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POETRTY.

A LIFE INCIDENT.
In its cot the babe was sleeping,
While its mother by it sat;
Little Mary very buasy,
Playing round with this and that—
Binging now rome little ditty,
With a gleefulness of tone,
Then, absurbed by childish prattle,
Gave leraelf to that alone,

Buddenly as if enchantment
Bound ber by its witching spell,
Btood she still and gnzed delighted
On the babe she loved so well—
Gazed as though it were some vigion
'Of supernal splendor shown,
Sent down from its eource in heaven
For ber little eyes alone.

“3ee the light 1" at length she uttered,
With a rapt, delighted air,
See it roand the baby's forehead,
Like the sun upon its hairl—
She is like the heavenly angels
That the shepherds saw by night,
‘Whea the glory shane around them
With that great and wondrous light I

Then her mother looked, and wondered
At the words her daughter spoke:

Naught she saw of light, save beauty
That from every feature broke;

And she felt an awe within her
That ehe sanrcely could express

As she heard those words mysterious
From the little prophetess.

“Mother, if the light should perish,
And the lamp of day should pale,
‘Would not this eweet ray still cheer us
Even though the sun should fail
Never light appeared more lovely!
Mother, sce it flash and play;—
Surely 'tis a blessed angel
That has hither made its way!"

Then the mother knew the token,
Though her heart did not vebel,
Aund to God's high will submitting,
Sail—"1l¢ doeth all things well,”
Ah, the aweet, snd divinations!
Ere another daylight shone
Sunward with the radiant angels
Had the darling nestling flown,

A LIFE PICTURE.
BY GEORINE WALBRIDGE.

It is a stately mansion, and the fair wo-
man who is its mistress seems fitted to pre-
side over this elegance. To night she gives
a large party. Sheis attired for the recep-
tion of her guests, and now while she awaits
their coming, let us sketch ber for vou.

Mrs. Clifton is a woman of rare beauty.
Her form is above the medium height, and
the most perfectly majestic of any womon’s
I have ever seen. Her bair is of a rich,
dark brown; ber complexion white and
cold-looking. There is no coloring any-
where but in the lips, which are s deep red.

Her eyes ara deep blue—not loving eyes,
but calm and bright. Long brown lashes
sweep her marble cheek; her lips are tru-
ly haughty, and eye brows proud.

She is dressed in purple velves, very long
and smple skirt, and made low al the throat,
There is but one ornament in her beavily
braided hair, which is a small pin set with
diamonds. Her dress is fastened at the
throat with A diamond Lr.ach, and she
wears diamond ear-rings. Upon her round
white arms are heavy bands of plain gold.

But the rooms begin to fill. A dainty

piece of girlbood in rose-colored crape, and §

with light brown rioglets sweeping to her
waist, trips oo the side of Mrs, Clifton, and
bending her queenly head down to hers,
whispers

“I persuaded a friend of ours, Mr. Den-
more, who has just arrived, 10 come with
us, assuring him he would be welcome.!?

What is there in the childish creature’s
whisper that calls the blood to the cheek
of 8ybil Clifton, and then receding seems
to leave it whiter than before! The white
fiogers are clasped almost cenvulsively for
an instant—and then Sybil is berself again,
cold and very calm.

Other guests are now making their way
to Mrs, Clifton.  Her eyes are fixed upon
them before they observe her, and a slight
shodder betrays that one of the gentlemen
approaching is one of whom Kittie Meade
whispered, causing her previous emotion.

“My friend, Mr. Denmore, who returned
from Europe last week, has arrived in this
eity to-day. I prevailed upon him to sc-
company me here this evening.”

Mr. Denmore starts upon bendiog his
eyes upon the lady before him, and his lipe
part a8 if to say something more than ac-
koowledgment of the introduction; and

then hastily controling himself, be bows |

ovor the lady’s hand with the most finished
courtesy.,

Bybil Clifton raises her eyes casually to
the stranger’s face, and, extending her hand,
asays: '

“Mr. Denmore is welcome to-night.”

Bhe betrays no emotion before him. She-
smiles the same smile, and is the same

graceful, self-possessed woman before bim |-

that sheis to others, He moves amid the
other guests ‘with Frank Meade, bowing
and smiling, and chatting—but thosg dark
eyes aro continually seeking the form of Sy-
bil Clifton. g
Finally be dffers ber bis arm for & prom-
~-anade, Ho leads ber to the 00 ;
and, at the farther end, xmidthe rich odo,

o ¥ L

of beautiful flowers, he paused—and, step-
ping before her, says:

“Sybil, wlen 1 cote to the soiree of Mrs.
Clifton to-night T did not know I was to
find in her Sybil Dean. T owe you an apol-
ogy for my intrusion, or I would not have
annoyed you by asking your company for
a promenade.”

“I told you, Mr. Denmore, you were wel-
come ; Sybil Dean, or Sybil Clifton, has
never =o far lowered herself as to utter any-
thing, even for the sake of conventionalism,
that was untrue.”

Aund, ae she stood there, with the riclh
folds of her velvet dress falling around ber
queenly form, she looked the very imperso-
vation of honor and indomitable pride.

Edward Denmore, as be stood beside the
cold, caln woman whose haughty manner
betrayed not the slightest quickening of the
pulse, was as proud as hiwmself in his bear-
ing. Ilis eyes, that could look dreamy and
soft as a woman's, were as proud in their
midnight blackness as were bers,

“Since I have made my apology and you
buve assured me of its needlessness, we
will return to the society of those who I
think will be mere desirous of our presence
than we are of the exclusive sociely of each
other.”

“Edward Denmore, you led me to this
conservatory for the purpose of overpower-
ing me with your pride and indifference.
Know that I have read your motive ; and
know, still further that T have pride suffi-
cient to match your own.  Once you saw
me tremble, and saw my eyes fiil with tears
at your bitter words—but notone fell! this
check has never yet been stained by a tear
for you! 1 call them back to their source
before that. Itis nearly two yenrs since we
parted, and in that time there have been
many changes.”

“Aye, many changes—but time has not
altered you any, 8ybil Clifton ; it has only
thrown another wantle of ice around your
frozen eelf.  Pray tell me how your hus-
band likes the companionship of the statu-
ary I have chilled.”

“Edward Denmore, how dare you say
this to me? Uow dere you spesk such
words of my noble husband? I see you.do
not understand me. Listen! Three years
ago I was betrothed to you. T laid upon
your heart's unworthy sbrine my woman’s
pure, first love. In less than one year you
distrusted me, 81.d in a moment of anger
threw back thelove I gave. You believed
the words of a discarded suitor whose soul
was so small that he gratified his feelings
of pique at my refusal by telling you that
I bad once confessed I loved him, and ma-
ey other things my lips shall not repeat
At the first burst of cruel words from you,
my girlish beart was grieved ; butin an in-
stant, when I knew their cause, my grief
was gone. Contempt broke every throb of
love I ever felt for you. I did not kate you,
and I wondered that I did not: my guardi-
an angel was nearin that terrible hour, and,
with her white wings fanned aside the breath
of hatred ere it bad been blown through
the chambers of iny heart. Butscorn sat
upon her throne, and, ere she laid down
her sceptre, had crushed out all the love
my being ever knew. One vear ago, to-
vight I was wedded. But I did not give
my hand, as perhaps you thiok, without
telling my husband of our engagement and
its termination, I respected him fully—
this I said. Aye, I repgarded bhim more
than any other person; but I had no love
for an buman being. Affection was anoi-
hilated from roy nature. He took the little
I had to give,and gave me the name I so
proudly bear. I have done; know that it
was not you that ‘chilled the statuary,’ but
the spirit of contempt that abode in my bo-
som, when I learned the unworthifless of
the object upon which T had lavished so
much. Since then no, the regard
I 70w bear my husband is something far
too sacred to be spoken of to you.

He made no reply. Mrs. Clifton swept
from the conservatory, but, before she reach-
ed the parlors every vestige of ber emotion
was gone. She had o long been cold and
calm, thst her exterior continued envelop-
ed in iciness,

That night, after the guests were gone,
Sybil glided to the side of her husband,
and winding her white arms around his
neck, said, with tears in bereyes,—

“My precious husband.”

8he loved him, and the magoificence a-
round her did not mock the bitter anguish
in ber soul—the heart beating beneath her
robe - was not erying out in agony—the
sounds smothered by the velvet folda above
it. Beneath the marble exterior there had

been re-lighted the lamp of affection.— Wa-
wverly Magazine,

BzcrETs—A eecret is like silonce, you
cannot talk about it, and keep it ; it is like
money—when once you know there is any
concealed, it is half discovered; ‘“My dear
Murphy I aaid an Irishioan to his friend,
“why did you betray the secrét I told you "
“Is it betrayipg you oal! it Sare, when I

1 do wall to tell it to somebody that eou’d "

fonud | waso't able to keep it myself, didu't |

ABBEVILLE, SOUTI[ CAROLINA, FRIDAY MORNI

COTTOR CULTURE IN CUBA.
The Havanua correspondent of the

Charleston Courier, writing under date of
June 10th, says: “The WBritish Consul
General will be en route to England  before
this reaches you,to promote the interests
of the Cotton Growing Compauy, in Eng-
land, and other European countries. So
your colton growers must be on the look
out, or Cuba will drive them from some of
the European markets, I do not write this
in jest, but with more of sorrow than any
other feeling.”

That a well concerted and powerful ef-
fort is about to be made to grow cotten on
a large scale on the fertile islund, is a fact
worth considering. Coolie lubor, obtained
at & mere nominal price, is to be used 1o
cultivate the plant; and as the supply of
the Asiaticos is ten-fold iarger than that of
the Africans would be, if free trade existed
alike in both, slave holders have far more to
fear fromn this new source of compelition
than is generally believed. Tn the same
letter this correspondent says :

“The French ship Alexandre arrived on
the 27th ult,, from Macao via Si. Ilelena,
in one hundred and ninety-five days, with
three hundred and ninety-seven “Asiaticos

[free calonisis,” consigned 1o Messrs, Fernan-

dez & Schimper, of thiscity. There were
thirty-seven deaths on the passage. The
American ship ‘Live Yankee' arrived 2d
instant, from Macao via the Cape of Guod
Hope, in eighty-eight days, with seven hun-
dred and eighty-eight Asiaticos. She bad
but twelve deaths on the passaga.”

When every “live Yankee” is able to
bring seven hundred and eighty-eight labor-
ing people from China in eighty-eight days,
ready to engage at ance in the cultivation
of cotton, in every West India island, and
in Central America, it is easy to see how a
powerful competition may grow up in our
immediate vicinity in the production of this
great Southern staple.  Our exclusion of
both Coolies and negroes operates as a boun-
ty on the importation of both Africans and
Asiatics, into Cuba, to grow the crops which
might enrich our own agricullurists, our
commerce, and our manufacturers, We
copy from the Courier, another paragraph
frotn the pen of thu same writer : )

“On the 30th ultime, about half past 5
o'elock, p. m,, quitea crowd was attracted
to the wharf to see a Lark towed in by the
Regla steamer Jir, whose crew only consist-
ed of two or three persons; she proved to
be our old acquaintance, the J. J. Cobb, of
New York, which sailed lust December on
a pretended legal voyage to the coast of
Africa, but which legal voyage, there isam-
ple proof on board of her, was for a cargo
of slaves, which liad been landed and the
bark was then abandoned. She was found
derelict twenty-five miles from land, the pan
of Matanzas bearing S. 8. W, by the schoon-
er Cumberland, of New York, who brought
her to this port, where she now is. The
bark Ardennes, about which so much was
said and written near the end of last year,
is also expected daily to arrive from the
coast of Africa, with a eargo of Africans.
Thus, the ‘stars and stripes’ have again, in
Lwo inslances, been used as a shield to pro-
tect the Spaniarda in the African slave
trade.”

Taking all the facts together, as present-
ed in th&current history of Cuba, they fur-
nish much food for grave reflection. Be-
yond all question, a double slave trade ex-
ists—carried on between China and Cuba
by “live Yankees;” and between Cuba and
Africa, under the folds of the “Stars and
Stripes.” The present policy of the Uni-
ted States creates and sustains this doubls
traffic in persons held to service; and who
will say that our system has improved one
odious feuture of the slave trade as it exist-
ed sixty yearsago? What is to be the fi-
nal result of the constant importation of
colton growers from Africa and Asia into
all parts of the New Werld, where the cli-
mate is adapted to to the production of ths
great staple, except into the Southern
States! We present the naked facts as fur-
nisbed from a reliable source, for the con-
sideration of intelligent readers. Wo may
close our eyes, but that will not extinguish
the light of day.—Fields and Fireside,

Some one blumed Dr. Marsh for chang-
ing his mind. ®Wall,’ said he, ‘that is the
difference between a man and a jackass;
the jackass can’t change his mind, and the
roan can—it's a human privilege.! .

A liwle girl, showing her little cousin
about four gears old, a star, said, “That star
you see up therg is bigger than this world.
‘No, it ain't,! enid he, *Yes, itis’ ‘Then
why don't it keep the rain off '

An honest old lady, when told of her
Mougin’s death, exclaimed, ‘Waell, I do de=
clare, our troubles never come alone! It
ain't & week since T lost myg best hen, and
now dear Tom bas gone, too, poor man I’

A benevolent lady visited the jail, and
nsked a prisoner,. ‘What_are you in for?
For stealing a horse.’  *Are you not sorry 1
Yes! ‘Won't you try and do better next

HIRING CHEAP HELP.
BY INA CLAYTON.

“Iusband, it will not answer for us to
hire such dear help ; two dollars & week is
altogether too much ; only think, if we
could hire for half that amount I might
have a little “pin money"” ocensionally; but
DoW every cenl we can get goeslo pay a
hired girl. Shall I find a girl who will
work for a dollar a weck and tell"Margaret
to leave 7"

“If you bave a mind to, Lucinda, but I
am afraid you will regret it, Margaret is so
reliable.”

Nevertheless Mrs. Dunham did  dismiss
Margaret, the faithful and trusty servant,
and in ler stead she procured the services

of a young, inexperienced girl, whose wa-
ges were small, an-l whose stock of patience
or application to business of any kind was
ditto. The bavoc she made among the
glass ware and crockery was immense ; the
biouse from allic 1o cellar was in a state of
disorder.  Mr, Dunham was daily vexed in
conscquence of irregular meals, and poor
at that, so what was to be dome. Mrs.
Dunbam's health was delicate, and to be
burdened with so much care was unendu-
rable ; and afier all no money was saved in
the change of affairs, as a washerwoman
must be hired every week; this yeung Su-
san could not wash it she did agree to at
first.

After due consideration Mrs. Dunham
dismissed Susan.  ITer successor was au
Irish vixen of some forly years. After the
bargain wns closed, and it was agreed that
a dollar a week should be the recompense
of this rather antique specimen of Erin’s fair
isle, she was aided by Mrs, Dusham in the
kitehen,  “Dinab was herself.”  Mrs. Dun-
ham, not supposing herself in peril of life
or limb, commenced giving lier orders in
ber calm and usual way,

The shrew turned a wild, searching eye
on her mistress, and thus commenced -

“And dont you think, morm, that the
likes of me that has kept house for me
hoosband nigh on to these twenty years can
wash the diskes and cook the puarate with-
out your orders? am I the great greenh ora
that wants yestanding over me? Uch! and
if this is the way, Dora O'Flynn will soon
take a new mistress.”

Disheartened, and without making a re-
ply, Mrs. Dunham returned to the gilting-
room, perhaps to reconnoiter in her mind
the propriety of hiring cheap help.

A week passed, during which time Mrye,
Dunham was anything but mistress of her
own houseliold, Dora assuming the utmost
authority, and wholly despising the counsel
of Mrs. Dunbam.—Finally a colored girl
offercd herservices. She had the reputa-
tion of Leing “light fingered,” consequent-
Ir found it difficult to procure work ; but
as she asked but small remuneration for her
services, and was expert in business, Mrs,
Dunham concluded to hire ber, determining
to keep all her valuables under lock and
key, aud to watch her with all the vigilance
the case required. The negress Catharine
pleased Mis. D. in every 1espect; she did
the work admirably, waited on company
superbly, pulled the wool over Mrs. Dun-
ham’s eyes in & wanner to be wondered at,
and ere many wecks Mrs. Dunbam felt no
reluctance to trust Catharine with anything
the house afforded. Ere many months Mrs,
Dunham was seized with an illness which
for many long days threatened to terminate
fatally. Catharine was constantly by her
side. At length Mrs. D,came to look upon
her with a feeling kindred to affection, so
indefatigable and self sacrificing did she ap-
pear to her mistress. Mrs. D. was recov-
ering when one morning Catharine was
missing ; access was had to her room, but
she was not there; suspicion began to a-
wake in the breast of Mrs. 1. as well as
that of her busband ; the drawers, ward-
robes, and in fact the entire house was
searched, and an exclamation point may fol-
low! somo four hundred gollars worth of
jewelry, and silver-plate was missing, besides
a vast amount of valuable clothing.—In-
stant measures were taken to find the fugi-
tive, but it proved a fruitless search.

Mrs. Dunham immediately despatched a
message o Marpgaret, beseeching ber to re-
turn, assurifg her she shonld want for a
home no more while she lived ; accarding-
ly Margaret, the long tried servant, return-
ed, and Mrs, !%_pnham was not afterwards
heard to speak in favor of chesp help.

— . —

A mopEsT REQUEST.—When the Duke
of Ormonde was made Lord Lieutenant of
Ireland, in Queen Anne's reign, one of his
friends applied to him for some preferment,

be made Lord Cbief Justice of the King's
Bench. This, however, is surpassed by
Horace Walpole's anecdote of a humane
Jailer in Oxfordshire, who made the follow-
ing application to one of his h pris-
oners :—“My good friend ! I bavo a’ little
favor Lo ask of you, which, from yosr oblig
ing disposition, I doubt not you wilPgrant.
You are ordered - for-exeoution on Friday
wosl, Lbaves particular gagement gn

b Y, U sl two
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adding that he was willing to accept either | ;
a bighopric, or a regiment of horse—or to |

that day; if-it. makes no difference to. you,

NG, JULY 15, 1859.

CHAUNCEY LEWIS, THE S8OLDIER BOY.

A boy fifteen years of age was standing
before the open door of a Connecticut farm.-
bouse with a little fowling piece upon his
shoulder, while a matronly looking woman
was standing in the doorway and gazing
with moistened eyes upon him.

“Go, miy son,” she said, “but remember,
when amid the smoke and heat of the battle,
the sentence in the blessed book I have giv-
en you, “the werciful shall obtain merey.”?

“T will not forget it, mother,” he replied,
“but our company is waiting, and now,
farewell 7"

“Good by, my son"—she kissed bim as
she spoke—“and may e who has for two
score years watched over the mother, pro-
tect the son 17

A cloud of smoke hung over and envel-
oped the Dblood stained soil of Bunkers
Hill. A noble looking man, in the uniform
of an American general was slowly retreat-
ing with his fuce to the foe.—The sharp re-
port of a single rifle was beard, and War-
ren fell 1 A young soldier almist—a boy
—sprang towards him and lified his kead ;
at the same instant a giant grenadierin the
British uniform, came charging at Lim with
leveled  bayonet.

To draw an old rusty horse pistol from
his breast present and fire it, at the approach-
ing foe, was but the work of a moment,
The grenadier full, wounded, and seizip- " o
sword of Warren which had fallen from his
grasp, the boy soldier ran ar * raised it over
the red coat to dispateh him.

But why does he pause when the sword
is uplifted, and allow it to full slowly to his
side, and then turn away and strike not 7

Ile remembers the injunction of that mo-
ther, whom two months ago he left in the
door of the open farm-house, “Remember,
my son, amid the smoke and heat of battle,
‘The merciful shall obtain Mercy.'”

The tide of battle had swept like a whirl-
wind over the plains of Trenton. The Brit-
ish cavalry bad ridden with irresistible force
over a detachment of men and boys, form-
ing a portion of the left wing of the Amer-
ican army, and among the dead and dying,
lay a Loyish soldier wounded, and with his
right arm broken.

A merciless party of Hessians were rang-
ing over the fivid murdering and plundering
those who had fallen. They approached
the boy soldier, who dauntlessly awaited the
impending death, and one of them drawing
bis sword was about to plunge it into the
boy’s side, when agigantic red coated gren-
adier rushed between the boy and the mur-
derous Ilessian and struck up the weapon.

“Hold, ruffians! That boy spared my
life at Bunker's Hill. It is now my turn,”
and raising him in bis strong arms, he bore
bim from the bloody soil toa placa of safe-
ty.

Ab! low those parting words of his mo-
ther again ran through his brain and made
sweet music in Lis soul. “Remember, my
son, when amid the smoke and heat of bat-
tle, that *The merciful shall obtain Merey.'”

It was never forgotten, and when a little
more than two years ago I stood sbove the
venerated form, and gazed upon the calm
features of the aged boy soldier, whose life
had peacefully gone out like the last flicker-
ing of a candle which bas burned dowu in
its socket, I thought of those words, and in
imagination could sea the parting of mo-
ther and son, at the old farm-house eighty-
three years ago.—N. V. Waverly.,

T ————
TirLe or Books.—Decoys Lo cateh pur-

chasers. There can be no doubt that a
bappy name to a book is like an agreeable
Appearance to a man ; but if 1n either case
the finRl do not answer to the first impres-
sion, will not our disappointment add to the
severity of our judgement? “Let me suc-
deed with my first impression,”” the biblio-
polist will ery, “and I ask I no move. The
public are welcome to end with condemn-
ing, if they will only begin with buying.
Magtireaders, like the tuft-honters at college,
are 'efig'ﬁtw titles,” How inconsistent
are ouf notiops, of worality ! No man “of
honor would open-a. letter that was not ad-
dressed to him, though be will oot scruple
to*open a book under the same circumstan-
ces. - Colton’s “Lacon™ has Fone through
thirteen editions, and yet it is addressed “to
these who think.” Had the author substi-
tuted for these words, “those who think
they are thinking,” it might not have Bad

‘| o extensive a sale, although it would bave

‘been directed taya much larger olass. He
bss ehown agddress in his.address,

O

gave b HNd Wgh
yoursdlf, aff e headand I ss-
sure you m sot. who you are

The follgwing ]

in_the iriedo
-Swlﬂ’ﬂ. .
thiel may &ave (hesn
Ap Irish posgboy, having driven Bheri-
dan &long stage during torrants of rain, the
htfqilﬂ:h.hﬁi. ‘Pat, are ‘you, ol vai

wet #~~No, plaso your honor, T'm vy ’
i tbe arch apawer, T

BPE | master hauls ont agigs

ABLE IN ADVAXNCE
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WHY THIs INTENSE DESIRE FOR WEALTH!
.“'1'.[10 reply is, it results from the indis-
cruminate respect paid to wealth.
“To be distinguished from the common
herd—10 be somebod

Y—to make a nnme,
a position—t(his is

the universal ambition H
and every one finds that to accumulate
riches, is alike the surest and the ensiust
way of fulfilling his ambition. Very ear.
ly in life all earn this.  A¢ school, the conrt
puid {o one whose purents have called in
their carricge to see him, is conspicuous ;
while the poor boy, whose insufficient stock
of clothes implies the small means of his
JSamily, soon has burnt tnto his memory
the fuct thut poverty is contemptible. On
entering the world, the lessons (hat may
have been taught about the nobility of self-
sacrifice, the reverence due to genius, the
admirablencss of high integrity, are quick-
ly neutrulized by counter experienoa men's
actions proving that these are not their
standards of respect,
that while abundant outward marks of de-
ference fromn fellow-citizens may almost
certainly be gained by directing every en-
ergy to the accumulation of property, they
are but rarely to be gained in any other
way ; and that even in the few cases where
they are otherwiso gained, they are not
given with entire unreserve, but are com-
monly joined with a more or less manifest
display of patronage. When, seeing this,
the young man further sees that while the
acquisition of property s quite possible
with his medicore endowments, the ac-
quirement of distinction by brilliant discov-
cries, or leroic nets, implies faculties
and feelings which he does not pos-
sess; it is not difficult to understand
why he devotes himself heart and soul to
business,

“We do not mean to say that men act
upon the consciously reasoned-out con-
clusions Lhus indicated ; but we mean that
these conclusions are the unconsciously
formed products of their daily expetience,
Fiom early chidhood the sayings and do-
ings of all around them have generated the
idea that wealth and respectability are two
sides of the same thing. This ides, grow-
ing with their growth, and strengthening
with their strength, becomes at lust almost
what we may call an organic conviction.
And this organic conviction it is which
prompts the expenditure of all their energies
in money-making. We contend that the
chief stimulus is mnot the desire for the
weilth itself ; but for the applause and po-
sition which the wealth brings. And in
this belief we find ovrselves thoroughly at
one with various intelligent traders with
whom we have talked on the matter, It is
incredible that the men should make the
sacrifices, mental and bodily, which they do,
merely to get the material benefits of mon.
ey. '

Tue Torg AsD THE Russian.—One of
the most amusing of our acquaitances was
the gentleman with whom I bad the horor
of sleeping on the billiard-table, He was
a long, sallow Pole, observant and satirical,
and full of ludicrous stories of his Turkish
co-religionists. How far these tales were
literally true, whether he ever allowed one to
fall flat through a servile adberence to mat-
ter-of-fact—I do not undertake to say ; but,
true or false, his stories were given with a
knowledge and mimicry of Turkish man-
ners that made them delightful to hear.
At the risk of its falling flat second band,
I cannot resist telling one. A Turkish and
8 Russian efficer, on some occasion of truce,
had scratched up an acquaintance. As
they sat together, the conversation turned
on the comparative perfection of discipline

troops bad been brought. To give a spec-
imen, the Russian calls in his orderly.
“Ivan’ eays he, “you will go to such-and-

tobacco ; pay for it, and brirg it straight
home.” Ivan salutes and goes. The Rus-
sian pulls out his watch, “Now Ivan is go-
ing to the tobaconist ; now he is thero ; now
heis paying for the tobacco ; now e is
coming home; now he is on the stairs ;
oow heis here—Ivan 1" Ivan comes in, sa-
lutes, and hands over the tobacco. “Pek
guzel,” saysthe fat Turk, with s condes
cending bow, benignly, balf shutting his
eyes the while; “very nice indeed ; but my
orderly will do a3 much—Mustafa,” “Ef.
fendim I” “says Mustafa, bursting into the
room and touching his chin and forehead in
the curious double-action salute of the
Turkish soldier. He receives the eame di-
rections, word for wo departs. His

such 28 Turks delight in, and. proceeds, in
imitatios of jhe Russian, to tick off Musta-
fa's supposed performance. “Now be 1
ing ; now be is there; now he is phylog ;
now be ia coing-dsome ; ibw R is ,berer—
Mugtafal” “Effendim {” ion Mostaf
#gaid bursting.jo.. “Whare's the tobacond”
“Papouckler boulmadim—Ibevii's. foand
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and obedience to which their respective
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i THE ZOUAVES AND THE TURCOS.

| The newspaper correspondents from Iin-
ly, and Paris story tellers gives us all sorts
of reporis and anecdotes about the Zouaves,
the Turcos, and other new species of

troops
now in Taly,

The Zouaves at Palestro,
they tell us, got their baga«l tronser lega
so wety and therefore so heavy, in crossing
some low lands, that wlen ordered to the
charge, they cast off their trousers and ran
to the Austrians, bayonet in hand, bare
legged ! The corps hins been so wild, it is
also arlded, rud so little ye
and teum, thag the I
certain num !y

aardful of meuwm
Smperor summoned a
* of them, and told them he
would order them buck to Afiica and to
France, if anything of the like oceurred
again; whercupon, it is edid, they cried
like children, and pramised good behavior,

The Turcos are a new race of men on
the European ficld of buttle, or at least, not,
there scen or known since (he days of 1an-
nibal, who led their ancestors into Italy,—
They are Mobammedans under Irench offi-
cers, and sub-officers, natives of Aliica, a-
bout Algiers.  We have to-day the first ac-
count from on the field of battle, in the cor-
respondence of (he Constitutionnel, from
Fovara, June 4th, MeMabfu's division is
made up of these troops, und others from
Africa, The correspondent had just beard
of this division at Magenta, where they at.
tacked the Austrians protected by their can-
non.  “Like tigers” (says the writer) they
precipitated themsslves upon the Austrians,
crying “vietory,” even iafore lhey.lla_d:.';'dis
charged their guns. The attack s said to
lave exhibited one of the strangest and
most terrible spectacles of war. The Tur
cos threw themselves upon the enemy like
the savages of Cooper, without mercy or
quarter.  Soon & horrible melee occurred.
The voice of the canuon even was drowned
by the savage cries of the Turcos—cries not
the chaunt of victory, nor the plaints of the
dying aod wounded. All the language of
Mahomet can muster of i mpereations broke
forth from them in isolated groups, where
one Turco would often be seen struggling
against three or four Austiians, When the
Austrians ran, and the strifo was over, the
kpectacle was not less strange. The fanat-
ie conquerors rolled upon the earth, and un-
der the inspiration of some Alrican war
song, they danced the most frantjc species
of dances, ami'st bursts of laughter, and
frightful cries, that started even their com-
panions in arms. Some of them Liad fore-
ed their prisoners to sit beside them, and
upon these poor prisoners at first they glar-
ed, as the lion glares upon ita prey; and
then, with a species of fascination, as is they
pitied the poor creatures now without means
of defence. In other parts of thie fuld they
lay down upon the ground, exhausted with
fatigue, and recovering their strength in
sleep.

A Crassic Mesory.—The courage, ten-
derness, or superstitions of the ancients have
invested almost every period of time with
associations which sawaken within - our own
bosom responsive echoes of admiration,
sympathy, or pity. The early Romans be.
liaved themseives to be Lauated and dis-
tressed by tbe souls of the dead, which re.
turned in darkness to the scenes of their
living joys and sorrows, They were call-
ed lemures, lamic—ghosts, spectres ; and
8 ceremony, called lZemuria, lemuralia, or
remuria, was on the nights of the Oth, 12th,
and 13th. of May, in order to persuade or
force them to retire to the place of shades,

About midnight the head of the families
rose without noise, and went with bare feet
to a fountain, snapping his fiogers the
while as & protection from his disembodied
persecutors, He washed his liands as si-
lently as possible, and, returning, took seme
beans in his mouth. Thess were black, in
allusion to the time selected for ghostly
visitation. Without looking around the
pater familias thyow these nine times over
his head, repeating each time the worde,
“These I send ; with thess beans I redeem
me and mine,” A second time he waslies
his hands, and whilg si riking a hollow cop-
per vessel cvied nine times in a voice of
humble supplication, “Ye souls of my an.
cestors depart.” He then looked about
bhim and retired ; after which, as it was
thought, the spirit gnthered the Beans and
carried them carefully away.,

rr—

A Yankeo who had seen Powers’ Greck
8Slave, and who was asked if he was not in
raptiires with it, replied—Well, to tell' you
the truth, I don't care much about them
stone gals :

The saying in answer to a stranger, who
was obsarviog how tall his trees grew, ‘that

bad hothing clse to do!” was'a quaing
mixtdre of wit and bumor,

e e e
-#Qmuaiqwly called ‘one of the most
@lorious works of heaven ;' and she is nsort
| of work that we Jike to address ourselves to,
i 3] Emmsaman S S g

Fow thingsare more agreeabls to self-lore
than reverige, nd yet no other cause so <.
fectuatly vestraink from Tovenge-«s self love,
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