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ROSA BLANCH.
05 tho blightol Rosc of the Datry.
{ @Y ROMEO.
v PART IV,
. ~When-maz by error blights kis name,
" Ho way the breach restore | <

‘But woman, whan she stoops to shame,
1n lost for evermore.

‘Whon once wishin the dark vostex,
No hand extonds to save—
Condemn'd by man—=spura'd by her sex,
Bhe sorrows to the grave.

‘Thus Rosa, when she would return,
Thio cold, unfoeling world,

Refus'd hor back, with mandato stern,
And insult on her hurl'd.

An outeast from the human race,
She saw no pitying eye,

The poor-houso was the only placo,
‘Where she might weep and die,

Sha feols hor sands are nearly run;
Hor soul must soon depart

No friond in neaptho lonely ono,
To eooth her troubled heart.

At that dark hoir, when the soul,
Shrinks back at every groan,

And death drops from the forehead roll,
Poor Rosa was alone.

Na, not alone !—for one above,
With an attentive dar,

1s list'ning with a father's love,
Her dying prayer 1o hear.

Though all the world may disappear,
Ho is forever nigh,

And soes the first repantant tear,
Fall from the moaruor's eye.

.

PO et N T

Tho shaft is sped—shio gasps for breath—
The grave ynwns.at her foot—

A spirit throogh the shades of death;
Hponks copsvlation sweet.

8he soos beyond hor present woos,
A Urighter world than this,
And mildly sinks 1g deatl's reposs,
EEE (W droumy bliss.  ®

W ntiva oot appeagabucomery ;©
Now peering through tho gloom,

Her fathor sits within the door,
And beckons her to come,

She hoars again the lowing herd ;
She culls the blushiog flowors }

Above her head the yellow bird,
Chirps in his leafy bowers.

A light uneartlily marks lier eyo,
And then a mist comes o'er ;

A balf drawn breath—a smilo—a sigh,
And Rosa is no more.

A coffin made of unplaned boards—
‘Rude shap'd and nailed secure,

S 1, all pociory affords,

e dluss and the poor.

R 1,
They laid .m}kr i
Aud litle paios (K100 §

8he had no friends, "..r‘L'Q‘” kin,
To take the last sud lood
~
The coffin lid was hammered clofy,
And one at either end,

hted rose within,

They took hor to the narrow house,
Unfollowed by a friend,

No smother'd sobs were hoar'd around—
No coremony said==

No fun'ral hyma, With mournful sound,
Was rais'd above thg dead.

The clods are henp'd upon her breast—
No stone marka out the spot,

Where Rosa lics 1n peaceful rest,
Unknown—unwept—forgot.

Thou blighted one, no minstrelsy,
Mourns thy untimely doom ;

No epitaph is wroto for thee,
Excopt the flower's bloom.

They say, when blooming in the Spring,
And when thoy fade away; .

Thua did shebloom a fragile thing,
And thus did she decaj.

{Written for the Independent Delawarian. )

THE SILENT HEART AND LUTE.

BY ELLENE.

Talk not to me of buppiness,
Of frienda that Joye me yet;

Ye'are all dearor to me now,
Then how can I forget

You bid me laugh a merry laugh— ~
You ask in vain a song ;

How could I smile, or sing to-night,
The songa neglocted long 1

"They would recall too painfully,
Tho happiness of yore,

When gaily flew the sunny Loury,
Which I shall know no more,

Then ask me not to sing again,
The songs I used 1o sing

Or round my weary, aching brow,
A flowery wroath to fling.

Those fiiry Wlossoms would but mock,
‘The wrptchodness beneath ;

Once they'd have lightly decked my brow,
But now, take back thy wroath,

My lute haa lost it silvery notes,
My spirit lovod to hesr—

Not one faint sound can I make,
Which charmed the listner's ear.

Oh! memory thow'st a fearfl thiog—
A thorn within my breast § i

Ol ! for one draught of Lothe's bright wave,
T'o quiot this stormy gaest.

Then I would tune my hatp agiin,
To my full apirit's i
u i

ot
Walk'ning its silent chords.

Alas ! T cannot still the storm—
It will not yet depart—

Upon the' Lute no sound will wake,
For bleeds the minstrel's heart,

Select Tales,

| tude - through his

of the young ladies of the neighborhood ens

joy the benefits and pleasure of society and

fashionable apparel, she is doomed to sali-
parsimonousness. Tn

order to obyiate thie difficulty, after she has

tlormed the Jabor of the family, she s

F:r the neighbors, and with her w_q*‘c;;lhm

earned, she purchases clothing for herself;

and ia’ thix way aloney does she become the

possessor of anything like finery.

i . o

el and “deeply’
p ‘v%:—ged. though gnorant of the
full extent of lhalwro:‘f, or the vile treach-
ery of him who uttered the most soleinn
vows to thy dying father, which vows have
been disregarded and broken ; yet despair
not, for an angel of meroy is hovering over
thy path wilh balmy wings, and &' brighter
destiny awaits thee,

Keader, we must now return (o the man-
sion on the banks of the Hudson,-the for-
mer resid of Mr. Gorman~Caruline’s

From the Salem Sun Beam.

The Nobleman’s Bride,

BY JOSEPH B, HOAG,

This world js replete with that which is
wondétful in the extreme, Do we wish to
find that which is really remarkable and
strange, we have only to tuen to facts of al-
most every day oceurrence, and we can
easily become acquainted with that, which
for being remarkable in its character, far
outvies-unything which is the product of
the most active imagination, or soaring
faucy. The observer of the facts of hu-
man life, finds at almost every step of his
i g facts, plicable in their
chacucter, which the deepest genius cannot
divine. There are seeming anormalies in
the history of almost every individual which
fill us with wonder and astonishment, were
we to become fully acquuinted with it.—
But 1 will not be prolix in preliminaries.

‘The leading features of the following
tale may be relied on ay strictly true; the
writer fiaving been furnished with them
from the most reliable source,

Render, I would conduct you (in imagi-
nation at Ivmlm a splendid mausion, sit-
uated on the bartks of the Hadsou, sur-
rounded by every“sppeapance of wealli|
and comfort.. Tt is the tesidence of the
wealthy Mr. Gorman, who¥o. wealil is not
the best treasure he possesses ; for his un-
sullied reputation any one might envy, He
has always been a friend to the poor, and
his name is lisped with accents of gratitude
by muny whom s bounty has relieved ;
and whose wants he has adminijtered to,

In that splendid mansion the] owner lies
on a couch of sickness, to whifch he has
long been confined, Every migans within
the range of human power has Been resort-
ed 10, in ofder (e check the projress of the
disease, and restorg him to his wonted
health; but in vain, bis physicighs tells him
he must die. Al hope has ﬂ‘?xnken him,
and he resigns himselt to his ffte. He has
an infant daughter, his o fild, and she
must xoon be left destitug of a futher's
protection. If he can secire her future
well berig, hie can easily beedym€reconciled
to leave the wold.

For this purposé’ he sumgnons to his bed-
side his friend and neighjdor, Charles Hen-
ton, and consigns her )«! his curs, They
are schoolma es—thifey have always been
friends, and ingTim the dying man fondly

father. Caroline’s mother still resides here,
but she is no “leriger the widow Gorman.
For several years she hus been the wife of
the talented and wealthy Henry Overst,
Her ignorunce of the rrue condition of her

iter is explained by the fuct that she
has frequently received letters from Mr.Hen-
ton, giving flattering uceounts of Caroline's
advancement in literary aceomplishments,
and of her perfect happiness.  She has nev-
er known aught of the facts in the case un-
til this morning. A few weeks since, a
neighbor of Mr. Overt's havihg oceasion to
travel through the western paft of Vermont,
was requested to ascertain the fogation of
Mr. Henton, and briug them intelligence
of their daughter.  T'his morning they have
received a lstter from him, stating that he
has vigited Mr, Henton—that there is living

g

gers, with

p
this brief,but truthful hi-wi e
some valuable inferences.—H
learn that guilt, will,

~ They Caw’t Fool Me,

*! Suspicion is a heavy armor, and
With its own weight impodex uwmore:"’

Billy Keene's pecuiiar boust was the ut-
ter impossibility of being hadtred, or in his
more expressively phraseology, fooled.—
“They can't fool me/" wab ever at his
tongue's end, and so .evident were his at-
tempts to impress this fact ppon all with
whom he bad any thing 1o do, thut he not
unfrequéntly made a fool of Himself!

Billy always made a point of expressing
his disbelief of every thing, bawever plausi-
ble, that reached his ears, which by the
way, were exceedingly - easy of access, be-
'h‘ not more than five feet two inghies, from
the' ground, when their owuer stoud upon
his feet.

. Suspicion was always (he “one idea”
in his wind; he ‘suspected everybody of
some abortive design o gull him—from
the most respectable friend, down to poor
old Isaae,who had no more ides of a practi-
cal joke, than a polar bear might be ex-
pected to have of a baby-jumper,
Billy was not lly hard-headed, but

- %4 « 7 .
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One sultry July aflernoon, a pale faced
young gentleman; whom Billy remembered
to have seen in the street,but with whom he
h-: no aequainfudet called at his house

p immediatel et

al to see Lim

Mary into the parlor aud oyr hero sqos ens

which is of the greatest importance to you,
and to'the huppiess of your daughter.. You
are of course aware that Edward Seymour
bhns succeded in making his friends believe
that he has given up all hopes of murrying
your daughter; this is merely to fool your
suspicions, but I am confident that you g;ne
too much acuteness to believe i.”

* Certainly,” said Billy, highly = gratified,

ony he can't fool me.”

*“Well, as | was going to rsmark, my
room ‘at the Eagle is next to Seymour's and
this morning 1 overheard him “relating in
hige glee, to some one in the room a plan
for over-reaching you! and. eloping with
Miss Mary! I detest eaves-dropping, but
he was tatking in a loud tone, and hs door
was a ljule way open—so it was forced
upon me.”

“Ha! ha! roared Billy, " “thinks he can
fool me! the poor idiot ! I should jest like
to have ham try it, how is he going to do
i

* His plan,” eaid the pale face,"is deeply
Inid, but he is a fool to imagiue that he can
deceive you by any contrivance of his brain.

he was 50 suspicious, that he twrned twenty
beggare from his door, wherg he relieved
the necessities of one: In vain was the
bl

with him a b iful and ing young
woman, apparently about sixteen years of
age, by the name of Car8line, whom he calls
his daughter ; that he has been informed by
Mr. Henton's neighbors that she has al-
ways been subjected to the necessity of
working like a slave, and has been forced
1o work out, 1o clothe herself.

This news is like a thunderbolt to Mrs,
Overst, who chides herself for hasing so
long neglected to asceriain the true condi-
tion of her daughter, and she lves to
take 1o find ‘her i ly.
We must now reture to Caroline, It is
a sunny @flernoon in Beptember she is
pinTing in e bek of a neighbor, shi
has just been told that the stranger who |
called at Mr. Henton's ij0de cnquios ro-
specting her, and that sGmething mysteri-
ous rests upon her history, She feels mel-
ancholy and sad. She can arrive at no
definite conclusion by what she has heard ;
yet it renders her unhappy; she looks out
of the window and sees a carringe drawn
by‘two beautiful horses, slowly winding np
the lane thot leads from the road to-the
house; she feels, she knows not why, that
there is something good in store for her,
and her depression of spirits suddenly gives
way to her wonted cheerfulness. Shesecs
4 ludy and gentleman alight from the car-
ringe and enter the house,

In a fow moments she is summoned to
the parlor—she obeys the summons and
after a few questions put to her by the
strangers, she 18 told that that lady is her
mother, and that gentleman, her step-futhe
er. We will not attempt to picture her
emotions, which can be more cusily imag-
ined than Bescribed.

She is taken at once from her unfeeling
guardian, und placed at school, where she

out | and 1wl
her to his care and pr{seminn.

After having, as he Supposes, made all
necessary acrangements, anthylucing a large
amount of money in Mr. Hefiton's hands
1o defray the expense of his daughter Caro-
line's education, and for a fortuue for her
when shesshould arrive at maturiy, he
leaves the world in peace.

Tlie soene now changes.  We will take
you, reader, ta the town of Williston, in the
State of Vermont.

Sixteen years have elapsed sinee the
opening of our tale. We approuch a state
ly mansion, surroundéd by tall shade trees
and gravel walks; no puins have been
spured to Make the place beautiful .and
lovely. It 1s the residence of Charles Hen-
ton, Caroline's guardian, Phis ennre prop-
erty was purchused with the money left him
by Caroline's father, for her bedefi.  But
where is Caroline 7—She resides heroy but
her'sis the station of a menial—her life
one of toil and hardship. She who was
amply provided for by a  doating father in
his last hus been' tr ly
wronged out «f her father's bounty, by the
dishonesty of her guardian, who, forgetful
of his vows to her dying father, has appro-
priated évery farthing of the property which
her futher lett her for his- own  benefit
and instead of occupying the elevated: sta-
tion in society, which her father designed,
and for which he made ample provision,
she is doomed to a life of servitude. He
las adopted her as his daughter, and she,
ignorant of her true parentage, really sup-
poses him to be her father, 4

Her education has been neglected, byt
she is beautiful in the extreme, and the ad-
miration of all who saw her; yet she goes
but little into society, from the fact that her
unfeeling guardian, who has degrived her
of her futher's bounty, and in whose service
she had thus far spent her life, denies ber
the necessary apparel to appear in society
respectably,  She knows that he whom she
um ber father is wea!thy—much more so
than most of his neighbors ; yet while most

o L

3 and with- | p

remained two ye.ra gnd made ordinary
fi . Mr. Overst soon afier was
elected a member of Congress, and took
Carohine and her mother with him to
Washington, 'There, beauty and amiables
ness wins her many admirers.  She moves
in the highest circles, and is the admyra-
tion of all.
Again the scene changes. You must
now acenmpany us, reader, to England.—
approach one of the finest castles
fumed Iele. Itis the dwelling of
Lord Hensy Stuart, A gay party had as
sembied at this Lordly mansion, Here the
noble, the high-born, and the grand have
met,  What can be the occasion of this as.
semblage? We gain a view of the apart.
ments, and every appearance of grandeur
meets our eye. Why have o mauy assem-
bled who are England’s high-born, (o speiid
u might of festivity and mirth?  Lord Hene

I g eye raised, and the wasted hand
extended to him for alms.—The more pit-
ious the story, the more evident was it to
him a hoax. It all sounds very pitiful,”
he would exleaim; “but I have seen- too
much of the, world-<I've heard too mueh of
such stuff—its no use—you can’t fool me
and the hed medican{ was ¥
to seek in other quarters for- that charity
which believeth all things, which thinketh
no evil.

Billy was once married, bodit was a long
time ere he wis fooled into 'th
‘“double blessedness,” yet. {ahlie_
has ucknowledged) he ofier mgt with hair-
brgadih gsclpc%ben-m e wis,
ed!” We recollet his b
il baokelaptp, thal Em
duughter of a neighboring n
endeavoring W snare him info the ‘matri-
monial noase.  He was makihg the boast
to his particular friend * othes people don't
notice 1t,” said he, but it is as plain as day
to me. She thinks | don't s her plan’l
ha! ha'—she can’t fool me!=Folks says
her father will give her a cool $n thousand ;
bumbug. I she’s got thedspoons why
should.she be so anxious to get into &
good grages! that's the question. She's
rather préy 1o be sure, but [ wonderif she
thinks that I believe her complaxion and
teeth matural! (Guess shy'll find I ain't
quite so verdant asshe thinks Fam. No sir,
she can't fool me /”

Billy accompanied these words with a
siy wink of peculiar expressig, and gaye
no little cause of ustonishment 1o his fiend,
who for reasons best known g himself, was
aware that the young ludy wig innocent of
any such interition as Billy imputed to her,
Billy was no less astonished the next day,
at hearing of the marriage of his friend,
early thit morning with the wentical Em-
ma B, whose ten proved o be fijteen thou-
sund, and whose peisonal charins were all
notural; maugre Bill's suspicions.  His
friend found th Emma « lovely; deyoted
wife, while he, still wrapped in his * heavy
armor,” remained a bachelor,

But at lengih, us we bLave already told
you, our hero was married, How any mor-
tal of Eve managed to fool him mto an
uniou, is now, and ever must reinain to us
a profound mystery.” We are certain how-
ever, that he was marrigd, for"we find him
at fifiy, a widower, with sn dnly daughter,
u beautiful girl of eightesn,

Our worthy friend was proud of his
dnoghter Mary; and swell indécd he might
be ; for she had a sweet, lovely fuce, and a
faultless form, asud there was g word of |
mirthfulness and miscligfin her sparkling

stin,

annul, was

ry Stuart has just returned with his bride;
and they have met to celebrate ‘the ocons
sion and congratulate him ;—but who is
she who hangs on Lord Heory's arm as his
bride! It 1s Caroline, the hevoine of our
tale. Lord Stuart was Minister Plenipo-
tenupry, from England to Washi at

black eyes. Nor was itswange that others
should love her besides hier suspicious old
futher, who couldu't be footed” “Muere was
a \'lll.lgc rumor (and we cagnot deny that
Madame Rumor, for once, wld the truth,)
of & warm attlachment between Mary and
Edward Seymour, a young merchant of

B
the time Caroline’s step-father was mem-
ber of Congress ; and her lndy-like appear-
anee won lis esteem and affection j-—he
married her, conveyed her to Eugland,
now Caroline, who was once  treated

the utmost severity, was compelled 1o

a life of servitude, and was most treacher-
ously wronged by one who had asumed
the relation of a parent to her, and meost
solemnly vowed tofdischarge the duties of

J, of whom every body
highest terms of praise.  All
i gvod nature, franknes: and
Iways stemmed the
on, he haa the pene-

t 1 their estimas
1d wére all wrong,
d the contem-
plated: uni

finally Marg for'him, yielded

that relation ; all the afil and

randeur of an English nobleman's bride.
fiul what, you ask, begame of her unprinei-
pled, and craelguardian?  He wasrewagd-
ed for his dishonesty by a most dread re-

tribution, - Previous to Mr.

his seat in Congress, he com *
against him, which he left in o

an eminent lawyer, who prosccuted it
yigor, and the result was that Henton
siripped of all hig property, and his chil
dren turned him out of doors, and he be.

came a penniless exile in a foreign land,

an app patice w hix wishes, and
and communications with
ber, were discontinued; and though she
tried to appear as mirthful and happy as
ever, yet her heart was ill ot ease, and her
inprisoned love would betray itself in her
yery look and aetion.
At rd, whose “hopes neyer
n for possessing hunself of
y's hand—in fact the desperate and al-
most hopeless project of rooLing old*Billy
| Keene! Did hesucceed? Have patiénce,
reader, and you shall hear all,

He has employed a lutle black boy, who
brushes do0t# aud shoes and does odd jobs
at the Bagle, to'call at your house, just - af-
ter dark this evening, witn directions to tell
you that your sister®emima has been taken
with a dangerous attack of her old com-
plaint and wishes you to come to Pineville,
to see her immediately, and while you are
gone, he intends to tuke your daughter in
a carriage, to Jone's tavern, on the river
road, Squire Curtiss is to go with them 10
perform the ceremony, which will make
them man and wife.”

“ A dutitul daughter, Mary as, indeed;

«| the jade, to consent-to such a deception on

hecpoor old futher, VIl lpek the huzzy up
"tll she comes to her senges, and L'l wor-
ship.ihe nigger,and pull Seymour's nose—
PL ach e to'tey 1o fool meX )

“ Calmpourself, | entrebt.you, my.dear
#ir,*Jutd the pale froed Yoing man, Tgellest
that sch a seurss.wl prosesding weslld not
only make the affuir public, bat it might
seriously affect your dauglter's reputation
andhappiness; to be sure she has been
guilty of disrespect to you, but'then she has
undoubtedly been drawn into it by that vag-
abond Seymour, I know sir, that you could
not have been duped by two such green
ones, even if' I had not discovered their plun
to you, but at the same time, (if I may pra-
sume to offer you my poor advice) 1 think
that you hud better pretend to believe the
yarn aljout your sister’s illness, and under
ouver of going to Pineville, proceed straiglit
to *Jone's "Tavern,” wait for the runaways,
break up their plan, cover them with con-
fusion, and  bring your daughter home,—
T'is would convince them forever, of what
they onght to kuow already, thatthey might
as well give in—that they can't fool
you"

“ Capitatidea(” suid Billy, “much n-
debted to you,sir.  You're right, they can't
fool me! Good duy.

“Good day, sir."

“ Billy indulged in an immediate fit of
lagghter,-when his pale faced visitor was
gone. “ 8o Edward Seymour was going
to fonl me, was he!—ha! ha!
he'll find a tqugh one though ; guess he
be fooled so casy neither! and so deuced
kind in him, too, to put me on my guard.
He's a gentleman, and no mistake,”

The afternoon, dark and * cloudy, soon
passed uway, and after it came a bluck
nightgand a black boy, Billy heard the
message of the latter with well counterfei
ed concern for Jemima's illuess, and bid-
ding old Isaac saddle his mare, wassoon on
the road to Jone's,”

The night was black, and a driz
rain chilled his bones; but sull he muy d
wMnimself, us he slapped his arms togetheo;
to accele.ute the tardy circulation. * Cracky,
how they'll look, when they find we waning
for them at Jones! S'pose they think I'm
half way to Pineyille by this time, Ha?ha;
gaess Jemtma ain't very bud, . They can't
tool me /" - |

“'Why bless my soul, Mr. Keene, what
brought you here in this storm,” said the
burly Jones, as our wordiy friend, drench-
&d to the skin, reined the old mare up 1o
the door. His only answer “was, * you'l
see something presently, Mr. Jones' that'll
tickle yousome, 1 calculute; they canfool
me "

The old mare was soon in the comforta-
ble stable, while her bwner, pacing the bar
room floor only utigred at interva 'l
see some sport presently, Mr, J. they
can't fool me."

An hour passed wway—another—eleven
o'clock and no carriage,

“That pale faced Jackass couldn't have
been fooling me, could he!” thonght
the suspicious Billy, * No, by jingo!
here they come. Now, Now, Mr. fom

door ; they can't fool me,”

steps were thrown down:—Edward Sey-
mour leaped oyt—assisted Mary to alight,
| and Squire Curtiss followed. Billy conoeal-

important business” Ho was shown by |,

Tl;nplln-f = wan first iutrodng | ¢
i
“Thave an unpleasat osre 1 )

not as might have been expected, fuint away
on the occasion but stepped forward, haif’
weeping—half'smiling, she broke thie awful
i)’uusu with— I'm ready to go this minute,

a; but first let me intraduce to you my
HusBAND, Edward Seymour ; we were mar-
ried quietty as home about an hour afier you
started. It was so kind of you to_go away
and leave g8 to make our own arrange-
ments, that we thought it would be too bad
to make you ride home on horseback in
this storm so we cane tofetch you back,

you'll l'uglve us won't you, Pa 7’

“l"m Id, give me your hand Seymour.
this is the first time I was ever fooled ; and
you are the firm person who could ever fool
me.  God bless you my son,” said the old
man, affected o tears, “you'ye done what
uo other living man ever goyld do—you've
won her, and you're worthy of her.”

The remuinder of the scene, our pen,
though made of the stoutest steel, is too
feeble to describe, Old Jones, who had
been a wondering spectator of the singular
meeting, shook hands with Billy, and assur-
ed him that he had seen much more Sun
thuii he had quticipated ; and when the wed-
ding party started for home, Mr, Keene rec-
oguized by the coach light, the pale faced
young man transformed into a driver,

Qur hero is still living, surrounded by a
lovely group of grand chuldien, and he still
is firm 1o his own belief that he can't be
fooled.

The last time we saw him, he was listen-
1pg to an uccount given by Seymour, on
s return from the ¢ity, of that” wonderiul
invention—the magnetic telegraph. *I won-
der," said the old man**if Bd thinks I suck
all that yarn about writing and talking by
lightning, or about sending & letter from
New York to Buffalo in a second ;uo! nor
in toenty-four'hours exher; 1v$ ng.use, Ed.,
von sy tell tldut1b tho ayomen - dolks wrd-
the cluldren, b you can't pull the wool
overany.-eyes £aaiN ; 1'm 100 old—J've scen
too much of the world ; yoy «an't fool
me "—Geneva Gazette,

" THE MIND.

OF all the noble works of God, that of
the human mind has ever been considered
the grandest, It is; however, like ail else
creuted, capable of eultivation ; und Just
that degree ps the mind is improved and
rendered pure, is man fitted for rational en-
Joyment sud pure happiness, - ‘That person
who spends a whole existance without a
realization of the great ends for which he
waus designed ; without feeling a soaring of
the soul above mere mercenary molives
and desires ; not knowiug that he is a por-
uon, as it were, of one vast machine, in
which each piece has a part to perform,
liaving no heart beating in cominon with
those of his fellow “Hien, no feelings in
which sclf is not the beginning and the
end, may well be said not to live. His
mind is shut in-by moral darkuess, and he
wierely exsts, a- blank in the world, ‘a
goes to the tomb with scarcely n regret.—
Such beings we have seen and woundered
at—wondered that a mortal, endowned with
B0 many noble qualites, and capable of the
highest attainment of mtellectualjty, should
slumber on through a‘world like our's, in
whieh 1s everyil ing bedutiful and sublime,
10 cdfl forth his energigs und excite his ad-
wnration—a world ‘which affords subjects
for exercisingevery lively atribute with
which we ure gified, aud opens a scene of
the richest variety to th€'eye, the mind, and
the heart, aud of sucha diversified charae-
ter, thut we may never grow weary. i
thien, you Wish ¥ Hee, in the true scuge of
the term, cultivate“the mind, give vent to
pure affections and noble feelngs, and pen
not every thought and desire in self. Live
more for $ i€ good of your fellow wmen, and
w seeking their happiness you will promote
your own.

CONTENTME

It is not the independence secured by
the possession of imwmense wealth, nor ail
the gauds of pomp, or the grauficgtions of
idle vanity, that can secuie for the mind
that repose after which mankind is contine
ually yearuing. No, itis thecunsciousness
that we have not forgouen the ligh duties
which we have been placed | 10 per-
form, and that we have sufficient philoso-
phy to enable us to bear *the slings and
arrows of outrageous furtune.””  * Poor and
content, is_rich und rich enough,” and Le
who can ‘bear the evils of this hife without
repinning—-who can regard the splendors
of opulence without envy—and whie lay-

and offer you a seat in ouf carringe, Now |, The

THE SABBATH,

Iugy to learn from the States,
ished at Lufuyette, in'the neigh-

hood of New Orleans, that the Subbath
o becoming emphatically a day of “sest in
lhl)eny_. * No one," says the editor, *who
has resided lung in this community-can fuil
{0 perceive the great change wlﬂ{h in this

W

a,few have w.
are erally c und ihcm
week laid aside; the houses of public wor-
ship are filled with attentive listenera, . and
an air of quiet and wobriety generally chars
acterise the greater porfion of the city.” 1t
is {md thut New Orleans, algo, has improvs
ed in thig respeg, within a few years. This
is gratilying, fof we firmly believe, what
the Statesman affirme, thet 1o 4 republic
i ,\'ubhalh! witheall its religious Il!ﬂ!llﬁ(lll'
I8 indispensable. Republics, like volcanoes,
possess within themselves the material of

emuve morul and religious restraints
and the day of national destruction ix near.”
he noble charaeter of Amerigans huve
achieved, and the prospects they have of
politically regenerating the world, will go

down in the same grave which entombs the
Sabbath.”

e
W YORK'DANDIES.
The city editor of the N. Y, Tribung
ives the fullowing graphic portraitures of &
roadway swell gnd a i’!uwery boy. Greatly
as the characteristics of the dandy differ i
different cities, it will be seen that there is
but little wore likencss between these orna-
mental gentlemen in different parts of the
same city, No one who has ever seen the
originals will deny the accuracy. of these
portraitures, The dundies of New York
are a distinct and peculiar species of the
genus exquisite, and are not to be confounds
ed with any others in \he United States, or
even on the other side of the Werring
pond,
“The people in the Bowery look as if
they dressed in a burry—with he exceps
tion of now nnd then, of a notability whg
is known asa Bowery dandy, 'The syle
of this gentleman's costume s stariling-and
extraordinary.  Blazing golors—stirk star-
ing blue for conty bricks sdfvr,luilmal,
breeches with a portentious ‘green stripe,
-mr‘-bruﬂ%mﬂhrﬁ-gm#gnn Hany-
as a new kiule—he rollsdown the Bowery,
a porfect incteor,  before whose slightest
scuitillation a Broadway exquivite would
dwindle to undistinguishable nothingness,
The Broadway dandy dresses snug and
small, reducing his person by stays and
pulleys, close-titung coats, pdnts,  vests and
loves, The Bowery dandy would impress
you with an idea of lurgencss, strength ; he
swells his chest, makes broad  the brim of
his hat, the skirts-of his cvar—cuts close
*his har, which conveys a notion of vigor—
and as fur gloves, lus muscular, broad,
brown hand speaks for itself—lie has never
been kuowii 1o wear them. You see no
children in Broadway—the litle tricked
vut things in fringed pantalets, fintoceini
couts and South American castors are
scarcely to be reckoned children ;, in the
Bowery they swarm and multiply—the real
bare legged, bread and butter eaters ; they
pour dawn from up above, flood in*from
side strects—setin o spring ‘mushroon
fushion out of the very ground

Energy is everything. low mean o
thing is wan with litde motive power 2 All
the abilities nature has givén bim lie use.
less, like a great and mighty machine; ready
ut every pot for useful action, but not g
wheel wris for want of a startiug power. A
great mun is like a great machine, Ho has
a greal power to set ju motion the various
and immense projects which he has in his
hand ; httle motives can neither start  nor
stop lum, they may set ig -motion the pow-
ers of an otdinary man end render pra
respeotable, nuy, even a. beautiful piece of
mechanisin, but never a_magdificeat one.
Yet there is one thing which renders man
supremely above the machime. By the work-
ing of his own mind he ean  improve and
exalt hitnsell; by directing his eye to what
is greatand good, he muy become so, If
then, we can bepome whant we wish to be,
what high objects should we aim at, and
what resolute and etiergetic efforts  should
we be ever jusking to attuin them ? y

SOCIAL AFFECTION.

How sweet if social affeotion! ‘Wheq
the world is dark without, we have light
within—~Wheo cares desturb the breast—
when sorrow brouds about the heart—what
joy gathers in the circle of love!  We for-
get the world, with all its animosities, while
blest with rociul kindness, T'hat man cans
not be unhappy, who has hearts that vibrate
w sympathy with his owni—who is cheered
by the smiles of uffection and the voice of
tenderness. Letthe world be dark and cold,
~—let the hate and animosity of bad men
gather about him i the place” of business
—but when he enters the ark of lové—ius

ing his haud on' s heart, can conscien-

| he would have others to do unto him- of tiat

| ed as neany to g state of perfect huppiness
| as we are permitied to enjoy in this proba-
| tionary life.

own cherished circle—he forgets all these,

if you went to see some rare fun, just step | ciously aver thut he has done unto others as | and the cloud passes from his brow and thé

{ surrow fromn the heart. The warm sympay

toth

’]{n carriage rattled up to the door in | man it may be confideatly asserted that e | thies of his wife and children despel every
furious haste; the driver reined in the reek. | has fulfilled the beguests of the wise Dis- | shadow, and he feels a thrill ¢f joy in his
ing horses, and sprang from his seat; the ' penser of good, and that he has approach- | bosom which words are not acequate 1o

| express. He who is a stranger to the joy
| of social kindness, has not begun to ljve




