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jin advance, or four dollars at the expi 
I ration of the year. 

No subscriber will be considered as pay 
ling in advance, unless payment be made a: 

[the time of subscribing, or on the receipi 
[of the firs! number. 

No paper will be discontinued, (but a! 

[the discretion of the Editor.) until all ar- 

jrearages have been paid up. 
Q&- Letters addressed to the Editor mum 

Ibe post-paid, or they will not be attended 
lie. 

TERMS OP ADVERTISING. 
Advertisements, not exceeding 12 lines, 

[first insertion, one dollar, each oontinu- 
[ance, fifty cents—longer advertisements 
|iu the same proportion. 

MISCELLANY. 
From the J\few-Yurk Amulet. 

ie following 'Pale was selected by the 
judges, as the one entitled to the premi- 
um of Twenty Dollars, offered some time 
since, by the Publisher of the New York 
Amulet, it cannot fail of being read 
with an all absorbing interest. 

EVERARD GRAHAM. 
Written for the New York Amulet.—By 

WILLIS G. CLARKE, OF PHILADELPHIA. 
‘Take back the bowl—take back the bowl, 

Reserve it for polluted lips:— 
would not bow a stainless soul, 
Beneath its dark and foul eclipse. 

John GreenleafW hittier. 

There are evils in the earth, upon 
’licit the eloquence of the Orator, the 

lyre of the Poet, and the deep and the 
we r-wr ought touches of the pencil and 

ben, have dwelt almost in vain. In 
Iheir description, the wealth of language Is turned into penury ;thedarkest dream 
tfanguish and distress, hut faintly shad- 
■nvs forth the stern and moving reality, 
fflie strong and emphatic language of 
rloiy Writ; the burning words of Da- 
dd and Solomon, are almost impuissant 

iiea they are employed in painting the 
ivvful horrors of infidel unbelief, and 
[hat destruction of the body and soul 
fhich follows in the train of Protean 
Drunke mess. They are more dire 

Ik UJC Ulc) 
open, are fiercer than Cocytus or Pleg- 
eihon;—their grasp is more powerful 
than the serpents of Laocoon:—The 
burthens which they impart are more 
wearisome than the stone of Sysiphus or 
the wheel of Ixion; and their ascenden- 
cy is unbroken, until the understanding 
!•; bewildered, and the clouded eye be- 
com s tearless; until the heart becomes 
k- eiamant, a id the spirit is goaded and 
Jestless beneath the dominion of Sle- 
porse; till the ear tingles with the adder- 
risses of coward Conscience, and the 
irmerved bosom writhes in the emo- 

tions of regret which pierce like a scor- 

pion’s sting. 
Infidelity and Intemperance go hand 

in hand. They bid tnespintof youth bow 
town at an unholy shrine ;andthe sweet- 
jst affections, the dearest hopes and foud- 

jest vissions of earth are offered up as in- 

cense to the mysterious divinity unbe- 
lief.—This isnoideal picture; the wide 
world is full of the ailtictions that are 

summoned up like the cioudsarou d the 
devious pathway of the Blasphemer 

gsand the Drunkard.— ihe red wi:.e 

fbrightens alluringly in the goblet; the 
ishadowy illusions ofthescepnccomebul 
I for a iittle season with a soothing u ac- 

tion to the mind; but ano there steals 
Ito the one, the wormwood dregs of bit- 
tier regret; to the other, the clouds 
Iwhich obscure the sunshine of hope; 
[which spread a mournful curtain over 

[the beautiful scenes of human existence, 
[and create unutterable forebodings ol 
Ithat undiscovered country beyond the 
[land of Death. 

I have little hope that the Tale which 
am about to relate, will cause any tc 

release the delusions which they have 
grasped; but 1 ain never without hope. 
I would that my pen were dipped in tae 

| empyreal lire of heaven, that i iniglil 
show the light which they reject wire 

[turn from the word of inspiration. J 
[would 1 might gather upon the canvass, 

the darkness of the midnight cloud, am. 

the fierce lightning of the tempest; i 
would form a panorama of terrors, svhicl. 
should shadow forth to the mad votan 
of Bacchus, and the victim ot Unbeliel 
the abyss of destruction upon which tnej 
are rushing; which should say to them 
‘Turn ye at my reproof, and heed no 

the song of the channer, charm he nev 

er so wisely.” 
It was a stormy evening in January 

IS—,whcrTmy friend Eveiiaiid G a v 

Hot and myself, were seated by ou 

comfortable grate, in the seminary o 

G-. Tiie coal was reddening be 
hind the bars of its prison; and the cheer 
fulness of our little room was enhance! 

I hy the storm without. We had bu 
lately come up from recitations am 

prayers in the chapel; and had lor sour 

time been seated insilence,eachindulc 
inginour respective thoughts. The shot 

came pattering gently against the win 
dows; and by way of beguiling the time 
I arose and breathed upon a pane, am 

wrote thereon my humble initials.— 
Without, the scene Was trouhlesom 
and uninviting. The wide strctchin; 

inland was obscured by ihe thick wing 
of the wintry tempest; the wide anthem 
of the night wind was loud and disson- 

■ ant; and 1 soon found that the shadows 
of the scene around me, were gathering 
over my mind. My thoughts went forth 
amidst the curtained skies of Evening; 
and mighty ideas of inliuity and bound- 
jess space—tiie mystery of the air—the 
distance whence the little motes of snow 
had fallen;—and 1 was absorbed in med- 
itation. 

1 was aroused from my reverie by the 
entrance of a lad bearing a letter. 1 
stepped forward,—it was for my friend, 
ills large hazle Cj c was lit up pleas- 
antly, and a kindly smile of unwonted j 
delight passed over his brow and cheek.! 
He had for some days been moody and 
re-dess;—ami 1 marked his emotions of 
pleasure with a lively enjoyment, to! 
which an instant before 1 wasastranger.! 

“This is the most lucky moment to 1 

receive a letter that I ever experienced,” j 
said Graham, indulging in that laugh! 
which comes from the heart. “ l ou j 
-ee, said he, “ that is from a woman; the 
primes mulkris of my affections. But 1 
belie her; she is not a woman; in the ge- 
neral acceptation cf the term—she is an 

angel.” 
1 glanced at the letter as he extended 

it to me; and the direction was really 
most beautiful. The blue surface of 
the epistle seemed to have just passed 
through the hands of the copper plate 
printer. “ You see,” said Graham, 
“ that it is beautiful; nc ,v let me read 
it, and as you are my confidant 1 will 
show you the Alpha and Omega of it.” 
t ie broke the seal; it began with “ Dear- 
est Everard,” and closed with “ Forever 
ycur’s, EmEline Barton.” 

\ ou are entitled to farther freedom,” 
said my friend: “Now,go meditate and 
let my greedy eyes ‘devour up her dis- 

I courseor, seeing your curiosity is awa- 

| *ened, 1 will give you her picture for 
you to look upon,” as the Primer hath 
it.” 

ile drew from his bosom a miniature, 
suspended by a golden chain. “ There," 
said he, “is one half of my heart, it is 
tiie must beautiful by far; and 1 dare be 
sworn, the most innocent. Now if you 
admire it, let your adniiration be un- 

speakable; for 1 shall not be at home, du- 
ring the next half hour to any body. To 
save inquiries, however, 1 will say a 
word or two to you respecting her.— 
She is my intended; I first knew her at 
(tie Saratoga cotillions; her father is an 

Englishman; but her mother is one of 
our cis-atlantic daughters of Jive. It is 
the long lapse of time since I have heard 
from the deal- girl that has given me the 
blues so of late.” 

1 took the miniature; and never shall 
i forget the unsullied and perfect beau- 
ty tnat then dawned upon me. The 
stainless brow ivas shaded with rich 
clusters and braids of hair, of the gold 
i.i shadow; the eye was mild and sweet; 
but about the sweet lips, that seemed 
the balmy prison gates of delicious kiss- 
es, and the dimpled and rose-leaf cheek, 
there played such a pure and sanctified 
smile, that the picture seemed to be in- 
stinct with the life of heaven. I was 
dumb with exquisite admiration; and 1 
scenicu 10 uc surrountieo ny tor perieci 
presence of Venus. Little did i ima- 
gine, as i gazed upon that delicately 
moulded lace, that the clouds of early 
sorrow would so soon overshadow the 
fair brow; that the white-robed bosom 
would so soon yearn with the pangs of 

unrequited affection; that the azure eye j 
and matchless cheek would be dimmed j and stained with tears shed in secret; 
that they would be deluged with the! 
bitter waters of a bursting heart! But! 
let me not anticipate. 

Half an hour having passed without] 
a word having been spoken by either of 
us. The reflections which the picture 
had conjured up, kept me silent; and 
Graham read and re-rcad his letter, 
without noticingmy pleasurable reverie. 
At length iie said—•“ W ell, you seem 
half intoxicated; are you dizzy with 
rapture? I assure you, if yon. feel any 
sensation from (hat little counterfeit, 
how could you gaze on the original? 
You would become an enthusiast and 

worshipper at first sight, as I did. But 
1 am too jocose for so sacred a theme; 
nod my pleasure is already damped by 
the reflection, that my spirituelle has, ere 

this, left America, in the packet of the 
Kith, for England. A vast estate has 

, fallen to her fattier, there; and he, with 
his whole family, have repaired from 

r Barton Hill to Luugate Isill, or some 

f other hill of London. Cruel girl! She 
was too affectionate to endure the emo- 

tions of a farewell, and wrote me late, 
1 inconsequence. She has quoted Scrip- 
l lure to me in her epistle; something odd 
i for her; but it is certainly expressive. 
; Site is not aware that I eschew the 

whole of that Book she holds so sacred. 
r But we will not jar each other on that 

topic. I shall see her by .June in the 
, British metropolis! 1 might as well 
1 make mv couch on that ardent grate, 

as to remain where she is not/’ 
1 returned to him the treasure he had 

r shown to me; and if I indulged in un- 

mingled encomium upon its pervading 
I loveliness, J trust it was not undeserved 
! or'hypocritical. The eye of my friend 
I glistened with gratification, 
1 44 There is never a sweet without its 
hitter,” he said,44often when that belov- 
ed girl and I have walked along the 
vernal «hore of’ the lake by the mansion 
ot her father, as I gazed upon her speak- 
ing eve and sinless brow, 1 have thought 
myself utterly unworthy of her affection. 
She is too full of etherial purity for mv 

guilt-tainted soul. lira know, what she 
does not, that 1 am a sceptic. Her 
ductile and elastic spirit is full of praise 
to God when she looks upon Ins work.'. 
Often she has spoken to me of the mer- 
cies of heaven, in making us so supreme- 
ly happy in our love; and like all her 
sex her woman's heart seems io forbade 
evil from the transitory nature of the 
tilings of this world, flow many times, 
as we have reposed beneath the treUised 
vines of her fathers garden, have i 
pressed her to my throbbing bosom, and 
kissed away the tears which sensibility 
had drawn to her cheek! But 1 am 

half-moralizing! It is a sombre theme, 
with all delight; and I’ll give it up for 
something more exhilerating. l)o you 
love Burgundy? 

As he made this interrogation, he 
went to his closet, and drew' forth a bot- 
tle of the material therefrom; he cut the 
wax from its top, and drawing the long 
cork from a locum tenens which it had 
held while in the south of France, and 
while tilted upon the Atlantic, he Idled 
a glass and presenting it to me, tilled 
another for himself. I refused his offer 
to renew my draught, and soon after 
retired. 

When I awoke in the morning, the 
room w as full of the smoke of the lamp; 
and Graham had not been in bed. The 
wine had disappeared from the bottle, 
and the lamp was upset upon the mini- 
ature which he had laid upon the table, 
and it was broken. Graham was stupi- 
ffed with wine,and his face looked fe- 
verish and sick. The loss of his minia- 
ture was a source of deep regret; and 
he lamented it as a fearful omen for the 
future. 

i. iii cu iiiuiiuis ii viii liiat mui inn*; c* a- 

ham sailed ibr England. Ilis educa- 
tion was by no means complete; but tie 
was the idol of an indulgent and weal- 
thy father; who had long favoured bis 
determination to make a tour to Europe. 
Il 1 ever parted with a friend with re- 

gret, it was from Everabd Graham. 
He had his faults; but maugre them all, 
i loved him. We vowed mutual and 
abiding friendship, and a constant cor- 

respondence, and as my design of visit- 
ing England was well known and ap- 
proved of by my parents, I hesitated not 
to pledge m) sell' to meet him in the 
British metropolis, as soon as my minori- 
ty should have expired. 

T wo years after, during which time 1 
had not heard a word of my friend, 
i was in London. I will not attempt! 
to describe my feelings as our majes- 
tic vessel glided up the Thames. It 
was a beautiful day in September, when 
1 first saw at a distance the cloud of 
smoke which overhung the British Cap- 
itol. Oddly enough, the weather was 

clear; and (he yellow sun lit up the 
v-uuuuum oaiio iiicil wkzikz iu duu 

fro, with a singular beauty. In a short 
space 1 found myself in Picket-street, in 
the neighborhood of Waterloo Bridge 
and Temple Bar; anon, 1 was mingling 
with the restless crowd that moved a- 

long Fleet-street to Ludgate Hill. I 
soon saw St. Paul’s—that mighty edi- 
fice, whose towering dome looks down 
upon the riches and poverty—the happi- 
ness and misery of nearly two millions 
of immortal souls. 

I pass over the pleasure and the new- 

ness of enjoyment, with which I looked 
upon the wonders of London, alter my 
letters of introduction had been deliver- 
ed, and my check had been honored’!)}- 
my banker. It was to me a kind of e- 

poch, when 1 first saw the pave of Re- 
gent-street Quadrant, and when I walk- 
ed up Great Russell street to Drury 
Lane Theatre. The inquiries I had 
made among my friends for Graham, 
however, had aii proved nearly ineffec- 

| ! ual. lie hud brought introductory let- 
ters to some of them, and was known as 

a lounger at the New England Cotlee- 
i louse, previous to his leaving London 
for the Continent. 

I was one dav returning to my Hotel, 
after a visit to the famous Abbey of 

Wept-minster, when the thought struck 
me that 1 would return on the river. I 
accordingly chartered a small boat near 

Westminster-Stairs, requesting to be 
set down” at Waterloo Bridge. Thro’ 

the duhiess of my Gondolier, who seem- 

ed a half-intoxicated, song singing var- 

iet, 1 was taken even past Black friars, 
and left at the foot of an obscure lane, 
leading into Thames street, whose lamps 
already lighted, were twinkling in the 
distance. The first large and heavy- 
drops of an approaching thunder show- 
er incited me to haste; and the vivid 
Hashes of lightning that ever and anon 

darted across the gloom, were u spurs 
to prick the sides of my intest.” I hur- 

riedon; but the storm lmd already burst 
above me; and in a moment of hesita- 
tion, paused and knocked at the low 
door of an obscure and dingy dwelling, 
whence the only light issued that 1 had 
witnessed, since I left my tuneful Arios 
of the Thames. It was opened by a 

bloated, fierce looking female, who in 
a gruff voice, asked me what ] wanted? 
A loud peal of thunder drowned my re- 

ply. 1 pointed without; and the ac- 
tion seemed to content her. She mar 
dialled me into a low back-room, rc- 

(juesting me to step lightly as 1 entered. 
1 followed heron tip-toe, and seated my- 
self on a broken bench, by the dying em- 
bers of a flickering fire. 

The apartment presented a cheerless 
picture of poverty and desolation. One 
ot two mutilated chairs stood near a 

scanty-furnished table in the centre ol 
the room. In one corner, on a low mat, j 
lay a poor emaciated form, apparently 
groaning in a troubled sleep. 1 drew 
near, and as the woman re-entered with 
a lamp, l was struck with astonishment. 
The face was pale, but interesting; the 
eye-lids were of a dark purple, and the 
cheek hollow. Pressing his lips as if io 
nerve him to some imaginary conflict, 
he opened his eves full upon me. as the 
light shone over his lowly pallet. Nev- 
er shall I forget that look! The blood 
rushed rapidly to his high forehead—it 
retreated again to his heart,and left him 
deadly pale, lie readied forth his hand 
and in faltering accents,pronounced my 
name. 1 looked for a moment in doubt- 
ful recognition; it was but for a moment: 
he pronounced the name of Evcrurd 
Graham. My head grew dizzy—my 
sight failed me, and I was insensible. 

When 1 recovered, my once high-1 
souled and honorable friend was a life- 
less corps before me. The struggle had 
been too powerful for him to endure, 
and life had ceased in his mighty influ- 
ence. 1 made enmiiries of the misennm 

being under whose roof 1 had taken shel- 
ter; and learned that he had for the past 
two months, been an inmate of her mis- 
erable dwelling, llis last hall crown 
had been paid her the day before; and 
there remained no effects tocompensate 
her for her attentions, if he had lived 

lucic was a uis 

hat, she said; and that she had made him 
a solemn promise to take to the London 
Post Office. She took down the hat, 
and handed me the packet. It was 
sealed with black, and bore my direc- 
tion, with a line to the overseer of the 
London Post Office, requesting it to be j 
sent to America. Finding my efforts 
ineffectual to persuade the woman that 
the packet bore my name, 1 purchased 
it from her at the price of aguinea; and 
leaving her a sufficient sum to defray 
the funeral obsequies of Graham, and 
promising to call early the next day, 1 
departed on the cessation of the storm. 

On reaching my Hotel,! dismissed my 
valet from my room, and throwing my- 
self on a sofa I opened the packet, and 
devoured its contents. It was smoky 
and mutilated; but 1 overcame the in- 
terlineations, and read as follows:— 

“London, October IS.— 
“To you my dearly-cherished friend, 

now that all hope of seeing you has pass- 
ed away forever, may 1 now confide the 
secrets of tiie last two years of my aw- 

ful life. 1 shudder to look back upon 
them; but there is no alternative. If 
this faintly written record should ever 

reach you, let it be to you the beacon of 
u mighty warning. I am dyingin a For- 
eign land, surrounded by many to whom 
1 might apply for relief, were 1 not a 

midnight murderer, shunning the day, 
and an irreclaimable sot. The weight 
of my crimes has recoiled hack upon my 
heart, with a keen and undying retribu- 
tion. I have sown the winds of Intem- 
perance and Unbelief—1 am reaping 
the whirlwinds of unutterable monition. 
The tires of agonizing remorse are bur- 

ning in my blood; the monitory voice ol 
a struggling conscience is thundering in 
my ears, and l experience the enkindled 
pangs of a mental hell. Oil, God! with 
what direful punishment have my ini- 
quities overwhelmed me! But I must 
on. 

i uu know trie secret tit my early love* 
You know the embarkation of Emile 
Barton for England, and that 1 followed 
her soon. Oh, that 1 could describe tc 

you the Eden of happiness that dawned 
upon me the first summer 1 spent in Eng- 
land. We were married; and Time 
went by with his wings glittering in tiie 

pearls of hope, and his brow clothed in 

sunshine. We made a delightful tour 
on the Continent, and returned with 

joyful hearts to our metropolitan home; 
and a lovely daughter was at last the 

pledge of our affection. But in an evil 

hour, I surrendered myselfto the demon 
of Drunkenness, and he bound my bosom 
in fetters of iron. I became a frequentei 
of the Hells, in St. James’; a tippler ol 

Johnson’s spirits, at the Surey Theatre 
and a stranger to home. 1 wasted all ni) 
patrimony, and the splendid estate ofm) 
kind Emiie, in one short week, at the ga- 
ming-table. I reviled the Scriptures ir 
her presence ;1 neglected our chirlins 
child >—in short, I became a madman 

i returned home one night and found 
the bailiffs at my threshold. Our man- 
sion in town was sold, and we rented a 

pleasant cottage in Hampstead. Here, 
if i would not have been more remorse- 
less than the grave, 1 should have paused 
upon my dark career. Cut i was too 
much depraved. 1 became more and 
more estranged from the angel oi my 
youth; 1 repulsed her overflowing ;>f- 
lection, and saw her fading away under 
the influence of my cruelly. She had 
renounced fashionable life tor my sake, 
and it had been our intention to return 
to America, whither her parents had 
already gone, expecting us soon to fol- 
low 

Let me be brief. As I opened, one 

moonlight evening, the little gate that 
foil up tu uui Hampstead residence, l 
saw 1 mile leaning upon the shoulder of 
a young man, apparently weeping* A 
Hellish suspicioi. that she had dishon- 
ored me, rushed upon my brain; and 
stealthily approachii g, 1 drew a stiletto 
horn my bosom and stabbed her to the 
heart. She turned and tixed upon me 
a look of alternate surprise, reproach, 
forgiveness—shrieked, and fell lilelesS 
at my feet. It was her Brother* 

I cannot long proceed. Since that 
fatal hour, 1 have been scorched with 
the lightnings of reproachful thought; I 
have been a scathed and skulking fugitive 
in the house of a miserable fish-woman. 
1 have quaffed deeply of the delirious 
cup of intoxication; I have found its 
dregs to be gall and wormwood. My 
health is wasted—my hopes are dead; 
and the earth seems yawning to clasp 
me to its icy bosom. Would that I were 
dead! Would to God, that J could find 
that annihilation in which 1 once believ- 
ed, but for which I have long ceased to 
hope! Twice have 1 swallowed poison; 
the potion has lain harmless within me; 
and God stiii bids me live and suffer. 
My Wife is butied in a quiet church-) aid 
at Hampstead; and rnv weakness has at 
last prevented me from indulging the 
mournful office of weeping at midright 
over her peaceful grave. My child still 
lives; and is the lair and sunny image 
of her sainted mother. If she ever vis- 
its America, and this should reach you, 
do not—oh! no not acquaint her with 
the unhappy fate of her parents: of that 
father who was a wretch,—of that spot- 
less mother who loved me ‘not wisely, 
but too W3BLL.’ 1 can-” 

Here the Mss. ended. I give it to 
the reader as J received it. The next 
day the remains of Graham were inter- 
red in the Potter's Field of one of the 
Alms houses, in Kingsland Road. 

The little daughter of my lost friend, 
is with the parents of her mother, in A- 
merica. She is a counterfeit of her 
that bore her;—and like her mother in 
her youth, beloved by all, and caressed 
with enthusiasm. She is the only light 
thrown upon the sombre history of her 
mother’s sorrow, and her father’s guilt. 

Ex-President JMonroe.—We copy the 
following article, in tiie sentiments of 
which we heartily concur, from the 
Newport (R. 1.) Republican of the 15th 
April. 

The New-York Courier and Enqui- 
rer, in alluding to the probability that 
Congress will adjourn on the 17th day 
of xVlay, expresses its fears that the hill 
lor the relief of Ex-President Monroe 
may not be reached, and adds a hope 
that it will he called up out of course, 
and favorably disposed of. In this hope 
we join most cordially,and for the honor 
of the country, as well as lor the relief 
of so worthy a citizen, we trust our 
wishes will be realized. Mr. Monroe 
has rendered important services in the 
field and in the cabinet. From his youth 
lie lias ever been the advocate and ac- 
tive promoter of civil freedom. Upon 
his character as a mar, a soldier, and a 

magistrate, there is no stain. In every 
act of his public life he seems to have 
been actuated by the purest feelings of 
patriotism. From such a man, in his 
declining years, the government ought 
not to withhold that relief which is due 
to him as an act of justice; and which, 
even as an act of liberality, would be 
acceptable and honorable to the nation. 
An appropriation from a well filled 
treasury, to render easy and comforta- 
ble the last days of this venerable and 
distinguished patriot, would be warmly 
approved by every generous citizen of 
this pro-perous Republic. 

It is said, (says the N. E. Farmer,) 
that a learned writer in Europe has sat- 

isfactorily proved by interpretations of 
the prophecies, that the Millenium will 
begin in 1833-—So that of the picture 
of the Millenium, as painted by an old 
Father, is to be realized arid a tolerable 
chance of enjoying a long life and a mer- 

ry one.—“Those living in the time of 
the Millenium,’’ (says the writer) “shall 
not die, but during these thousand years 
shall produce an infinite number of 
children. The rocks will drop honey 
wine will run in the street*; aud rivers 
overilow with milk.” 


