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9 Feautiful Sory.
From t;m Southern Literary Messenger.

RAPHAEL'S COURTSHIP;

OR, THREE HUNDRED THOUSAND TO
NOTHING.

S

I.
RAPHAEL.
On a cold winter's day, not many years since,
Mr. Raphael Inky, editor, author and poet, was
sitting in his garret reflecting. In his garret we
sav—for this salubrious species of residence is
well known to have been, time out of mind, the
peculiar haunt of literary men.
Perhaps you are not acquainted with Raphael.
The fact is not extraordinary ; modesty has pre-
vented him from courting attention—modesty,
the besetting weakness of the literary guild—the
sole foible of a class otherwise almost if not quite
perfect. We shall not divulge the titles of his
great productions; however ;: nor is it our inten-
tion to write his biography. It is only a “pas-|
sage in the life’’ of Raphael, which we design
recording—to which we may append a few illus-
trative details. |
Like most young poets, then, let us hasten {o
say, Raphael has Leen annoyed very nearly to
death by the persecuting attentions of young
and beautiful heiresses, 2 score of whom have
tried to marry him. It is true that this fact
micht have been taken for granted ; inasmuch as
this is the invariable experience of young litera-
feurs : and only the experienced and unobserv-
ant, adhere to the exploded opinion that our
vouthful damsels prefer wealth to fame in gentle-
men, their sunitors. We hasten, however, to as-
sert the fact in regard to Raphael, lest from the
peculiarity of his residence, it might be supposed
that he was an exception to this well-established
rule.
It is only necessary to add here. that Mr. Ra-
phael Inky was what is known in London, as a
‘“‘literary Bohemian;'’ and indeed, when we pre-
sent him to the reader, he is composing & ro-
mance of that country, “‘Sclavonikoff, or the
Beautiful Maid of the Danube.”’
The fatal ball has just entered the bosom of
the lovely Gregorinska, when steps are heard
upon the stairwav—Raphael’'s—and ere leng a
visitor opens the door in a famiiiar way, and
hails the occupant in the followgnge terms, gently
drawled :
‘‘How 4've, Raphe—how goes it, old feilow 7
The visitor is a young man dressed in the
height of the fashion ; with rather an insipid air:
and apparently literary—in a small way.
“Welcome, Charles,”” says Mr. Inky. leaving
Gregorinska extended at full length tpen the
floor of the palace, ‘‘what news?"”
‘““Well really, none that I've lLeard of,”" re-
plies Charles, sitiing down in a languid way.
““there is a party at Smaythe’s to-night though.
Got a card.”’
‘“Yes,”” savs Raphael, running his fingers
throuch his hair—Ranhael has very fine hair,
and indeed is a very handsome fellow—*‘there
upon the table. Literature, Charley, is getting
respectable.”
‘‘Rather! Butlsav, ain'told Smytheasnob?”’
“Asnob! I'm surprised to hear an admirer of
Miss Almira utter such a sentiment.”’
“Miss Almira? Yes—aw—well, T must say
Miss Almira is good looking—in fact she's charm-
ing. Why don’t you go in there, muy boy 77
Raphael smiles. _
‘Do you kuow I'm thinking of it?"" he says.
Charley returns the smile in a manuner rather

fowoal. - - ' — - :
¢ Are von, really 777 he says.

“Why not?”’

“‘By Jove! she does like you. Yon literary
fellows have everything your own way, by
ieorge.’’

¢ You are literary.”’ "

¢ A little,”’ says Charley, somewhat more cheer-
fully, ¢I ratber flatter myself that the last son-
nst, commencing, ‘Divine angelic being of the
cerulean heavens,’ was not bad.”’

“Tt was charming. The circulation of the
¢ fleliotrope * has increased immensely since 1ts
publication.™

‘“You don’t say =o0.”’

““The publishers do—within the last weck,
that is. Now since your sonnet appeared in the
last issue—1I leave vou to draw the inference.”

“You flatter me, I fear,”” replies Mr. Charley
Winterfield. caressinz his chin with a modest
air, “‘really now !”’

“‘Why not present a copy to Almira.”

T will !’

““T shall be there to watch the effect. You un-
derstand, there are a very few young ladies who |
are unmoved by being addressed as ‘Divine,’
¢ Angelic,” and soforth. I should’'nt feel the
least surprise if that sonnot brouglht you, in ciear
cash, ten thousand a year.”

¢:0Oh ! you attribute my attensions to her fath-
er's wealth—to—"’

¢“Money? How could you libel my friendship
so, my dear Charles. The practice of marrying
for money is confined to the lower closses of so-
ciety.”’

“So it is.”’

“‘Now, you are of our best society—you are
an aristocrat, in fact.”’ | -

‘““No, no,”’ says Mr. Winterfield, with a depre-
cating movement of the hand.

‘‘Yes—you must not deny it,”’ continues IRa-
phael, smiling, ‘“‘we fellows of the second rank—
we literary men—are always willing to recoguise
the merit of birth, though we do not possessit.”

‘‘Really now, Raphe,”’ says his friend, with a
polite air, ‘I should not think you were ob-
scure.’’ ,

““Obscure? Good—I am indebted to you for
an excellent word. Well, no—our family have
been prominent; my grandfather was a circus
clown.”

¢:Is it possible !’’

“‘But rose in his profession, and coming final-
ly to low comedy, was very popular in the ‘Beg-
[;lllf’!i_1:)[llifﬁlh;’ n : )

Raphael utters this information with aun air of
honest pride, which is very striking.® e

¢:{/Well—I never should have supposed it,”’
says his friend rising, ‘‘some day you shall teli
me vour history. At present T must get on—
just dropped in. DBe at Smythe’s to-night, you
paid ?*°

$Yes,”

t*Well, au revoir, my dear fellow."

And Mr, Charley Winterfield put on his shawl, |
and left the sapctum of the author. |

Raphael sat for a few moments with his eyes |
fixed upon the door tiircugh which his friend |
had disappeared ; and as he reflected, 2 broad
smile gradually expanded upon his countenance.

¢4] have it!”’ he said, suddenly turning to the |
table again, ‘‘he shall be Gregorinska's other
lover !” 2]

Ané running his fingers violently thrfmgh his |
hair, Mr. Raphael Inky stabbed the inkstand
with his pen, and began to scratch away upon
his manuscript. The other lover of Gregorinska
was not then to be depicted, however. At the
end of his first paragraph, a second step was,
heard upon the staircase, and bitting his mus-|
tache—Raphael had a mustache—the author
cried ‘“‘come in !’ |

e TE—TEE,

I1.
RAPHAEL BUYS A MANUSCRIPT. |
. "*The door opened and a lovely girl, of zzu.bt::nut;I
nineteen, presented herself upon the threshold— |
blushing and hesitating whether she should ad-|
vance, * : |
.~ No sooner had Raphael canght sight her coun-

 finer courtesy, than

' But why should we?

The young girl, who was very thinly and

poorly clad, approached in a hesitating and con-
 strained way ; and took the seat which Raphael

hastened to present.
and stirred the fire.

When an individual attacks the fire under
these circumstances, it is very apt to be because

He resumed his own seatf,

he finds some difficulty in opening the conversa-

tion. Mr. Raphael Inky conceived the idea of
asserting that it was a most unpleasant evening—
but this, he refiected suddenly, was an obvious
fact. What would a voung lady of intelligence
think of him? So Raphael cleared his throat
and poked the fire again.

The voung lady came to his assistance.
blush had not disappeared from her cheeks—on
the contrary, it deepened as she spoke.

“T thought I would come and ofier “you a
story—which—I have written,”” she said with a
tremor in her voice, ‘‘vou were very kind on
the—last occasion—and though it is very disa-
creeable, sir—"’

“Kind ! No, indeed !"" interrup
“indeed, your tale was me
and the pukblishers of the
with it !’

Which last observation was a fib, for aught
that Mr. Raphael knew—the publishers of the

The '

paper which he edited having expressed no opin- . : 1
'erace himself by proving what was false;

ion, good or bad, of the article in guestion.
am very glad,”” was the low reply of the
rirl, *buat, indeed, you were very, very kind.”’

Her voice tiltered as she spoke; but she did
not pause.

“] have writien another story, sir, which I
think much better than the first : and they would
not take it, at two plaees which I went to: I
thought they would, and we—needed—some
money—’

The words now seemed to be forced out bLiy
resolute will; for the girl’s lips trembled, and
her breast becan to hegve.

“My fatlier is sick, sir,”” she continued, her
eves filling suddenly with long repressed tears,
“and I was (ﬂnlij_:'-‘d to  come—indeed, indeed,—
I weould not trouble you—if—"'

There, at last, was the deffinite break down.—
These words ended in a sob, which forced itselt
from the heart throngh the hips.

Raphael Tuky’s smiles and carelesseess had all
dizappeared—the literary jester had given place
to the simyple geatleman. If he conid had dried
those tears of the poorly-clad girl with the sacrni-
fee of all which he possessed in the world, they
would instantly have dizsappeared from her eves.

““PDo not pain we,”” he now said in a voice as
sibdued nearly us her own, by saving that you
trovlle me. ] know, Miss Burbank, that vou are
a true and fuithful dangliter to an excelient

thoueh gnfortunate man:

and it is my pride and
pleasure to be able to relieve your anxiety. Pray
do not weep any more—yvou
ereatly.”’

The noblest gentleman in the world could not

have spoken with a tone of greater

acitation nains me

LB

telicacy, or
our Dolicimian, as he thus
addressed the yvounz woman,

“But—von are very, very kind—ind
never thank _\'l!il-—-“ _
her eves with averted face, “'stiil—] cannot
cept—charity—sick as my futher is. Please loo
at what | bring, sir.”’

And she took from a basket beneath
and worn shawl a packagce of paper, hil
writing in a delicate running hand, which
held toward Mr. l:;lz‘r‘f!.‘."l hﬂ-‘._‘f.

We think Mr,
sion, a delicacy and sense of propriety,
ly worthy of praise. A rough, kind-hearted per-
son, would have forecd meney into the girl's
, e, B SN -
this willipely ;7

TOn0ne LRV

1 T
ey, 1 €N
¥ i B sREAR | t 'Ill:-.... 1.-:.-‘ |"I"'.;'l.-
I- Ill..!‘-1n.l1 k tl . & oa & W s T 9

1 Re RS aws) . b | - B il
ANAY QIsPHIAYed, nixn ¢

ciainent-

Cand the poor girl would have
v relieved, but sorrowfully: ealin, but
humiliated. Mr. Raphael Inky did much better,

He carefully opened the MS., which was styled
‘“*The Fortunes of an COrphan,”” beld it up be-
tween his face that of the voune lady:
urned over leat afler ]{;:ti at 1ntervals of two or
three miinutes, and finally ﬂPiu sited At ;a_f"--r'
making a great ado at counting the pages, In
drawer of his oaken table. Mr. Raphael liad
read precisely two lines:

F ]
l-t!-\.'l

in which lackily oc-

curred ‘‘the blue-eved Ellen ;77 ““Alfred, with s
t4)

noble smile:’’ and “‘the stolen casket.”’

“Your tale, Miss Durbank,”” said Mr. Inky,
“appears to be admirable, and executed with
rare dramatic power. You will pardon me for
saving,’’ continued Raphael with a smile, *‘that
the Iadies generally deseribe too diffusely.
tale. on the contrary, is brilliant and pictur-
esque; summing up details with a rapidity sud
beauty rarelv found in authors of the present
day.’’

A slizht color came to the young girl's cheeks,
and - the light of gratified literary vanity shone
throungh her tears.

‘] may instance particularly,’’ added AJlr.
Inky. ‘‘the word-painting of Ellen, the heroine,
with her azure eyes ; and Alfred, the hero, with
his noble smile. 1 was especially struck also
with the device of the stolen casket; the under-

plot is admirably woven—

“J am very glad it pleases you,”” murmured
the girl, with a moisture in her eyes; but tiis
time it was a joyTul emption.

] am so much pleased, Miss Virginia,”’ said
Mr. Inky, “that I shall at once secure the MS.—
[ shall give you wmy own check, wlich Messrs.
Snell & Harvey, at the corner yonder, will give
vou the money for—the banks being closed—"
~ +But you are paying me,’”’ said the girl in the
same timnid voice, *°'1 must not—""

¢:Oh,” said Rapbiel, smiling, “I shall charge
the journal—do not.fear; we literary men never
omit these little ceremonies.”

And turning to the table, he wrote a check,
and handed it to the girl.

‘ 1'1“.1.

| write any more.

er stories of his contracts. with the ct

She looked at it,

and suddenly turned her eyes upon the young |

man. They swam in tears, and biting her red
underlip, she vainly essayed to stifle her agitation.
It was all in vain—covering her face with one

towards Mr. Raphacl, and burst into tears.

The explanation of this alarming incident lay
principally in the fact that Mr. Inky had written
a check for six times as much money as she had
ever received before, although those former pay-
ments had been very liberal. The amount wus

' hand, she extended the other holding the paper

a small fortune almost to the poor girl: and she |

had vielded to her long-repressed emotion. e
should state the sums and compare them, which
Virginia had received before, and now received.
(Our respected patron—we
speak in the literary character—old Three-per-

- cent. would turn up his bread and ruddy nose

at the amount : and very likely pish, and pshaw,
and toss away the magazine which published a
story wherein characters shed tears on such slight
provocation.

]
|
i

far away ‘‘permanent investments’
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to enlarge npon the benefit wirich a journal often
derived from a single article—the immense popu-
larity which one paper, adapted to the momenta-
ry taste of the public, secured to the periodical
in which it appeared. And Mr. Inky ended by
savine that it was not at all improbable that the
“Fortunes of an Orphan’ would prove suitable
to this ‘‘taste of the public;”” and that if this
were the fact, Miss Burbank would be greatly un-
derpaid. At the end of this oration, which oc-
cupied a quarter of an hour, the girl’'s fingers
closed upon the paper, and the tears of the jury,
if we may adopt so forced a simile, proved the
clogquence of the advocate.

Tears, idle tears, ......... SAVS the ;:I'L':Lt poctl.—
Were there ever such?  Were tears ever idle 7—
Yo they ever fail to melt the heard of a gentie-
man? It was not the merit of the Orphan's
“Fortunes’’ which had led Mr. Raphael Inky to
expend such a vast amount of sophistry and de-
ception, to attain his object—it was the piteous
face of the lovely girl, wet with tears, and agitat-
ed by emotion at the recollection of her father's
suffering, and the sudden relief vouchsafed by a
kind and merciful Providence, without whose
knowledze never a sparrow falls, and who de-
serts no child of humanity that trusts in Hn
It was this spectacle of pain and weaknes:
goodness in distress, which led Mr. Inky

l.l-hi

from the bottom of our hearts we honor him
his trickerv,
When Virginia Burbank went away, a quarter

i |

of an hour afterwards, she was smtiin

L] r: t
her tears: and Mr. Raphael

hrong
1 Inky experienced |
know not what delightful thrill through

som, when the gratitude which filled
and lovely face, Leamed full |
‘“You will let me call to-m
said, waitine upon the young

‘1 shall be \: very glad—""
mured replv. . e,

Mr. Raphael Inky closed the do
down before his fire—refleci
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lover had disappeared from his hon

moment—another heure hilled 1t.
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It 1s therefore “high i
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on Ninetv-Fourth Avenue
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we have observed,

“*Perhaps you are i
ed with Raphael Inky. We n
perhaps vou don’t know our great . 1
Smvthe :—but it is only by way of a miid and
[:}n_;'fu! jest. Every body knows Smythe.
is half brother of our respected patron old Three-
per-cent ;: and like that high minded )
extends his assistance uj
professors of art and leti : b,
vid and Kindling 1may ion, SHmythe
turned his attention to Fancy Stocks
speculative investigations in this branch of the
Fine Arts, have yiclded him an ample fortune,
which he uses for ti ' ‘ Like
all men of position, he ha but we
confideutly challenge these ill-bred encmies of
our friend and patron, to produce a singie proof
of what they assert :—or show a single instance
where he has refused to aid virtuous poverty,
with any amount of money, at four per cent, (a
month) with five or six good sureties.
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fear, or vehement desire that some one will in-

trude upon him—paralizing moonlight, languid
clances, love and sighs, and pressures of the
warm forehead on his shoulder—and the influ-

ence of the beating heart, which throbs against

his elbow.
Whatever his desire is, this intruder comes.
“Why! charmed to sce you Miss Almira,”
says the voice of Mr. Charley Winterfield, who
approrches them bowing in a petit maitre way,

“*looked eyery where for your fair face in vain !’ |

(‘harles stands acghast at the look of sudden
coldness, anger, and hauteur which the lady casts
upon him. ller brilliant eves flash with rage—

and her checks, raised suddenly from the shoul-'

der of Raphacl, grow at once pale with anger.
‘*As our promenade 18 interrupted, and thein-
uence of Dian broken for the moment,’” says
Mr. Raphael, with a smile, ‘I will yield you for
a time to Mr. Winterficld. 1 am selfish to mo-
nopolize 20 much of vour society. May I call to

see vou in the forenoon to-morrow 7°°
The lady inclines her head with a calm gueen-
v acquiescence, under which exterior beats a
tumultnous heart :—and bowing, Mr Raphael
luky, hastens back with hurried, and uneven
s, to the great ball room.

lunges into the roaring mass of excited
ladies, and intoxicated vouths—but vain-
ks to drown his agitation in the general
t Finally he empties half a bottie of

wmmpage atadraught—finds his wrapping—and
lown bLefore his dying fire and remains

ur perfectly silent and motionless. Then
-aises his head and a singular smile 1S upon
s LIps. With a itt_l;-'f'.. which he ‘E'-ith.‘
iously, he traces upen asheet of paper
“S300.000" —then beneath this the
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at last when the poor girl

JOUSE . and fO( i '.*1'.~‘. Hlt.'di-

nded. Then commenced

cele with fate. In her

at first where to turn—
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h flowery fields,

is not harrassed by cares, and when no

1s even pleasant, then, to

pursue the gracions figures of the imagination,

But when bit-

ter tears fill the eves! when the feet totter and

move faintly ! To force the imagcination 1o 11s

we rk then, 18 a task '

hearts have faiied. _

contest : from Utway who died of the crust they

threw him, to the sorrowtul and mysterious ge-
nins—the sad master of the **Raven.’

And vet thousands have achieved this mighty
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task—thousands of weak women even, ‘‘weak’’
as the world calls them. Virginia Burbank did.
Yes, with a heart full of pain and fear, she sat
at her little table and wrote her storyv of the
' H:'IJ_:;‘.H.” You could :H.;il't'l.:_"-' }L*I‘t‘ri\ ¢ N :"I;_:h
in the piece—as you search in vain for Hood's
sickness and melancholy in the jests and squibs
which he fired off so gaily. It was a tale of
ceen fields and cheerful firesides—and in these
scenes of the faney, heaven permitted the poor

died for a beer saloon, we do not deign to seri- oirl to live for hours, oblivous of all her woes.

ously notice.

She hurried back with the money she had re-

Youne men go to Smythe's partits to fuddle  ceived, and purchasing what her father needed

themselves.
pagne by dancing in a white waistcoat—and
these re-unions of our best society are regarded

They caru their supper and cham- on the way, came with a beating heart to his

bedside and displayed her treasure. The old
man smiled feebly, and replied with a Kind

by every one as a most encouraging proof of speech: but then his paramount passion gaining

that social elecance which characterizes our great | the mastery, added that the money would just:

and expanding country. ;

Raphael Inky made his way into the middle
of the immense crowd, and having saluted the
lady of the Louse, was soon executing, with the
assistance ofaMiss Almira, one of those “‘fancy’”’
dances, of which, with an hereditary partiality,
the young lady was so fond.

Almira Smythe was in love with our friend
‘anhael, whom she very singularly considered
thic }-tnssL*EEDI‘ of unlimited wealth—concealed in
from the
owner's literary eccentricidy.

- COnurse, intimate Miss Almira’semotions were mer-

Three-per-cent. hasa large amount |

in bank, and only swears and blasphemes when |

he loses any tolerable amount, or makessuch ; he |

then. he would | languishing way—and certainly something did
? | .

never cries. Where the

ask, is the sense of making an intellicent female, |
like your woman-character, fall a-snivelling at |

getting such a trifle for a paltry tale? This is
what our respected patron would be apl to say,

cenary—far from it, and there 1s every reason to

believe that Raphael’s handsome face, and ele- |
 gant bearing bad first moved her heart :—butitis |
' none the less a fact, that this somewhat lLght-

headed young lady had taken up an impression
that her lover was a man.of hidden wealth,
W hen he danced, she leaned on himin the most

malke her heart beat vividly against Raphacl's

whistcoat, when the young lady let her bright

curls ripple over his shoulder, on which her

forehead declined.

if werevealed the amount of Mr. Raphael’s check; | : N BB 4 _
I ¢ | now upon the portico : and—is it possible? Can

and as the great Three-per-cent is far too rich for
a literary man to argue with, or even reply to,
we think it best to glide over the subject in the

The moon shone beautifully as they walked |

' the head really be leaning on the young man's

' shoulder still?

above graceful way ; declaring, simply, that the |
sum was more than the poor girl had ever dream- |

ed of asking.’ _
As we have said, the young girl held the check

.‘ toward Mr. Inky ; and soon she added to this |

expressive gesture, the words, broken by sobs:
¢‘Oh, no! I cannot take it! It is more than |

oucht to have!”’
Mr. Raphael Inky put both hands resolutely

“Ilow sweet it must be to be loved !”’
‘“Yes, very sweet,”” he replies. 5
‘T wonder if any one will ever love me,’’ she

'says languidly.

“‘Can you doubt it ?” is the common-place and
callant qustion.

¢ could love—Oh ! love so passionately :—

but I am exacting. I must have one who 1s
known to fame—whose vivid imagination peo-

behind his back and bit his mustache, remaining | ples our cold world with lovely figures! lle

purchase the pistod which was needed to com-
plete his model.

Virginia softly urged that bread and medicines poet gives still freer vent to the mental 1mpulses
were most needed—and, after awhile, her father ;‘_1"(‘1
' 1 1 . ‘08 lons m
vielded with a sich to her representations, and Him. 2 : _
} ‘ : The dining in the coffee-room of the Trafalgar Hotel,

began to dream of his mechanical schemes,
girl prepared his meal—administered the medi-
cine—and then, late as it was, threw her wrap-
pine around her, and hastened to the upper part
of the town.
The pompous

We do not, of drawing room of Mrs. Smythe's splendid man-

sion, and she was soon receiving orders for some
funciful needle-work from Miss Almira.

“You do these things very well,”” said the ele-
cantly dressed young lady, with a gracious air,
“and the laces 1 gave you to do up, pleased me
very much. If possible have these ready for me
to wear to-night.’”’

|
|

crown of his head.

erally

conceal.

strong excitement of fiery thought.
curiously at him, and stop to Stare when he has
passed.
have utterly forgotten that he is not alone in his

Selected Partey.

e

i

- - —_—— e — = -

i‘rum the Louisville Journal.
THE SEA BIRD’'S TREASURLE.

1807.

|
|
'

q

No. 40.

=z

The Last of the Byron Mania. Seeking Notoriety.

Lady P., an Englishwoman of great age and | e _ :
wealth, recently died in Paris, where she had gnp?eﬂ:alsali{:{:eﬁvgg?nf Iﬁ}f].}’: of }h_at city, who
lived almost from time immemorial, and had a EJ "t o 1:1‘;',- er bosom firiends in the
SRR Z e e She resideq | Streets, on Sunday afternoon, dressed in the style
very large visiting acquaintance. She resided | oy oo poracs oty hioh 1b
in the Faubourg St. Honore, and one large room | __ ~ s gh crowned bonnet, ful-

ST hig € o B T S AL S0 e | ; . ! some laces, flashy dress o :
worthy of the genius that has made itself renowned | of Lord ]}}’I‘OH, “‘lli(:h, from i1ts extent and \'ﬂ}UE, | g et pTESS, truly a CUI‘IOSH)’, and

throughout the nation:”’

On a rock vast and hoar,
By a desolate shore,
One bright eve, as I wandered alone,
A gaunt sea-bird I spied
Look down on the tide
Dark and grim from his wave beaten throne.

Mute and motionless there,
In the sun tinted air,

And with plumage as black as the night,
That wild ocean bird seemed
LiKe the form of a fiend

Standing forth from a background of light.

A gay frelicsome breeze,
Fluttered over the seas,

And sang on till the waters were stirred,
But a strange, low lament,
With its melody blent,

As I gazed on the spectral bird.

For lo! there as he stood.
Looking down on the tlood,

I beheld fiom his white beak vnroiled,
By the warm summer air,
A long curl of bright hair,

A brown ringlet, deep tinted with gold.

Just such ringlets as grow
Above forcheads of snow,
Overshadowing earnest blue eves,
As the morning mist shrouds,
With its amber-hued clouds
The deep light of Italian skies.

“Tell me, bird, didst thou oo
Where the coral reefs grow
Around grottoes of crystal and pearl,
And most ruthlessly tear,
That rich radiant hair,
From the brow of some fair shipwreched girl!

“Or where skeletons bleach
On the wide barren beach,
When upheaved by the billowy brine,
Of all beauty bereft,
Was that {rail relic leflt
With its life-mocking lustre to shine?

““Was it there thou didst find,
'Mid the damp sea-weed twined,
That rare curl, whose soft ripples once fell
On a breast pure and white
As the mid-summer’s light,
Droping dowp 1t some stainless sea-shell ?

! sad dotl: the cleam

OOf that sunny tress seem,
As it floats o’er the smooth, sable plume,
LLike a beantiful rav,
From the soul far awavy,
Trembling still round its dark ocean-tomb.

™ - e
efangre ang

‘“For thy mate, didst thon bring
That frail, ghitteringe thing,
To be twined in her storm beaten nest?
As some heavenly thought,
In its holiness wrouehit,
Throurh the dreams of a sin tortured breast.”™

Poes a fond mother mourn
Por that fair Lead, 1now shorn
Of 11s splendor, w Lhere dark billows flow ?
ioes the lullaby still
hrough her memory thrill,
That she sang to her cliild long ago?

1}oe2 she think of that time,

W hen the sweet Sabath chimme
Called Lher up to the temple of prayer—

Of how londly she smiled

When that auburn haired child
Knelt beside her in purity there?

Even now could she press
That long glistening tress

To her sad breast, methinks it would know
From the beautiful head

She had pillowed there long, long ago.

But earth’s children must grieve,
W hether cypress-boughs weave
O’er their lost ones—or wild sca birds reap
Their rich treasures ; a moan
Goeth up to God’s throne,
From the hearts of the many who weep.

Ctill I see the rich ourl
Of that fair ship-wrecked girl,
‘Y hﬁ lit‘i '.-hrnlh.'rt‘., ALY l.rli.' storm l iilu"-‘l‘. - ‘.'Uu
And ihat bird grim and gaunt
Shall forevermore haunt
I.ike a phantom the depthis of my roul.
Cantos Prace, Nov. 15455, RosA.
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Seleeted Rliseellony.

Thomas Babington Macaulay.,

b ]
\

Mr. Reah, the London correspondent of the
[nverness Coureer, says:

*l

. when she spoke of Byron, with a languishing

clance through a pair of gold spectacles poised |
rupon a nose of immense size.
. 0ld lady did not deny having shared the passion
. of the poet, but added that this love had always

and hopelessly ugly.

. : 'S0 great was the eff '
might truly be called a Byronian Museum. The | g effect of her medizwxval costume,

: that her very feat - Taiia
aced possessor of these treasures, a woman of | y leatures partook of the spirit of

) : bt . ast ages. P - 1 1S
much intellicence and originality of character, E .31 rathy, S 11:1?, c?q_u?tmh, sweel,
g :  but withal of that staid simplicity and gentle
pretended that Lord Byron had once entertained | = . R o P e .
. ] _ he | €XPression which we recognise in old portraits
an ardent passion for her, which seemed thel '3 darley . : :
pas IC : ore | 20d Peter Parley embellisnments, over which we
more astonishing to her friends as 1t was Very |y, ., poured and pondered with something aki
apparent that Lady P. could never have been |, aflection, in our schoolboy days TE: ;:1
beuatiful, or even pretty. Her figure was short |40 400" dttiacted Ly this temporﬁ;i.ly eccentric
and ill-formed, and her features were decidedly | cone sylph was at first but slieht and her
- : . EYREN b L A
Nothing could bave been 3., had scarcely been critically observed before
she arrived at the corner of Sycamore and Bank
'streets. But here the hundred eyves of woman-
_ atching-loaferdom discovered the practical part
The sentimental | ;o 4} Joke. The rumor flew like fire, and ere
' she had reached Bollingbrook she was the ob-

harsher than the sound of her voice, except

_ _ served of all observers, tl
- been platonic on her side, and that she had | je - . a37q ande:tr?)ll?iliheg:_::;]rzst]f:}lii?r m:i;lr T
driven Byron to despair by the inflexibility of 4 ...3 - 8 I € within an

i

[ ]

!

‘had dedicated to her.
- the slightest doubt of their genuineness,

" her virtue,

ndred yards of her skirts. Becoming scared

. : . at the excite S < 1 i
Her friends delighted to draw her out on this | gojavn \Ennilsﬁfélc{ i?ti Ifllc}'r;ea[:acid.’ et_.l:ibfll{n; Annto
subject, which she illustrated with interesting | : 2 y  SSIablisnment,

: _ : : 'sent home for her ‘“‘moderns.”’
details, curious traits, and piquant anecdotes.— oderns,”” and as modestly

- : . ‘as possible, returned.

She had a casket, which she opened with com- P :

] . - . ,l . i s o o
placent pride, containing several letters from o oo o g Gon i ey

Lord Byron, and unpublished verses which he| ,-c o EIN A JUSTICE UoUrT.—Dropping into one

No one dared to suggest [0, 0Ur Justice’s Courts we happened to hit just
- el — 2 T N

as this | OPOD the time that an exciting dog case was go-

~was a sin which she never pardoned. Ing on, and a bullet headed ‘‘Deutcher”’ was un-

L of a

| der examination.

bracelet, never left her arm. The poet | .o g 5if - exclaimed one of the lawyers, for

T : . : ' no less : Y
" himielf had given hLer this portrait, and accom- less than two of the legal fraternity were em-

' panied the present with an enamored distich.— |

ployed in the important case, “now, sir, you

| Lady P. possessed five or Six other portraits Gf;have testified that you knew this dog: of what

' Lord Byron, all very beautiful
| the Lido. |

Cisinvested with a melancholy and touching charm.

- stead, the University of Cambridge, lLondon,

. land.

- Greece, the tomb of the poet. Everywhere she
 found something, and devoted to these precious !

- she formed a large collection of furniture, man-
 the dressing-case of Lord Byron, from fifteen to

' poemas, his pocket-book, his writing-desk, his hi IR _ i

' gun, his pistols, his dagger, his robes as peer of | CRirographby will enable him to put on those in-
- his letters and those addressed to him, his dress-
Cing-gown, the harness of his horse, the bed on
' which he died, and the cloak which covered him !
- when he gave up his spirit at Missolonghi, on
. Easter Mund:l}'. 1824

' den when she first met Lord Byron, and she

' tant relations, who. not having the same interest |

lowing list of heavy tax-payers in DBaltimore, |
with the sums respectively paid by each :

' Noah Walker....ceeeeeeeceneeeea 200,000
' G. W. Lurman..... SR Li Y B
{ Johns Hopkins......cc........ es 130,200
FJohn Glenn's estate............260,000

Hugh Gelston..... L e bettasrasad MUY

l James Carroll.....ovoeee

“There is a common pedestrian of London !

with their notabilites.

«

hair is cut short, and his hat fiung back on the
s ;_T'lit 13 firm and tlL‘L‘idt:d,
with a little touch of pomposity.

“‘He is ever provided with an umbrella, which

he swings and flourishes, and batters on the

pavement with mighty thumps.

e seems gen-
absorbed in exciling

ter, his eves gleam and flash. Squat as is his

firure, and not particularly fine the features,

there is an unmistakable air of mental power

and energy, approaching to grandeur, about the

He is evidently under the influence of the
’eople gaze

I,

But he heeds no one—seems, indeed, to

privacy, and pushes on, unwitting of the many
who stare and smile, or of the few who step re-

spectfully aside, and look with curiosity and re-

gard upon Thomas Babington Macaulay.
¢‘(Occasionally, however, the historian and the

stre€t well known to all who are acquainted
le is a short, stout, stur- |
dy energetic man. Ile has a Lig, round fuce, and |
large, staring and very bright hazel eves. His)|

Y m B Ay s ceseess129,000

and impulsive
thought, the traces of which he takes no pains to
His face works. his lips move and mut- |

|

|

|
i
|
[
|
{
]

 breed was he?”’

There is one |
. 3 ! ! =y 72 5 *
particularly remarkable—a full-length by Law- | Preed ! I does’ent know preed,’” answered the

; - Dutchman. evi - 3 .
rence. Another was pain ted at €nice, and | (YWell !qil‘ “if.gil'}hén; :ﬂ ;;leli.:;n-.ilngyﬁ tt
represents Byron on horseback on the banks of | e Fokadee o SRRl A £

! : ' “‘a grey hound, a spaniel or a setter ?”
The Dutchman scratched his head.

|

After the death of the poet, Lady P. collected, | Suddenly

e : : ; | the lio eyy e - . z 2
' with pious zeal, every object she could find which | the light of a brilliant idea illumimated his coun-

This: heto-worship | Zlel;liulce as he exclaimed, ‘‘he was a long headed
The explosion of mirth which followed was so
‘great that we were ejected from the premises

without ascertaining the conclusion of the case.—
Daltimore Clipper.

had once belonged to him.

To accomplish her self-imposed mission, the in-
trepid lady undertook a long pilgrimage, and
traversed all the places Byron had inbabited
from his birth to his death. She visited Aber-
deen, in Scotland, the Gothic manor of New- !

e -
A Famr Hir.—Mr. CuoATE writes a hand which

- has been compared to the autograph of a seven-

teen legged spider, just crawled out of an ink-
stand. An exchange says:

e We are it}l’qrmed that Hon. Rufus Choate will
be sent to China—not, however, by the Govern-

ment as Minister Plenipotentiary, but that he
11515 been engaged at a large salary to go out to
twenty books containing rough sketches of his, Canton, ‘-:‘IJEI‘B e swillibe employed in lettering
tea chests! 1t is said that his peculiar style of

Brighton, Spain, Portugal, Belgium, Switzer-
Lombardy, Milan, Venice, and at last

acquisitions a considerable fortune.

usceripts, arms and clothes. Among them are

England, bis purse, his rings, a lock of his hair, | cresung hieroglyphics at a much cheaper rate

than the Chinese paiters can do it.

— - — -
COLLEGIATE EDUCATION AT THE NORTH AND AT
 THE SouTH.—From a table in DeBow’s Review
for )11:;}' it appears that the number of students
= . . 1n colleges or universities in the di i
She was & mal- | ofthe union is as follows :—1In tg::ﬂ;?*i:t]g:gll:;da
‘states, 1 to 916; in the middlestates, 1 to 826: in
thenorthwesternstates, 1 to €97; and in thesodth-

Her heirs are dis- ier:n states 1 to 545. South Carolina and Geor-
gia have a lmrger proportion of college students

l-l-"-i

Lady P. was never married.

alwavs remained faithful to the platonic love
which has occupied her life.

in this Byron museum, will probably put it up

=

|  than any other states in the Union, the fi
’ . y » 47 . 10811168 ‘1 . o rSt hav-
 at auction, and the amatuers of curiosities will !mﬂubér-t?f”bunvge%m‘mmfm Carolina 13

DO

i 20 « . . N
Ileavy Tax-Payers. 7205 m Georgia 1,535.

Wisconsin has a small-
= : er proportion of college students than any state
The Clipper furnishes its readers with the fol- | in the Unien, viz.,, 1 to 4083 white inhabitants.
. ‘A LrrTee Birp ToLD ME s0.”’—This is a very
| common expression among our lady friends, and
City Taxes. |85 many who use it are unawre of its origin,
S4,500 | we suggest that it may be found in the 20th verse
1,800 lof the 10th chapter of Ecclesiastes, where the
1,700 | “'preacher’’ advises us not to speak ill of the
2,000 | King, or others high in authority, even in a co-
2,072 | vert manner, least, as he adds, ‘“A bird of the
2,072 | air shall carry the voice, and that which hath
2,964 | wings shall tell the matter.”’
1,002 | —o——
2,600 Two pedlers traveling in Centre county, Pa.,
4,800 | recently hit upon an ingenious expedient to raise
2,700 | the wind. One of them started in advance from
George R. Gaither...ceeeeee..... 290,000 2,900 | house to house, asserting that the Lock Haven
George Brown........... 450,000 4,500 | Bank had suspended payment, and refusing to
...167,500 1,675 |receive its notes in payment for the goods he
Galloway Cheston..............149,000 1,490 ‘Isold. The next day his accomplice came along,
A e AR e e 1 00000 1,568 | confirming the report, but receiving thgnotes in

Rachel Colvin's estate.........180,000 1,800 | payment for goods; alleging that he was indebt-
Robert Garrett & Sons.........200,000 2,000 Ied to the bank.
Mrs. George Hoffman..........150.000 1,500 | —OO->——

J. H. B. Latrobe, trustee, . 1,770 . To Crraxy Sink.—Pare and slice thin three
Alexander Lurman....cceeee.... 197,000 1,970 | washed potatoes. Pour on them a half pint of
1,550 | boiling water, and let it stand till cold. Strain
J. W. & E. Patterson eeeea 109,000 1,530 | the water and add an equal quantity of alcohol.
Thomas Swann ceceavesd 10,000 2,700 | Sponge the silk on the right side, and when half
(Chas. R. Taylor v sensesnd 86000 1,600 | dry, iron it on the wrong side. The lightest
Robert A. Taylor......ccceee...150,000 1,500 | colored silk may be cleansed and brightened by
Henry Tiffany & Co............120,000 1,200  this process ; also cloth, velvet, or crape.
Wm. Wilson & Sons...........140,000 1,400 o2 O

F. W. Brune & Sons............226,000 2,160 TR | T .
rune =226,0 , VEiLs—A Cavrion.—Curtis, a cele-

 brated writer on sight, says that the wearing of
1 v oy S STl o T AN ...____;."'. al [ 5 o it e . o
] *_f':;“_ b e ‘_'_l"‘ f:’__‘""f‘_‘]‘?‘:' =3 ) h:t Stlf_}‘}q I] ' veils permanently weakens many naturally good
fll‘-'l- __itjiﬂﬂﬁii-t no :*-LUL.I‘ - :‘-’;*— *:_“*:;r & ::L{:sl‘-:]t .' | eyes, on account of the endeavors of the eyes to
;J "Hn | !Illl d*l“‘?nei{d}l! 30 q”_“n -:lTD-t'* o ~Hd > | adjust itsef to the ceaseless vibration of that too
E*li:l 131-1: Tt '_ifi‘"‘\;* 1'110: ».}"“l;-h :;DIIL -'lllmd 11_ commeon article of dress. Ladies, then should
G I O e UL e © | beware of hiding their prttey faces with a veil.
ful chicken !—that Shanghae! Like a harbinger | D
o 9 1= v 1a e » 10O 1k &, T - -
of evil, m*_c a voice from the & mhi,‘ like 2 SENTIMENTAL.— Wee find the following touching
“Oh,” exclaimed the friend, *‘kill BT ST i . AR
Oty SERS : R e oy v | lines, entitled ‘“The Knight and Maiden,’’ in one
“What! kill myv neighbor’s chicken ‘Yes, | ' 2 2 2
kil B 3 ST cant AR ARt 2 Bas b3 1 of our extreme western exchanges:
I mm. - - ©°L can t do that, L “Canst thon love me, gentle stranger ?”?
kill him.”” “The owner will not sell,’ ‘Oh,

X L Blushing like a rose she stood ;
then, do vou give him one.” ‘“What! give

¢ And the knight at once admitted
him another chicken?” “Exactlv.” “To dis-: **That he rather thought he could.”
tract my rest with double force?’ **Oh, no,

e e
cive higy a game chicken.”” *‘Ah, now [ under- |

aluation.
Thomas Winans...cccceeeeeeee. 450,000
ROS8: W IBANS .. et iretresninasad 80000
William WeSt..ocoeercicncesesr<ed 105000

Leonard Jarvis’' estate.........207,200
John Egar Howard.............296,400

John S. Gittings...ccceeeeeee.... 480,000

EBADIES

- L

him." —

YArvanne RepeEemMeED Laxp.—The water so

1 - T th . . ., tong lyine Stacnant 1 vero 3
appear to be continually working within | stand,’ said the gentleman, as he smiled until |; =3 "5 Vet nt in the everglades of Florida

A friend of mine lately recognized him ! gpe of his eves was half lost from view.

Tl 13 said to have recently found an outlet through

derstand ; I'll be genorous.”” In a day or two

: : : £ | . : ' Mexico, leaving many millions of acr
at Greenwich—a fashionable white-bait house, 1t | e had presented to the churlish proprietor of the | ) S - = es of land

appears, he frequently patronizes.

| : : B | fit for cultivation, and believed to be eminent]
He was a-' Shanchae a heroic chanticler, and within one ) * vy

lone, as he generally is, and the attention of| Lour thereafter the doleful Shanghae had ceased Iﬂdaptedtu the growth of Sugar cane.

more than one Of thﬂ '[.'{lml'lﬂn}' was attl'ﬂ('tf'd h}' | to diﬁlurh tl]c repgﬁc Df Otht"rS, ﬂlld Was ’tﬂl{ing =
servant admitted her into the his peculiur muttering and fidgdetiness, and by | his own last rest.

the mute gestures with which he ever and anon
illustrated his mental dreamings. -

All at once— | men are sure to be genorous, knowing that by
it must have been towards the climax of the| the exhibition of generosity they are able to win

e — e il p—  — —  —

. Sidney Smith was once examining some flow-
ers in a garden, when a beauntiful girl, who was

of the party exclaimed : “‘Oh, Mr. Smith, this
pea will never come to perfection¥’ Permit me,

Now, the moral of this story is, that sagacious

. . . . . : . . then,’’ said Sidney eently takine h
vrose or verse which he was working up in his| gver churlish neighbors and whip to death their : : J S g her hand and

mind, Mr. Macaulay seized a massive decanter, | Shanghae chickens both together in the selfsame |
held it & moment suspended in the air, and then | qct.— Waskington States.

dashed it down upon the table with such hearty
rood will, that the solid crystal flew about In

- L] L L] L] | - - - -
And she gave Virginia some pieces of delicate fragments, while the numecrous parties dining

worlk.

“I can do them very well, Miss,”’ was the re- | clast.

|

round instinctively started at the curious icono-
Not a whit put about, however, Mr Ma-

ply : and two hours ofterwards the girl returned | caulay, who was well known to the waiters, call-
with the laces, received the money, and hastened ed loudly for 1]15 hl"_m be made nu? at lhq bar,
' home just as night was falling, to her sick father. | and then, pulling, with a couple of jerks, his hat

Miss Almira Smythe wore the lace on the an

' same evening, and the delicate white folds fell | one cnrelessl;r UH’PIS head, and strode out flour-
very gracefully around her snowy arms, as she | ishing the other.

' St. Louis, speaking of the effect of Mr. EVERETT' S|
literary address, at the inauguration of the uni-

leaned upon Mr. Raphael’s shoulder.
[To BE CONCLUDED IN OUR NEXT. ]

EpwArp EVEReTT'S ELOQUENCE.— A letter from

versity, says:

|

:
|
|

 “During the day of the inauguration, one
' gentleman, who had before given $12,000, added |

£20,000 ; and another, who had

oiven us $60,-

+g-—

‘‘Breeches of faith,’’ screamed Mrs. Partington,
as she heard theterm applied to Mexican violations
of the armistice. ‘*Well, I wonder what they
will have next. I have heard of ‘cloaks of hy-

pocracy,” and ‘robes of purity,” but I never|

heard of ‘breeches of faith’ before. 1 hope
they’er made of something that won't change or

wear out, as old Deacon Gudgon's faith did, for
He went from be-|
lieving that all would be, and at last turned out

his was always changing.

i

d his umbrella from the stand, clapped the! ger withoat setting his ears back.”’

- severance.,

|
i

walking towards the plant, ‘‘to lead perfection
' to the pea.”’

| - ———— -~
|
e P T o | :
: : : | HE INVINCIBLES.—A wom 2
Not long since, a youth, older in wit than |, O o7 "% = 5 e 2 Y{;ua;a:lzrlonneu;:: hae‘r:'
years, after being catechised - concerning the | - : 2 q )
power of Nature, replied :

do.”’ | _ 1 ]
(‘What is it 7" eagerly inquired the mother.  same way that there are Frenchmen who will not

¢‘She can’t make Bill Jones's mouth any big- 1 :?n&taigrigg present day that they lost the battle

a4

P ——————
It was not the magnitude of the Grecian army, !

conquered the city of Troy, but ten years’ per-. puton the wall ; then take one gill of flour and

———————4 -

in lofty verse the inns of Chicago, finally con- | is ready for use.

cludes by saying that ‘‘Chicago is an inn-famous
city.”’

-0

. A Worp T0 Bovys.—Begin in early life to col-
lect libraries of your own. Begin with a sin-

—r—————— ———

Why was there no postage labels in Henry the
Eight's time?
worth a penny.

Because a Queen’s head was not | first rate book, obtain it, if you can.

The Petersburg Express notices the exploits of

. which it is discharging itself into the Gulf of

. You may bring her on her knees, you may wave

: bLas : ; : .. | over her head the very flag of victory, but still
“Ma,’T think thereis gnentitng Misure can i ' she will not acknowledge she is beate;; in the

| _To MAKE WHITEWASH THAT WILL Not RuB OFF.—
nor the martial skill of Achilles, their leader, that l Mix up half a pail full of lime and water ready to

' mix it with the water; then pour on it boiling
. water sufficient to thicken it; pour it while hot

A poet in the Baston Post, while celebrating | into the whitewash; stir all well together, and it

gle book; and when you find, or hear of any

After

II*"‘ lq,.-ql_._,&ﬂ I::’:_. &

' awhile get another, as you are able, and be snre

e oo to read it. Take the best care of your books;
ELEGA NT Di1sTINCTIONS.—YoOu peérsuade a8 wo- and in this way, when you are men, you will

L] i i | - L L
. | hooes , - -1 000, added $27,000 to our endowment. When | phrenologer, and didn’t believe nothing. I
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“ruptly, he rase and made a low bow to the in- }liﬂl by her side an ' P ~ ling lip ' Could I only find such !’ ' had listened almost entranced by the spell thrown | bit off her thread and prepared a needle full. man, you convince a man, and you force & have good libraries in your head as well as on
Do'rl | n - . [ - :

: : + 2 o T | ¥ 5 e the look  around him, declared that he must be permitted | e s - | Chinese or a pine-apple.—Punch. ' your shelves.
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: - | ' d asked to do|
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A PAIR oF BULLS.—An Irish jockey, who was
‘‘fetlock deep in the turf,’”’ being elated with
—aas with his success at winning a race, observed,
Somebody has called childhood ‘‘a rosy lawn | *‘By my shoul, I am first at last; Pve always
between the cradle and the schoolhouse.’’ been behind bafore.’’ 1 Tt
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