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BY 3. A, BTUART.

rART 1st.

* A forin more active, light and stronr,

Ne'er shot the ranks of war along,

"T'he madest, vet the mnly mien,

Might grace the court of maiden queen,”

It was moonlight—most pure and
lovely—hathing mountain and valley,
river and plain—smoothing off' the
jtgged and harsh ountlines that day.
light brought forth into olaring defise.
mily, and shading into softness, with
its vuil of silver, beauties that were al-
most too Lrillinnt, when seen by the

i traveller,

shall cherish your metory both fondly
and prowdly 5 and that through all my
dreary pilgrimage, my thouehes will
turn o your love, as my star of hope,
wishing no higher happier reward than
the vight of elaiming this little hand,
when Eogland—again the merrie—
shall see her Lion ¢u the throne,”

FUod grantit ! osoftly murmured
the miniden,

* Bless you, dear Allee, fur that
prayer. And now T will eadl Margery
and g0 with you to the postern,

“Oh!no, you st not oo indeed,
It weie safer by e to let us speed
alone : oo my father’s huntsmen are
lurking alout, and shoull they see
you, Ldread the consequences. Let
us sny farewell, even unow; I pray we
may soor mect under happicr auspi
ces. It will cheer you on your pil-
grimage, know that you will carrs eve
ry hope and every prayer of Alice of
Branteyne along with you; and, the
most joyful sound she eau hear, will
be thy voice, when thou returnest to
my country,”

And the Joving, sorrowing maiden
bent her bead in” tears on her lover's
bosom, as they thus bade each other
adicu in that old forest, neath the
moon’s mellow rays.

PART il
* The Troubadour, a'er many o plain,
Tath rozed unwearicd, but i vain,
The sun was  sinking behind  the
vineelnd hille of Ii.-rn'u;m_\', when a
woary mnd foat sore, stood
within the shadow of w Loz Lattle
mented pite, over the gate ol whicl
o shichld Inmg, as an mvitation to nim,

light of the sun,

"Twas o true lover’s evening—just |
such atime as fond hearts speak best
of love, with the pale planet looking
down upon them as she had ever done
before and since. It was now Leaming
upon two beings, with hearts as loyal
and true as ever beat hoyeath her (EIREN
The gentle Alice, old Sir Robert’s fair

maiden, to keep hor tryste: with ler
lover here in the greenwood ; and the
timid inaid started eovery now and
thien as the rustle of the foliage, stivred
by the night Dbreeze, came upon her
car—and  her sweet lips  trembled,
though hie, who now stood at her side,
holding the little hand in lis fond elasp
was a stalwart form, who seciued fully
capable to do his duty in protecting
the voung maiden.

“ must heste, else m¥ good fathor
will awaken,” said the sweet, trembling
voice.  “Oh! how | wish that he loved
you, and theu you could come ‘neath
his own roof.  Indecd, Siv Minsteel,
I like not these forbidden interviews,”

“'Tis our last, gentle Alice—at
Yeast for a long time,” sighed the young
man,  “ Ere | again beliold you, my
fect must travel over many a league,
So, give me some moments yet, whilst

swear, beneath this pure light. to
love thee ever as now, and to eling
toyour memory, whether in court or
in camp, on the battleficld or at tour-
nament—and to hold it as precions as
I now dothe moments you st grudy-
ingly grant me.”

“ Not grudgingly. Do not say it,
for you know full well how angered is
my father against you. Yes, certes!
thongh I be Lis only child, he would
send me forth from] bis love as ingrate,
were he aviare that Lot you, Blon-
del. Ot you know all this, gentle
sir, buk’ you eannot say his hatred to
one of your calling ! Iurthermore, he
deeares that no vassal of France shall
ever wed his Saxon Alice.”

“ And yet, our noble King, Iichard,
he of the Lion  Heart, for whom your
father still mourns, and sighs 1o sce
him on his rightful throne, to the
crushing of the usurper Lacklund—
even he, my friend and master, is of
Norman blood—his mother a princess
of I'rance.  Dut, | blame not you, my
Alice ; an old man’s  prejudice is ever
strong. Only promise to love me,
and to keep faith with me, whilst |
wander forth in my pilgrimage. Smie
onme, my gentle oue, and pray our
Tady,and the holy saints to huve mie
in their holy keeping 3 say, iu your
own honied tones—‘laste thee hack,
to thine own Alice, for she will not
be light of love.”

“I do bid you hasten lack, when
you have fulfilled your noble mission;

the weary, to enter,  Thie heart of the
Pilgrim sank sadly within bim as he
gazed around on the fair seene, now
gorgeous with the hues ol the dying
day taud the rose tints thrown oer
the water only served to remind him
ofhome, far distant. as lovely, and ol !
Low longed for. 1le “had “wandered
full many a mile, secking for him
whein fie had ot foun! s el
now, toil warn, weary, and spiritless,
he stood—as | said  belore—in the
shadow of the old rowning castle, —
A horn hung near the gate, and resting
betore he conld  summon  suflicient
breath to wind it be blew a Wlast—
unother—still  another. No  answer
came 1o his sumons—and he throws it
from bLim, s almost exhausted he
sinkson o roeck, just lathed in the
sun’s parting heams,

“OLD Richard, my master, what
liave I not cncountered for thee! amil
yeu "tis inovain, Through the faic
prains of my native Provence, in the
hostile land ol IFranes, havel soughit
tidings, but without jsuccess ; and now
my heart is sinking  hopelessly within
me 5 and 1 feel as if [ eould lay down
here——aye ! even liere, beside these
inbaspitable walls, and dic, were it not
fur the thought of my fuir-haired Alice,
Sadly, most sadly, comes into my
mind the remembrance of our happy
days, cre you, my Kine, were wedided
to the suately  Devengmia, or I had
knclt in homage at the teet of iy
gentle fadyelove, Alice of Branteyne,
Al ! joyous indeed, were those days !
Aund, when tived with onr nore mianly
sports, we scized the Larp, and niade
the walls echo agiin with songs of
battle and of knightly decds, yen
now, exhansted and  despairing, one ol
our oldjamiliae airs is straying throngh
my Lrain, as il it would fain have
words.™?

And the minstrel unstrung from Lis
back the small dust.covered haup, oer
which his fingers wandered in nielody,
wildy yet beantiful, Gl at Jast break-
ing torth in fuller and more inspiring
notes, he joined to the accompaniment
the music of his mellow voiee '—
SCThine hour is come, and the stake is set,

I'lie Soldan eried to the captive Kunight—
And the sonsol the | rophet, it o yrs, are

met,

T'o gaze on the learfu! siglit
But, be our faith. by your lips confessed

The faith of Mecea's shrine,
Custdown the red eross that marks thy vest

And life shall yet be thine.”

The minstrel paused in his song,
and swept the strings in n melodious
symphlony, for it was the place where
his kingly companion wsually chined
with the refrain,

ark ! what sounds come wow to
hisenr? Is it the sighing ofthe eve

and [ need not tell yon that my orison

shall ever Le to the Holy Mother and |

the blessed eaints, that you muay re
turn safely to our fair country— nlas !
meriie England no longer ! B, in
the mary lueds you must traverse,
you w'l see fairer maidins, who will
ladly smile on the gallant wminstrel —
the devoted  friend of Fanglanl’s eap.
tive Wine”

“ AV hen the sun shines, we see not
the stars—even so will my  love for
vou feeep bright the memory of your
wetithe foveliness 3 and hinder e fram
2u-n!,--\uf:); thoweht o glanee, save in

conttesy, upon other paddens licther
she e T ow Bomely, vhe paliee danie
o the peasant damsel, Nay, nay, iy

_\'1;!1

o Mice. well known that

ning’s breeze, that, pitying lis loncli
ne-s thus brooding over the memory
{ ot the heart, has shaped its sympathy
into the following faintly celioed words
that are now borne on the quict sume
mer nir —
“ I have seen the tlow of my Linsam's Liload

Anl e with undannted eye;
Flive Lorne the bricht cross tino’ fire and

:-l\'lll'-l‘

A thinkst thou T fe v to die !

L have stood where thousands, by |
towers,

Flave Gallen for the faith divine,
Al the fiith that cheered their closing
1 lionirs,

Shall be the 1:;|-1 ol mine.”

“Haoly Mary 17 gasped Bondell,
vow pade and tremblive with the re
Puewal of hope, “ Canoe be ! Jsic

cilen s

my RKing that I have at last discover-
ed 7 And gasping with new ardor,
and  chanting  forth with  rencewed
strength the thivd  stanza,  in order
again to hear the refrain, and thus
give certainty to his awakened hope ;.-
“ Artthon the sun of a nuble line,
In a land that is fair and blest !
And dost not thy spirity prond captive pine
Amain on its shores to rest !
Thine own is the choice to hail once more
I'he soil of thy fathers birth,
Or to sieep, when thy lingering
0er,
Forgotten, in foreimn earth.”
e pansed.  Again is  the strain
caught up ! "This time, so loudly and
distinetly to his expectant car, that he
cannot thinlk it the sighing of the breeze
or his own fagination :—

pangs are

“There are hearts that still, thro” all the
sty

Unchanging, lave loved me well ;
There are eves, whose tears were stream-

e fnst,

When 1 bide my lome farewel] ;

Wt better they wept o'er the warrior's bicr,

Than the Apostate’s livine steain
There's a Land, where those who loved

when here,

Slhiall meet, 1o love again.”

“Tis he.  Thank God ! My prince
—my King "—And could  Alice have
seen hin in thankfuliess prostrate him
selfy she o wonld have still hetter loved
the noble heart in whom she Grusted.,
Now, with his whilome weary eyes
ilinut with jov, he tore a ser ol
pivrchiment from his seroll upon which
he tremblingly traced  wornds of hope
and elieer, then attaching it to the ar-
row. provided s aomessenger, hie sent
it whirling through the air, now so still.
into the casement, from whence he
heard the song, and where e hiud just
seen the searl waving,

Awain eame that sivh forth, as he
stood gazing, with his heart on his lips.
No sooner did his eye catch the first
flutter of the silk, than he turned to-
wirds the north, nud sped on with re.
newed st rengthy and o Lieart nerved to
any endurance for England,
On the serip he had penned :
B b SISOt
wave thy seurf, and 1 will back to 1ng-
Lind at oneo, to ransom thee with
browd pieces, or stir up thy nmourning
aml faithiul people  to redecm their
loved wonnreh with the swaord,
“In haste, thy faithiud servant.

“ Brospel”

PARYT M.

S Posta! board shall be wic e crawned,
Witile buggars and hietiane revel ronnd,
Avdd o thousand hiarps, with joy shialt ugr,
When merrie Englan! bats ler King."
Ovce more in the dim old woods
were the lovers met: but this time
‘tis not (0 witness how those fond
hearts speak 3 but, to sce how old Sir
Robert, of Branteyne, vroets his king
aml much loved sovercion, Richard
Plantagenet, surnnmed the Lion-heart.
e approaches the old Laronial man-
sion, with o chosen retinne of hrave
hearts, and troe, that have searcely left
lis side sinee Lis arrival from his prison
keep, far in the forests of Germany.
On Lis right vides an old noble, full of
years and of howorss on Lz Lot his
taithiul minstrel fviend. BDlordel,  Be.
hind rode other nobles and his nien-
Ol-ures,

Now we donnd see the troubadaur in
his tatfered, travel<tained doublct and
wort out sandals, but ensed bravely in
purple and eold—with Lis laces, his
jewels, his plumes, ol perfumes—ifor
e comes thus dinely decked ont to
woo for his bride, the fiir Adice.  Nor
comes he empty handed o do bis woo-
ing, for his geatelul s ever generons
King Lias given hing broad  lande, andd
l"n-]]: el he now pides side by side 1o
specd B in Lis suit,

And theie, in covered vateway, by
the side of her father, stands the wen.
te Luly of his love, with smiles amld
blushes flitting o'er her sweet fiee, as
shie stands to grect her sovereign.

The quick eye of love has noted
Blondel as he thus rides; and her little
heart is beating rapturousiy at the
thought of this mecting,  Though in
courtesy and fealty lier knee is bowed
to the kivg, yet her woman’s heart is
bent in bhumbleness to welcome  her
nednstred Lack to Bngland, and her
love. Yes:though fichard Le well be-
loved, and elaim the st words frow
thor e corul |i|rﬁ, yet her Dlashies her
smites ol weleotne are the nmeed of
her henrt's sovereign and lover,

“ My own Alice "-—he has whisper
ed, in tones the ceho of an Bolian hairp,
0 salt, g0 sweel—* Daost, 'il“lll, in-
deed, joy to see me back in your fuir
Land 2 And may | now claim thy it
tle hand as oy brightest reward 17

“ Most weleome art thou, the trusly
and sincere, to-Fneland and niy homes
hut, thon well knowest, that thouel |
love thee entively, yet 1 cammot  Lid
you take that which is my  futher’s to
bestow,  Dut, see ! "The king is now
movivng on,nd we st follow,”

Andinto the wide old hall did they
all o, with its voaving fires piled hial
anil chiceringly, and where the old
king seated himselfin the chaiv of state,

arranged by the hospitable old kniglt,

“My old friends,” suid the king, ad-
dressing Sir Robert, who stood in at-
tendance, “1t gives me much joy o he
under thy goodly roof’once again—onur
Indy and the good Biondel be thanked
—and if thou wouldst still add to the
measure ol my eontent, grantine one
l'i'tlm‘.-.:l. SL‘v_. I do not comumend s n
king, but earmestly entreat a5 thy
friend.”

“ O my liege, speak not es!”
deprecated the kuight, as he essayed to
hend his knee, but was prevented by
Richard,  ® Thou knowest full well
that I and all that [ have belongeth o
thee, to do as thou wilt, now and at
all times,”

“Eayest thou this in good sooth
replicd the king,  *'Then be not an-
gered, that I dispost of one pareel ae.
cording to my whhes. 1o there !
Sotme one sunimor the Lady Alice,—
And eome hither dlso, my vond Blon-
del, for Iheve nowpighty debt T owonld
fain pay, even thoy it Lo by poach-
ing on anothers proyity.”

ere the rustling of silk, and the
slight, quick step ¢ timid Jove, and
the Lady Alice isbending before the
king, with her Ight curls floating
around, veiling hyg fair, blushing face,
and by her side laeels the darvk-hued,
but handsome migstrel of ’rovence,
whose noble forg, inits pride and
strengthy seems lite the vak to the tea-
dril, when eompaed with the tragile,
shrinking maiden; The king, rising,
Juins their hands, {1d speaks the word
of betrothal ere i amazed old father
has the power (o iterrupt them.

And then how/could ho remain in

anger with that gantle girl, whose dove
like, pleading eyps, are swimming in
tears of” hope and ahppiuess, as she
looks up to him!  He looks at Blon.
del; he allows topass in review
through his inind his constaney to his
idolized Aljce ; his quitting her volun-
tarily, to fullil with zeal his nolle pil-
grimage, despairing, yeb still elinging
with the tenacity of devotion, to some
o ReRE e sven e must
reward.  And  shall he, Robert of
Branteyne,—always furcinost in fealty
and homage—shall he be inwilling to
give his part, in recompenes to lis
Sovercign's deliverer!
He agnin looks upon the pair, and
his heart softers still more, as he eateh.
es the Jook of tenderest devotion,
which Blomde: Girows upon the young
virl.  Aeting flom these motives, he
Feplaces the tiny hand of his ¢hilid in
that of the nob'e minstoel, saying :

STalte, then the reward of thy de-

vetion te thy L and of thy constan-
ey to thy lJady love. My prejudice
must vanish before the weight of my
grutitude.  May the prayer of  her
father  be answered, that henceforth
ye may be as happy s your pure love
and loyalty deserve.”
Aud the old hall echoed again  and
again with a gind shont, unrestrained
even by the kingly presence; and
many o wass=ail bowl was drained that
iy, tothe beadth of the brave minstrel
and his Ty Tove, fir Alice of Bran-
teyne.

crm@n .

Transiated feawy the Freack of Aljkon-- Kaer,

The Little MWysteries of
Great YWeriders,
Some excito their brains by means

of tobmeen,  Gavarni simokes

coasing e wostenm engine,

without
e fires
ape i the torning, aud only goes out
at nivhe,

Fagine Sae, when e oecupied the
poetio retrent, inthe strect Pepiniere,
would ¢lose Wis eliunber hier acticully,
amd wilte in dovkness, But
ings were Lot Loss eadiant with light
on that aceount, This reminds me of
the Ttatian poct who begeed bis eat to
lend him the green fire of its eyes, by
which to write,

Victor Hugo, when he dwelt in i
is, made nearly all his verses while
promenading aloug the canal, near the
Bastile. At the present i is upon the
beach of the Isie of Jersey, that le
Inbors amid the wild sercams of the
sen gulls,

Jaing e from shutting Limsclf up,
compuses i the niddst of conversation,
and while talking, of something ¢lsc.

Baizae lived duving the day  like
the rest of the world—he looked, he
hstened, he talked with Lis fricnds,
but said nothing yesembling his writ.
s e was gay and (ol of laughter,
He went to bad ab six—rose at nid-
uight and drank o cupof cofive,  Then
hie wis cadued with a doulile capuacity
-—then he beeime luminous—lie knew
overything —then he revealed all lie
had observed— then he expended what
e haed gathered during the day—tuen
hie sketehed those admiralile pictures
amd diselosed those startling revela.
tions, s day-dife
night-lite a reality.

As tur Alexander Dumas, | believe
he had no recowse o any sceret ma.
neeuvee, Henever stopped—he wrote
and wlked  with equal animation,—

liis writ-

i dieam—his

When he set to work, he took off his
cont aud his gallowses—Ilike @ man

] stripping

to fight—and then he never
paused. 1 remember going to sec
him one day at Hayre, at the Ilotel
Frascati.  1Te went down with me in
the garden 5 I lefs him o moment to
speak to an acquaintance. When |
came back, Dumas had returned to
his desk, resumed his unfinished line,
and completed some dozen besides,—.
Nothing ever disturbs him,

I do not know how Lamartine come-
poses s I suppose hodictates,  In 1848
whien he had purchased by so great an
outlay of devotion, lutigue and danger,
the ingratitude of PFrance, I went often
to see him in the morning a little be.
fore day. I always found him in the
bath, and more than onece, he said such
beautiful things, s grand, so admirably
exprossed, that 1 took pen and paper
and wrote them down as he spoke and
left them oo the table. Irance could
not, I thought, aflord to loose  such
l;rillim_:t creations, and T fancied to
Y o b Sl trdtherss
with Chateauliriand, that he had a very
singular method  for ereating  that ex-
citement of the brain, which most
writers seek through the aid of tobace-
co; he would promenade bare fuoted
ou the cold marble floor, and thus the
same sort of irritation of the mucous
membranes which proceeds eold in the
head was producced.

There are some who take other
people’s books and  diligently copy
themn !

B

BRANKLIN AS A DOOBSELLEILR.

Lhe fullowing story, of Lranklin’s
mnode of treating the enimal, ealled in
those day’s ¢ lounger,” is worth putting
into practice occasionally, even in this
age and geueration : |

Une fine morning, when Franklin
was busy preparing his newspaper for
the press, a lounger stepped into the
store, and spent an hour or two look-
ing over the books, &e, and finally
taking one in his hand; asked the shop-
Loy the price.

‘Ono dollar,” was the answer.

== dollaw’ yuid the lounger, fean't
you take Icsa chan thued .

‘No; indeed one dollar is the price.’ ]

Another hour had nearly passed, |
when the lounger asked, Is Mr. Frank-
lin at home?

‘Yes, he is in the printing office.

‘l want to see him said the lounger.,

The shop-boy immediately informed
Mr. Frunklin that a gentieman was
in the store wanting to sce him,—
Franklin was soon behind the counter,
when the lounger, with book in hand,
addressed him thus:

‘Mr. Franklin, what is the lowest
you can take for this book.

*Chie dollar and n quarter,” was the
ready answer,

‘One dollar and a quarter? Why
your young man asked only a dollar.

“I'rue said Franklin, ond 1 could
have better aflorded to have taken a
dollar then than to have boen taken
out of the oflice. !

LThe lounger stomed sv:prised, and
wishing to end the parley of his own
making said, ‘Come, Mr. Franklin,
tell me what is the Jowest you can
take for it

‘Que dollar and a half??

{Oue collar and a half? Wiy, vou
offered it youw self’ for a dollar and a
guarter.)”

Yes," said Franklin, tand I had bet-
ter have tuken that price then, than
dollar and o half now.

The tounger paid down the price,
and went about his husiness—it he had
nny—and  Franklin returned into the
printing oflice,

g

—— ——et AW v Rr—

A Braes-Hesrven Vienay.—The
Huatsville (Texas) ltems says: « A
man named  John M. Dowling came
hero a few weeks ago to workas a
tailor, with L. M. Clopton, of our
town. Ile is a native of Brooklyn,
N. Y., and went to Murfreesboro ’,
Tenn., some years ago, where lie mar-
ricd a young lady of wealthy connex-
ious, named Miss Mary Smith, The
lady aequired some property from her
relations, in the way of negroes, and as
the two concluded to come to Texas,
the slaves were sold, and Dowling re-
tained the money. They had one
child, since dead, and the wife is now
enciente. A week ago, Dowling gath.
ered all thelmoney and other valuables
of his wife, and sloped, leaving her
perfectly destitnte,  1le went to New
Orleans, awd is thought will go back
to New York. 1le is about five foct
nine inches high, sallow complexion,
and the point of his proboscis looks
towards the heaveus, as ifit scorned
connection with his mouth,  ITow the
lndy ever came to marey him, isa
mystery to us, for she is a very hand.
some woman. Dot there is no aceonnt-
ing for taste. What efleet he had lef. her
were sold a few days ago, and @ fund
was raised by Messrs, Binford and
Clopton, enongh to send her back to
her friends.  She left in tho stage on
Wednesday, a broken-hearted, deser.

.the departure of a railroad traln,

The Beautiful Maniac.
* Il fira that on my bosom prays,

T4 lone as smine voleanic il
No worch is kindled atits blaze—

A funeral pile,”

In the morning train from Petors-
burg, there was a Tady closely veiled,
in the same ear with” oursclyes, She
was dressed in the purest white, wore
gold Dracelets, and cvidently Lelong.
ed to the highest classes of socidty,
er figure was delicate, thongh well
developed, and exquisitely symetrical;
aud when she occasionally drew aside
her richly embroidered veil theglimpse
of the features which the beholiler ob.
tained, satisfied him of Her extreme
loveliness. DBeside her sat a gentleman
in deep mourning, who watehed over
her with unusual solicitude, and several
tiraes when she attempted to rise, he
excited the curiosity of the passengers

‘by detaining her in her seat.

Qutside the cars all was confusion ;
[-‘“-‘f‘?_?_’!{-:!?‘;fi.]m!l_i.i_llt.[ Lo baguage, porters
isuel hurry and  bustle dtteNathg
One
shrill warning whistle from the engine,
and we moved rlowly away.

At the first motion of the car, the
lady in white started to her feet with
one heart-piercing: scream, and her
bonnet falling off’ disclosed the most
lovely features we ever contemplated.
ITer raven tresses full over her shoul-
der, and clasping her handsin prayer,
she turned her dark eyes to heaven !
What ageny was in that loak ! What
beauty, too, what heavenly beauty, had
not so much of misery been stumped

upon it.  Alas! one look told a mel-
ancholy tale.

she wad changed \

As by the sickness of nsoul ; her mind
Had wandered friom itur\l\'\‘e'llmlf.nmlhcr ]
They luud not their own lustre, bt the look
Which is not of earth ; she was become
The queen of a fantastie realm ; her thoughta
Were combinations of disjuinted things,
Antl forms, impalpable and unpereeived
Of others sight, fumilinr were 1o hers.”

Her brother, the gentleman in bLlack
was unremitting in his eflorts to soothe
her spirit.  Ile led her Luck to her
seat ; but her hair was still unbound
and her beauty unveiled. The cars
xattied en. and the passengers inf groups
resumed their conversation. Sudden-
ly & wild melody aros. ;it was the
beautiful maniac’s voice, rich, full, and
inimitable. Her hands were crossed
on her heaving bosom, and she waved
her body as she sang with touching
pathos—

*She is far from the land
hero sleeps,

And_lovers around her are sighing,

But coldly she turns from teir gaze and
weeps,

For lier heart in hig grave is iying !

where her young

"Shle sings the wild song of her own mtive
plain,

Every note svhich Fe Toted awnking—

Ah !little they think, who delight in her
slrains,

How the heart of the minstrel is breaking.’s

ITer brother was unmanned, and he
wept as only man can weep. The air
changed, and he continued—

“ Has sorrow thy young heart shaded,

As clouds o'er Jnc morning fleet !

Too fast have those young days faded,

That even insorrow were sweet !

If thus the unkind world wither

Eaeh feeling that onee was dear
Come, child of misfortune! come Kither,

I'll weep with thee, tear for tear.”

She then sang a fingmen: of the
beautiful hymn—

“ Jesus, lover of my soul,

Let me to thy liesom fly.”

Another altempt was made to rise
up was prevented, and she threw her-
self on her knees beside her brother,
and gave him sucha mournful, entreat.
ing look, with the plaintive *Save me,
my brother! save your sistor ! that
scarcely a passenger could refrain from
weeping.  We say scarcely, for there
was one man (was he a ‘man ?) who
called on the conductor to “put her
out the cars,” Tle received the open
scorn of the company. Tis inscusi
bility to such a scenc of distress al-
most defies belief'; and yet this is, in
overy particular, an“der true tule.’
Should he ever read these lines, may
ats marble heart be softened by the
recollections of his brutality !

Again, tho poor beniglited beauty
raiged her bewitehing voice to one of
the most solemn, sucred airs ;

* Oh where shall rest be found,

Rest for the weary soul.”

And continued her melancholy chant
until we reached the steamer Mount
Vernon, on board of whish we de
scconded the magnificont James River,
the unhappy brother and sister ocen-
pying the “ladies cabin.” 1lis was
a sorrow too profound for ordinary
consolation ; and no one dare intrude
so fur upon his grief ns to satisfy his
curiosity,

We were standing on the promen.
mde deck, admiring the beautiful scene:
iy of the river, when at one of the
landings, the small boat pulled away
from the shore with the unhappy pair,
en route for the nsylum at . She
was standing erect in the stern of the

ted, phindered woman.— Edacfield Ad.
vertiser.

boat, her white dress and raven Lress-
es fluttering in the breeze.~The boat

returned, and the steamer moved on
for Norfolk. They were gone! thiat
brother with: his” broken heart,: that
sister with her melancholy union of
beauty and madness,.— Courier,
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Kossuth again in the

_ Field.

Tt seems that this is not a frec self:
governing people.. 1t seems that the
executive and legiSlativo officers chos-
en by the people of this country liave’
to answer for their official acts ‘at the:
bar of Europe, and that M, Kossutly
is the high presiding functionary at
that bar.  The most angust legislative'
tribunal i the world, the T'iited States
Senate, in the excrecise of undisputed’
powers—powers not questioned in this
country—is taken to task by that
notorious individual for its refusal tor
ratify the nomination of Mr, Sanders
as consul to London. He has ad.
dressed a long letter to a gentleman of

this country, to onerate pnon the fun
e yield to no one in the most

affectionate kindness to Mr. Sanders.
No o1 2 could riore rejoice at his pros-
perity and happiness than ourseclves ¥
none could moro regret the oreurrence
of t _thimg tending to injure or to'mor-
Lify him.

But our relations to Mr. Sanders
caunot in anywise affect our estimato
of the officious interference of any
European power, or any Earopean
prinee, leader, or demagogue with the
aflairs of this government.

By what right does Kossuth seck to
influence the counsels and the actions of
this government! He is not a native
of this country—he is not a natural-
ized citizen. His homeis in Europe.
His interests and ambitions are all
there. When a fugitive and & wonder-
er, he was welecomed to our shares
like a friend, and was foted like a prince.
Iis progress through this country was
a succession of triumphs, Cities
opened their gates to him with glad-
ness, and their populations flocked to
greet him,  Our hearts poured out to
him and his attendants the sincerest
sy mpathy, and our treasures were be-
stowed with lavish prodigality. His
only feeling towards us should be one
of gratitude.

But how does he requite our kind-
ness? He returns to E#rope and
writes letters designed and calculated
to dissatisfy our adopted citizens wiih
the actions of our government, He
secks to trunsfer to our peaceful shores
the strifes, the wars and convulsions of
Iturope. A wanderer from his own
country, without crown, sceptre, office
cr power, ha erects himself into a mon-
arch over the foreign * dpulation of the
United States, and baughtily issuos
his orders and his edicts to them.—
Does he forget that his cotintrymen
here are free? Does he forget that
they have solemmly renotnced their
allegiance to all foreign kings, princes,
potentuates and powers, and taken the
oath of allegiance to this free country?

He treats them as if they were a for-
eign  host, encamped amongst us to
cw.ry out European views and pro-
Juets.  He seeks to influence, in fuvor
of his plans abroad, the votes they have
acquitxd in right of their naturaliza-
tion. He sccks to prejudice them
against the United  States Seuate,
becanse that body has not, thought fit
to act as he would have them act,

We believe that M. Kossuth, when
amongst us, did more by his vanity,
his ostentation and his officious in.
solence to injure the cause of European
republican progress in this country,
than all the despots of Europe could
do.  He alighted amongst vs as a god;
he departed from ws & humbug, ~He
wentup like a sky.rocket; he camo
down like  sticl,

Washington Sentinel,
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STIMULAN'FS OF GREAT MEN.

It is interesting to notice the differ-
ent articles which have been taken by
eminent men, as stimulants of mental
faculties. It is interesting as showing
how diametrically opposite means may
procure the same effeet in various sys-
tems 5 and it is interesting as showing
how much the mind sympathizes with
the body.  Haller drank plentifully of
water when he wished for great activi.
Ly of the brain ; Fox, for the same pur-
pose used brandy. The stimulants of
Newton and Hobbes were the fumes
of tobaceo ; those of Pope and Fonte-
nelle, strong coffee.  Dr. Johnson at
one period  of his life, was a great
wine drinker ; but in the latter part of
it, found strong tea a good substitute.
Don Juan is said to have been written
under the influence of gin and water,
and it is reported that a certain legal
lord of great learning and talent plics
himself hard with port when he wishes
to shine. I’itt was a great drinker of
wine; Sheridan, also, was fond of his
bottie.  Dr. Paris tells us, iliat when
Mr. Dunning wished to make an‘extra-
ordinary display of' cloquenge, he al-
ways put a blister plaster on his chest
a few hours before ha was to speak, in

——

order that it might irritate the Dbrain
by sympathy during his speech.



