to stop, hut before the herses could 
he checked, the'child was under their feet 
and the fora wheel had passed over its 
breast. 

No person can imagine a case of this kind 
without feeling tor the situation of the gen- 
tlemen in the carriage, and who can con- 
_. *i_• u .1_e..i. _ i_:_vi_ 
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Basham exclaim in agony ol grief, when 
the little sufferer was carried bleeding to 
her arms, 

“ 
my God, it is Major Wooley’s 

child.” Surgical aid was immediately 
procured, and the child was conveyed to 
her father’s house. 

[The child is since dead.] 

THE WIFE. 

[In our last paper, notice was made of a 

new publication of that elegant scholar, 
George Washington Irvjnu. Wc hope, 
(says the editor of the Hudson Whig,) 11 

will not be considered an infringement of 
the rights of the publisher, (who has spa- 
red it would seem, neither expense nor 

care, to make the “ Sketch Book” an evi- 

dence of our improvements in the arts, as 

well as a record of American genius,) that 
we enrich our columns with a specimen of 
this production. 

The affecting tale of “ The Wife,” in 
our opinion, the most beautiful eulogium 
on the female character that we have ever 

met with. The Warm hearted bachelor 
who reads it, will lament the necessity 
which obliges him to “ remain as he is.” 

THE WIFE. 

The treasures of the deep are not so pre- 
cious 

As are the concealed comfort* of a man 
Lock’d up in woman’s love. 1 scent the 

air 
Ol blessings, when I come but near the 

house. 
What a delicious breath marriage sends 

forth— 
The violet bed's not sweeter! 

Middleton. 
1 have often had occasion to r* mark the 

fortitude with which women sust in the 
most overwhelming reverses of fottune.— 

Those disasters which break down the spi- 
rit of a man, and prostrate him in ll*e duct, 
seem to call forth all the energies of the 
softer sex, and give such intrepidity and 
elevation to their character, that at times 
it approaches to sublimity. Nothing can 

he more touching than to behold a soft and 
tender female, who had been all weakness 
and dependence, and alive to every trivial 
roughness while treading the prosperous 
paths of life, suddenly rising in mental 

force, to be the comforter and supporter of 
her husband, under misfortune, and abid- 

ing, with unshrinking firmness, the bitter- 
est blasts of adversity. 

As the vine which has long twined its 

graceful foliage around the oak, and been 
lifted by it into sunshine, will, when the 

hardy plant is rifled by the thunderbolt, 
cling round it w ith its caressing tendrils, 
and bind up its shattered boughs ; so is it 

beautifully ordered by Providence, that 
woman, who is the mere dependant and 
ornament of man in his happier hours, 
should be his stay and solace when smitten 
with sudden calamity, w inding her.-tlt in- 
to the rugged recesses of his nature, ten- 

derly supporting the drooping head, and 

binding up the broken heart. 
1 was once congratulating a friend, who 

had around him a blooming family, knit I 

together in the strongest affection. I can » 

wish you no better lot, said he, with en- I 

thusiasm, “ than to have a wife and chd- j 
dren—if you are prosperous, there they : 

are to share your prosperity ; if otherwise, 
there they are to comfort you.” And, in- 
deed, I have observed that married men 

falling into misfortune, are more apt to re- 

trieve iheir situation in the world than sin- 

gle men ; partly because they are more 

stimulated to exertion hy the necessities of 
the helpless and beloved beings w ho de- 

pend upon them for subsislence ; but chief- 
ly because their spirits are soothed and re- 

lieved hy domestic endearments, and iheir 
sell respect kept alive hy finding, that tho1 
all abroad is darkness and humiliation, yet 
there is still a little world of love, of which 

they are monarchy. hcreas a single man 

is apt lo run to waste and self neglect; to 

fancy himself lonely and abandoned, and ( 

bis heart to fall to ruin like some deserted j 

mansion, for want of an inhabitant. i 

These observations call to mind a little 
domestic story, of which I was once a wit- , 

ness. My intimate friend, Leslie, had ! 1 

married a beautiful and accomplished girl, j , 
who had been brought op in the midst of ; 

fashionable life. She had, it is true, no i | 
fortune, but that of my triend w as ample ; ! 

j 
and be delighted in the anticipation of in- | 
dulgingherin every elegant pursuit, and , 

administering to those delicate t.istes and < 
fancies, that spread a kind of witchery j 
about the sex.-“ Her life,” said he, 
“ shall te like a fairy tale.” 

The very difference in their characters j 
produced an harmonious combination ; he 
was ol a romantic, and somewhat serious 
cast; she was all life and gladness. I j 
have often noticed the mute rapture with j 
which iie would gaze u[ on her in company,! ! 
of which her sprightly powers made her j ^ 
the delight; and how, in the midst of ap- ; j 
plaun‘, her eye would still turn to hi;n, as j 
it there alone she sought favor and accep- J 
tance. l\ hen leaning on his arm, her slen- j j 
der firm contrasted finely nilh his tall, i 

manly person. The loud, confiding air] 
with which she looked up to him, seemed 
to cad fortn a flush of triumphant pride and j 
cherishing tenderness, as if he doated on 

his lovelv burthen for its verv helolessncss. 
Never did a couple set lorward on the 

flowery path of early and well suited mar- 

riage with a fuller prospect of felicity. j 
It was the mishap of my friend, ho we- j 

ver, to have embarked his fortune in j g 

large speculations ; and he had not been s 

married many months, when, by asucces- I 
sion of sudden disasters, it was swept j s 

from him, and he found bimseli almost re- ! s 

ducedto penury. Fora lime he kept his i c 

situation to himself, and went about with t 

a haggard countenance, and a breaking 1 
a 

heart. Mis life was bui a protracted ago- j j 
ny ; and what rendeied it moie insup- i 
portable, was the necessity ct keeping up 
a smile in the presence ot his wife ; tor : 

he could not bring himself to overwhelm ; 
her with the news. She saw', however,} 
with the quick eyes of« affection, that all 
was not well with him. Nie marked his 

altered looks and stilled sighs, and tv as ■ 

not to be deceived by his sickly and va- 

pid attempts at cheerfulness. She tasked I 
all her uprightly powers and tender blan- £ 

dishments to win him back to happiness ; « 

but she only drove the arrow deeper into j t 

iiis soul. The mort he saw cause to love j 

her, the more torturing was the thought t 

that he was soon to make her wretched, i 
A little while, thought he, and the smile i 

vriil vanish from that cheek—the song will 5 

die away from those lips—the lustre of l 

those eyes w ill be quenched with sorrow 5 l 

am* the nappy heart which now beats ^ 

lightly in that bosom, will be weighed ( 

down, like »; ine, by the cares and mise- I 

rics of the world. 
At length he came to me, one day, and < 

related his whole situation, in a tone of 1 

the deepest despair. When l had heard 1 

him through, 1 inquired, “does your wife 1 

know all tlds —At the question he Hirsf 
into an agony of tears. “For God’s sake !” 
cried he, “if you have any pity on me, 
don’t mention my w ife ; it is the thought 
of her that drives me almost to madness !” 

“And why not ?” said I. “She must 
know it sooner or later; you cannot keep 
it long from her ; and the intelligence may 
break upon her in a more startling man- 

ner, than if imparted by yourself; for the 
accents of those we love soften the harsh- 
est tidings.—Besides, you are depriving 
yourself of the comforts of her sympathy ; 
and not merely that, but also endangering 
the (>nly bond that can keep hearts toge- 
ther—an nnri served community of thought 
and feeling. She will soon perceive that 
something is secretly preying upon your 
mind ; ami true love will not bnmk re- 

serve, but feel* undervalued and outraged, 
wh( n even the sorrows of those it loves are 

concealed from it.” 
‘Ob, but, niy friend ! to think what a 

blow I am logive to all her luture pruipe< t* 
how I am to strike her very soul to the 
earth, by telling her tint her husband is a 

beggar .'—that she is to forego all the ele- 
gancies wl lif.—ail the pleasures of society 
—to shrink with me into indigence and | 
obscurity ! To tell In r that 1 have drag- j 
ged her down I rum the sphere in which *l.e 
might have continued to move in constant 

brightness—the light of every eye—the 
admiration of every heart!—Mow can she 
bear poverty ? -he has been brought up in 
all the refinements of opulence. How can 

she bear neglect ? she lias been tin i(Jol of 
society. Oh, it will break her heart, it 
win oreak her hear! !— 

I saw his grief was eloquent, and I let it 
liave its flow ; for sorrow relieve-, itself by 
words. NS hen his paroxysm had subsided, 
ind he had relapsed into moody '•ilente, I 
resumed the subject gently, and urged bin. 
lo break iiissituation at once to his wile. 
!le shook his head mournfully, but pcsi- 
lively. 

‘T>ul bow are you to keep it from her ?” 
[t is necessary she should know it. that 
,’ou may take the steps proper to the il- 
eration of your circumstances. You mua( 

;hange your style ot living—nay,” o!>- 

ierving a pang to pass across his counte- 

nance, ‘‘don’t let that afflict you. I am 

ure you never placed your happiness in 
rntward show—you have j*et friends, 
varm friends, who will not think the worse 

>fyou for being less splendidly lodged ; 
ind surely it does not require a palace to 

>e happy with Mary-*-” ‘‘I could be liap- 
>y with her,” cried he convulsively, “in a 

lovel! —1 could go don n with her into po- 

erty and the dust !—I could—I could— 

jod bless her !” cried he, bursting into a 

ransport of grief and tenderness. 
“And believe me, my friend,” said I, 

tepping up, and grasping him warm!* by 
he hand,“believe me, she can he the same 

vilh you. Aye, more ; it v\ id be a source 

>f pride and triumph to tier—it will call 

orth all the latent energies and fervent 

yuipatbies of her nature ; for she will re- 

oice to prove that she loves you for your- 
ielf. There is in every true woman’s 
mart a spark ol heavenly fire, which lies 
lornaant in the broad daylight of pro.ipe- 
it)r ; hut which ki;nllf*s up, and beams and 
dases in the dark hour of adversity, 
nan knows what llie w ile ot bis bosom is, 
10 man knows what a ministering angel 
he is—until be ha4gone with her through 
he fiery trials of this worid.” 

■«.»/, nn.iw.tUin/v ir. llm u'lennctnoie 
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if my manner, ami the figurative style ot 

ny fanguage, that caught the excited ima- 

;ination of Leslie. I knew the auditor 1 

iad to deal with ; and following up the 

mpression I had made, I finished hy per 

uading him to go home and unburden his 
ad heart to his wife. 

I must confess, notwithstanding ail I had 

aid, I felt some little solicitude for the re- 

ult. Who can calculate on the fortitude 
i one whose life has been a round 
f pleasures ? Her gay spirits might revolt 

t the dark, downward path of low humi- 

ity, suddenly pointed out before her, and 

night cling to the sunny regions in which 

hey bad hitherto revelled. Besides, ruin 
n fashionable life is accompanied by so 

nany galling mortifications, to which, in 
»th* r ranks, it is a stranger.—In short, I 
ould not meet Leslie, the next morning, 
\ itliout trepidation.—He had made the 
lisclosure. 
“And how did she bear it ?” 
“Like an angel 1 It seemed rather to be 

i relief to her mind, for 9he threw her arm 

irounii my neck, and asked if this was ail 
hat had lately made me so unhappy—but 
>oor girl,” added he, “she cannot realize 
he change we inu9t undergo. She has no 

dea of poverty but in the abstract ; she 
las only read ot it in poetry, where it is 
illied to love. She feels as yet no priva- 
ion ; she experiences no want of accus- 

omed conveniences or elegancies. When 
ve coine practically to experience its sor- 

lid cares, its paltry wants, its petty huini- 
iations—then will be the real trial.” 

‘'But,”said I, “now that you have got 
)verthe severest task, that of breaking it 
:o her, the sooner you let the world into 
he secret the belter. The disclosure may j 
it mortifying ; but then it is a single mi- 

*ery, artd soon ever; tvlierta?you c:L«;i 
wire suffer it in anticipation, every hour 
in ihc day. It is not poverty, much as 
pretence, that harasses a rained man—the 
•druggie between a proud man and un 
empty purse—(He keeping up a hollow 
show that must soon come to an end._ 
Have the courage to appear poor, and 
you disarm poverty of its sharped sting.*'/ 
On this point I found Leslie perfectly pre- 
pared. lie had no false pride himself 
and as to his wife, she was only anxious 
to conform to their altered lorluncs. 

Some days afterw ards he called upon me 
in the evening. He had disposed of his 
dwelling house, and taken a small cottage 
in the country, a few miles from town.— 
He had been buried all day in sending out 
luindurc* The new estab'i>hm< ni requir- 
ed few articles, and those of the simplest 
k>n.l. All the splendid tumiture of his late 
residence had been sold, excepting his 
w i!e s harp. I hat, he said, w as too close- 
Iv associate d with the idea of herself; ii 
belonged to the little sioiy of their loves; 
lor some ol the siveete-t moments of their 
courtship were those when he had leaned 
over that instrument, and listened to the 
melting tones oi her voice. I could not but 
smile ;<i ttiis instance oi romantic gallantly in a doati ,g husband. 

He was now going out to the cottage ; 
where his wife had been all da£, superin' 
tending i s a rangeuient, My feelings had 
become strongly interested in the progress 
of this f .mily story, and as it was a line 
evening, I offered to accompany him. 

fh- nas wraiied with the fatigues < f the 
day, a.id a* we walked out, fell into a fit 0f 
gloomy musing. 

“ Porn Mary!1’ at length broke, with a 
he vy sigh from his lips. 

“And whdotbir,” asked I, “has any 
thing liapr* ned to Ur?*' 

'hat.’* said he, darting an impatient 
glance, is it nothing to he reduced to thh 
P:,ltry situation— to he caged in a misera- 
ble co't'ige—to be obliged to toil alums* 
in the menial concerns of her wretched ha- 
bit at ion ?” 

H is she ih n repined at the change?” 
Repined! she has been nothing hut 

sweetness and good humor. Indeed, she 
seems in better spirits than I have ever 
known her; she has be*»n to me all Jove 
and tend* mess, and comfort.’* 

Admirable girl!” exclaimed I. “ You 
call yours* If poor, my friend ; you never 
were so rich—you never knew the bound- 
less treasures of excellency you possessed 
in lint woman.” 

“ Oh, but my friend, if this first meeting 
at the cottage were over—I think 1 could 
then be comfortable. Rut this is her first 
day of real experience : She has been in- 
troduced into an humble dwelling-—she has 
been employed all day in at ranging its mi- 
serable equipments— she ha* f..r the tint 
time know ii the ! .1 gu»** o' •‘omestic em- 

ployment-die ha* foi the firs: time I. oked 
around her on a home desti ule of every 
tiling elegant, and aimosi convenient ; and 
may now be sitting down, exhaustiess and 
spiritle-s, brooding over a prospect of fu- 
ture poverty.” 

There w..s a degree of probability in this 
pictu e that I could not gain-ay, «o we 
walked on in silence. 

Alter fuming from the main road, up a 
narrow lane, so thickly shaded by forest 
trees, as to gi’e it a complete air ol seclu- 
siun, we came in sight of the cottage. It 
w ts humble ennurh in it« anr,n-,rm,.u 

(lie most pastoral poet; and yet it had a 

pleasing rural look. A wild vine had over- 
run one end with a prolusion of foliage \ a 

lew trees threw their branches gracefully 
over it; and 1 observed several pots of 
flowers tastefully disposed about the door, 
and on the grass plot in front. A small 
wicket gate opened upon a foot path that 
wound through some shrubbery to the door. 
Just as we approached, we heard the sound 
of music—Leslie grasped my arm ; wc 

p-rnsed ^nd listened. It was Mary’s voice, 
in a style of the most touching simplicity, 
smging a little air of which her husbrud was 

peculiarly fond. 
I felt Leslie’s hand tremble on my arm. 

He stepped forward, to hear more distinct- 
ly. His step made a noise on the gravel 
walk. A bright beautiful face glanced out 
of the window, and vanished—a light foot- 
step was heard—and Mary came tripping 
forth to meet us. She was in a pretty ru- 

ral dress of white ; a few wild flowers were 

twisted in her fine hair ; a fresh bloom was 

on her cheek ; her whole countenance 
beamed with smiles-1 had never set* 

her look so lovely. 
“My dear George,” cried she, ‘lam 

so glad you are come ; I’ve been watching 
and watching for you ; and running down 
the lane, and looking out for } ou. I've set 
out a table under a beautitu: tree behind 
the cottage ; and I’ve been gathering ?onie 

ol the most delicious straw berries, tor I 
know you are fond ol them—and we have 
such excellent cream—and every thing is 
so sweet and it'll her<—Oh!” said she, 

putting her arms within his, and looking up 

brightly in his face, ‘‘ Oh, we shall be sa 

snug!” 
Poor Leslie wai overcome.—He caught 

her to his bosom-*h« folded hi* arms around 


