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" IHAVE NO FATHER THERE,

py J. N. MUJILTON,

[ saw a wide and well-spread board,
And children young and fair

Come one by one—the eldest first,
And took their station there.

All neatly clad and beautiful,
And with familiar tread;

They gathered round with joy to feast
On meats and snow-white bread.

Beside the board, the father sate,
A smile his features wore;

As on the little group he gazed,
And told their poitions o'er.

A meagre form arrayed in rags,

A near the threshold stood;
A half-starved child had wandered there

To beg a little food.

- 8aid one—“Why standst here my dear?
See there’s a vacant seat,

" Amid the children—and enough
For them and thee to eat.”

¢Alas for me!” the child replied,
In tones of deep despair,

¢No rights have I amid yon group,
I have no father there.”

O hour of fate, when from the skies,
With notes of deepest dread,

The far resounding trump of woe
Shall summon forth the dead;

What countless hosts shall stand without
The heavenly threshold fair,
And gazing on the blest, exclaim,
I have no father there.
T,

BABYLON.

BY C. W. EVEREST.

“Oh! sweet o’er Judah’s distant hills
The wandering Zephyr mourning sighs;
And sweetly gush the erystal rills,
And sparkle 'neath the tranquil skies;
And light waves, in the moon’s bright beam
Along the blue lake’s beach deplore;
And Jordan rolls his hallowed stream
All sileat by the lonely shore!

Oh, sad o'er Salem’s mournful walls

The mantling ivy’s tendrils cling!
There, lone, the solemn night bird calls,
*There folds the bat, his blighting wing!
And o'er the "T'emple’s crumbling stones
- The loathsome serpent leads her young—
And dreary Desolation moans

Where erst the songs of gladness rung!

For Judah’s sons in exile stray,
And Judah’s danghters weeping roam—

Far from their own loved land away—
Lo Captives in the Oppressor's home;

And while their souls'in anguish mourn,
Aund sigh to view the natal hearth,

Loud is the foeman’s taunting scorn

And wild the Godless heathen’s mirth!"

————————
LOVE BY MOONLIGHT.

Give me the hour of the moonlight eve—
The night breeze gently sweeping,
As fondly it struggles its wings to weave
- With the sweets of the flowrets sleeping,
}nd the streamlet is lulling to love and to
rest _
The treacherous stars that repose on its breast!

Give me the hour, when the lucid sky, -
With the moon’s cool light its gleaming,
And the exquisite fire of my love's eye
With purity’s 1ay is beaming.
And nought but the delicate glow of her cheek
Qﬁﬂfmea the fondness her glances bespeak!

Give me that hour, to the wretch unknown
Wi hose heart was never glowing
ith loye’s holy rapture, nor dares to own
v hB‘ tear of affection flowing;—
»Ne%er thay the sunbeam of beauty be thrown
V0 the soul that refuses its essence to own.

H. T, T

| From the Gentleman’s Magazine for Novem
ber—Ediled by W. E. Burion.

UNPUBLISHED PASSAGES IN THE LIFE OF

VIDOCQ,FRENCH MINISTER OF PO-

LICE.
No. 111—THE SEDUCER.

Pierre Manrcern was the cultivator of a
small but profitable vineyard, on the banks of

the Garonne, a few leagues from Toulouse,
where the principal part of his life had been
passed in the almost daily occupation of tend”

ing his vines, and rendering his little plot of

ground the fairest for many a mile around, In
early life his wife, whom he had passionately
adored, had fallen the victim of a lingering
illness, leaving him an only child,a daughter,
whom he cherished both for its own and moth.
er’s grke, with unusual tenderness. The lit.
tle Lonise was the solace of his days, and the

prattle of her infant tongue sounded to him
the sweetest music nature could invent; but
when her growing years gave token of equal-
ling her mother’s beauty and symmetry of form
his satisfaction was unbounded to think that
he alone, without a mother’s fostering hand,
had reared a flower so lovely. Oft, when
working in his vineyard, would he pauase as

his daughter tript by with fawn-like step, and
paze with true affection on his heart’s dearest

ohject, whilst in his mind he conjured up
bright dreams of the future, and tried to trace
her coming vears,

A short distence from Marcel's house was
the chateau of the Marquis de St. Brie, who
was usually resident there with his daughter.
The family of the Marquis consisted only of
his davghter and a son, an officer in a light
cavalry regiment. A friendship more strong

than those usually subsisting betwgeen persons |

of different stations in life, had grown up be-
twixt Louise and Emile de St. Brie, and it
had been one of the chief amusements of the
latter to instruct Louise in those accomplish-
ments she herself so much excelled in, often
remarking, that her pupil was so apt that she
should soon have little left to teach her.

The notice taken of his dapghter by Mam’-
selle St, Brie, was most gratifying to the feel-
ings of Marcel, who daily saw her gaining
those accomplishments he so much coveted for
her, but which he had feared he should be un-
able to obtain. But few pleasures are unalloy

-.-_J, “ el Iln"'l'rr"l‘t:‘.l" :‘Tfni ll‘l:ﬂlit I'II"I.T'E ‘ll.l;ll thie

satisfaction he felt at the notice taken of Em-
ily, yet there was but little in the reported
attentions of Henri St. Brie, who wasstaying

at the chateau,

Henri was by nature formed for woman’s
admiration. He was of that manly dashing
cast which so often takes the heart by storm,
ere reason has time to bring its tardy succors,
and show that the advantages of a handsome
person and fascinating manners are -totally
eclipsed by the blackuness of a heart formed in
total contrast to the rest. Ile had been but a
day at the chateau before Louise was marked
as the victim of his seductive arts. He fore-
saw that her simple and confiding disposition
would render the acquirment of her affections
an easy task; but with all her simplicity, she
she entertained such high notions of honor, as
to make his success rather doubtful; but still
he thought that one who had seen but the fair-
est side of life, conld but ill combat against the
wiles of one versed in all its deadliest ways,

I1e sought every opportunity of being in her
company, and by a thousand assiduous atten-
tions won his way, imperceptibly in ber affec-
tions. e pretended his passion was of that
fervent kind which drove every object but re-
spect from his imagination; and vowed, could
he but gain her reluctant consent, to make her
the future Marchioness de St Brie. 'There
was but one thing hestipulated; and that was,
for the marriage to be performed in private,
since he feared his father's anger, unless he
could, by degress, break the circumstance to
him. 'There wasso much plausibility in this,
that she could not believe he spoke other than
the language of truth. The ‘cloven foot had
in no one instance as yet shown itself, and she
felt convinced his affections were as pure; and
as fervent, as her own. She yielded her con-
sent to a. private marriage.

Henri protested she had made him the hap-
piest of men, by her consent, but still there
was qne thing more, the marriage, could not
be .performed with that secrecy which was
s0 necessary, elsewhere than in Paris.—
Would she go there? 'To this she demurred
that the absence from her father, without any
reasonable excuse, would be the canse of so
much anguish to him, that she would not for
the world he should feel; but even this scru®
ple was overcome by the promise of Henri,
that on their return her father should be infor-

med of all that had taken place, when the

few hours of uneasiness would be more than
compensated by the pleasure he would receive

on hearing of her happy marriage.

Paris, with all its charms, had less atirac-
tion for Louise than her simple home on the
Garonne’s banks, She lived in the most stud-
ied seclusion; passing her melancholy hours
in thinkiug of her father, and what must be

— — R —
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‘PRINCIPLES AND MEASURES, AND MEN BY THEIR PRINCIPLES.’

CAMBRIDGE, D .—MONDAY, JANUARY 21, 1839.

his feclings concerning her long-continued ab-

sence.

turn for all the care and solicitude bestowed
upon her. Henri, it was true, had been un-
remitting in his attentions, and his love ap
peared still as fervent as ever; but he always
evaded the conversation when she pressed him
concerning their marriage, and she found her-
self in a fair way to he a mother, ere she was
a wile.

“Henri,” said she, one day, “will you fix
the day for our marriage? When you consid-
er my situation, your delay is cruel in the ex-
treme.”

“Yes, yes, dearest, next week. By-the bye,
has Madame Girau sent home the beautiful
shawl! I ordered for you?”

“Some time ago; but I have not looked at

it; I have been thinking of something else,”
“Of what, dearest?”

“Of the time when you mean to fullfil your |

promise.’

“Just look out of the window, dearest, and
tell me what you think of the horse I purchas
ed yesterday?”

“Oh, Henri! if you love me, I beseech yon
name the day; I have been unhappy, very un-
happy.”

“Now you are beginning to tease me a-
gain,”

““Nay, do not say I teaze you; I ask you but |

to keep your faith with me.”

“Really you are more pertinacious than |

ever, but1 cannot stop now, I have an appoint-
ment with R L

“Henri, answer me! Am 1 to be your wife

or not?"
“My wife! why are you not my wife as
firmly as you can- be such? VWhat are the

cold formalities of the world that would give |

you the right of being called my wife?-—
Would they bring affection? Noj they would
As
Louse Marcel you will ever be to me the
dearest object of my heart’ but as my wife I

rather bring abhorrence and disgnst,

could not love you, and will not do that which
would make me-hate you for ever.”

- Louise was almost motionless with surprise;
it was so different from all he had ever said.
These then were his true feelings.

‘I thank you, sir,’ she at length replied, “at
least for your frankness. I will be equally so;

and since I am not to be the wife, I will not
SUDDIIE UL e UiSHonur ur TUinaprng e

day as the mistress of Monsieur de St. Brie.
We part, sir, this instant for ever.’

‘Stay, Louise, where are you going!’ but
ere he had time to stop her, she descended the
stairs, and reaching the street, contrived to
evade his pursuit.

‘Psha!” he exclaimed, ‘what a fool the girl
is; but she’ll soon come to her senses, so Pli
leave her to hersell.’

Marcel would not at first give any credence
to the report that his daughter had gone with
Henri St. Brie. No, no; he was convinced
some accident had happened which prevented
her return. She was too amiable—too good
to listen to such a villain. Bad, even, as St.
Brie was, he would not rob him of such a
a daughter, the only hope of his declining
vears. Could he have the heart to dishonor
one so beauntiful, so fair? No, no; it was not
in human nature to be so black. But months
rolled on, and his dear Louise came not; every
search and every endeavor to obtain tidings
of her had proved fruitless; but amidst all his
complaints he never uttered one word of re-
proach against her. He became altogether an
altered man; neglectful of every thing, avold-
ing the society of his former friends and asso-

ciates, and scarcely ever going beyond the
limits of his own dwelling. It was a cold and

bitter morning, in the middle of an unusually
cevere winter, that he went, more by the force
of habit than otherwise, to look after the in-
mates of his stable. He had his hand upon
the stable door, and was enlering‘wh‘en he
thought he heard a low moan, he turned round
to Jook from whence it proceeded; and a few
steps beforé him saw a woman lying on the
around, partly covered by the falling snow.
‘Poor creature,’ said he, “hast thou lain here
during this bitter night; had’st thou been my
wort enemy I could not have refused you
shelter. Here, let me lift you in my arms,
and carry you into the house. Eh! what do
I see! Mercifal heavens! it is my poor Lou-

ise. She is dying fast,and there is no help’

at hand. Oh! speak to me, Louise! for heav-
en’s sake, speak! Not a look! not a word!

The distracted father carried her into the
house, and by the aid of some warm cordials
brought her to herself; it was but to hear the
recital of her sufieringsand her prayers for
forgiveness. She had arrived at her father’s
house on the preceeding evening, but had not
dared to enter, and overcome by fatigue and
cold, she had fallen where he found her. Her
delicate frame was unable to withstand the
shock she had sustained, and after lingering
a few days, closed her eyes for ever on the
world, happy in the assurance of her father’s
true forgiveness.

Mearcel had attended his daughter day and
night, indulging to the last in the vain hupe
of her recovery; and even when life was no

=

She felt she had made but a poor re-

|

|

more, watched her cold corpse ‘with the ut-

most anxiety to see if it were not death’s sem-
blunee. But when the last worldly offices
were gperformed, and he found that he was
then alone in the world, for weeks he shut
himself up in the chamber where she died,
refusing to see or speak with any one.

It was some months after the death of Lou
ise that I was sitting in the Tunileries Gar
dens, watching the crowd of loungers passing
to and fro along the prineipal avenue; amongst
those who seemed 1o attract most attention
was Henri St. Brie, upon whose arm was
leaning a lady of most exquisite beauty, whom
[ could not fail to recognise as his wile, to
whom he had been married only a few days.
He appeared to be relating something which
seemed the source of much amusement to
booth, when suddenly the smile forsook his
face, his countenance assumed an air of con-
fusion, and he seemed striving to avoid the
sight of something which flashed across him.
[ turned in the direction in which he had been
looking, and perceiving nothing but a poor
haggard and emaciated looking man, whose
dress bespoke him a native of one of the dis-
tant provinces, leaning against one of the
trees. His gaze seemed fixed on St. Brie;

but though there was a wilderness in his look, |
1 [ could not at the moment divine why St.

Brie seemed so agilated by it.

In a short time the man moved away, and
I had forgotten the circumstance, when my
attention was attracted to another part of the
garders, by a confused noise and gathered
crowd. I hastened towards the spot, and per
ceived St. Brie lying on the ground, covered
with blood, and near him stood the man I had
befure remarked; he had been seized by the
bystanders, one of whom had wrenched from
Lis hand a bloody knife. He appeared the
most unmoved of all around, gazing with
pléeasure on the dying aponies of his victim.—
St. Brie was r1aised from the ground, but it
was clear that a few moments were all that
remained to him of life.

‘Marcel,’ faltered out the dying men, ‘you
have iudeed avenged your daughter’s wrongs.
"T'is trde | deeply wronged her,but this !

The throes of death prevented the comple-

tion of the sentence; but ere life was quite ex
tinet, the loud mad laugh of the man rung in

his ears.

‘lLI -L. 1 a

- L ¥.1

look! lie sleeps now with my poor Louise.— |

No, no, *tis false; for she’s in heaven, and he
—he has gone to join his master.’

It would have been a mockery of jastice to
have tried Marcel for the murder, for it was
clear the light of reason had for ever been
shut out from him. In his confinement his
incoherent ravings were ever of his daughter,
whom he fancied near him, but was preven-
ted by the attendants from seeing, and were
only ended by death removing him from all

his worldly sufferings.
J. M. B.

THE COTTAGE.

BY MRS. L. H. SIGOURNEY.

There was a laboring man, who built a
cottage for himself and wife. A dark gray
rock overhung it and helped to keep it from
the winds. 'When the Cottage was finished
he thought he would paint it gray, like the
rock. And so exactly did he get the same
shade of color, that it looked almost as if the
little dwelling sprang from the bosom of the
rock that sheltered it.

After a while the cottager became able to
purchase a cow. In the summer she picked
up most of her own living very well. But in
the winter, she needed to be fed and kept
from the cold.

So he built a barn for her, When it was
done, a neighbor came in, and said,

“W hat color will you paint your barn??

‘] had not thought about that,’ said the cot-
lager. '

“Then I advise you, by all means, to paint
it black—and here is a pot of black paint
which I have brought on purpose togive you.’

~ Soon another neighbor, coming in, praised
his neat shed and expressed a wish to help
him a little about his building. “Whiteis by
far the most genteel color,” he added, ‘and
here is a pot of white paint, of which I will
make you a present.’

While he was in doubt which of the gifts
to use, the eldest and the wisest man in the
village came to visit him. His hair was en-
tirely white, and every body loved him, for
he was good as well as wise, _

“When the cottager had told him the story

of the pots of paint, the old man said,
‘He who gave you the black paint, is one

who dislikes you, and wishes you to do a fool-
ish thing. He who gave you the white paint
isa partial friend, and desires you to make
more show than is wise.

‘Neither of their opinions should you fol-
low. If the shed is either black or white, it
will disegree with the color of your house.—
Moreover, the black paint will draw the sun
and cause the edges of ‘your. boards to split,
and the white will look well for a little while

and then become soiled, and need painting a-

-

new.
and the black paints together.

So the cottager poured one pot into the
other, and mixed them up with his brushes—
and itmade the very color which he liked &
had used before upon his house.

He had in one corner of his small piece of

ground, a hop-vine. He carefully gathered
ed the ripened hops, and his wife made beer
of them, which refreshed him when warm and
weary.

It had always twined around two poles
which he had fastened to the earth, to give it
support. But the cottager was fund of build-
ing and he made a little arbor for it to run up
on and cluster about.

He painted the arbor gray. So the rock
and the shed and the arbor were all the same
gray color. And every thing around looked
neat and comfortable, though it was small and
poor.

When the cottager and his wife grew old,
they were sitting together, in their arbor, at
the sunset of a summer’s day.

A stranger who seemed to be looking at the
country, stopped and inquired, how every
thing around that small habitation happened
(o be the same shade of gray.

““It 1s very well'it is so,” said the cottager,
“for my wife and I, you see, are gray also.—
And we have lived so long that the world it.
self looks old and gray to us now.” :

Then he told him the story of the black and
white paint, and how the advice of an aged
man prevented him from making his little es-
tate ridicnlous when he was young,

“I have thought of this circumstance so
often, that it has given me iustruction. He
who gave me the black paint, proved to be an

enemy; and he who urged me to use the
white, was a friend. "The advice of neither
was good.”

Those who Jove us too well are blind to our
faults—and those who dislike us are not wil
ling to see our virtues. One would make us
all white—the other 2]l black. Bat neither
of them are right —for we are ¢f a mixed na-
ture, mood and evil—like gray paint made of
opposite qualities. |

If, then, neither the counsel of our foes nor
of our partial friends, is safe to be taken, we
should caltivate a correct judgment, which
like the gray paint mixing both together, may

L ee sECre the gang

Marrying because the Wealher is Cold.—
The Philadelphia Ledger advises bachelors to
oet married because avinter is upon us. How
does he know that they will be bettered by
the change? There is no certainty of get-
ling a warm wife. We sleep comfortably
enough, though we sleep alone. There is no
such botheration with us as married men have
—such as your wife'bawling oot in the mid-
dle of the night, when you are enjoying a
sweet dream, |

‘John! take away your elbow!’

‘James! lie further on the other side!—
You'll have me out of bed.*

‘Joseph!. you’ve kicked the kiver off!

‘Henry! Get up, you lazy dog. It is day
break.’

‘Richard! ‘Turn out, and put on the tea-
kettle!” &ec. &e.

Nothing of this kind ‘ever troonbles us.—
There we lie, in our little cot, (which is just
large enough for one,) with its clean white
sheets spread over our person, and tucked
comfortably in about the sides, and our head
raised to a dignified height by having our cor
duroys stuffed under the pillow. How com-
fortable!  We wish we were there now, in-
stead of here. When we go tobed, we never
have occasion to exclaim, with the virtuous,
yet self-upbrading Roman—

“\We have lost a day!”
On the contrary, we stretch our weary-body
out to its full length, (we don’t curl ourselves
up in’ bed, as vulgarians do,) and say, in a
tone of self satisfaction—

‘Well, here lies a single gentleman, and an
honest editor, type-sticker, and devil, after a
hard day’s work.’

We then say our prayers, turn over on our
left side, and go to sleep. =~ We always sleep
soundly, because there's no stains nor grease-
eimli on our conscience to prevent it. . Qur
prayer rons something after this wise: - |

‘Sweet powers!  Grant that the Sun may
have a good sale fo-morrow, and that the lit-
tle news-boys may “fork over’ the funds
punctually. Grant that Mr. - will not
push his bill against us till we are a little
better off. Graat that the buck-wheat cakes
may not be all eaten before we get up. [We
go in for flap jacks.] = Grant that the banks
may resume specie payments when they have
promised to.do so.  ‘Grant that the world may
orow better than it is, so that honest people
like ourselves may stand a chance of getting a
smack when they’re hungry. Amen."—JN,

0. Sun.

Erudilion.—An English paper publishes
the following letter, written by the chief mag-
istrate of a ceriain corporation:

Take my advice, and mix the white

‘had done to her and her family, and aakmg
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Dear Sur —On Monday next I am to be

made a Mare, and shall be much obliged to

you, if so be, as you will send me down by

the coach, some provisions fitting for the oe-

casion, as I am to ax my brother the Old

Mare, and the rest of the Benteh. A
I am, sur, &e.

| AB

The letter falling iuto the hands of a wag,

was answered as follows:

Sir.—In obedience to your orders, have
sent you per coach, two bushels of the best
oats; and as you are to treal the Old Mare,
have added’some bran to make a mash,

Your’s respectfully, C.D.
From the N. Y. Courier. _

A few days since we reported the case of
a foundling, which some inhuman monster,
had left at the area door of Mr. W. H. Wil-
lis, No. 42 Henry street. It will be remem-
bered that a girl in the house described a man’

whom she had seen in the area, as being dres=

sed in a Spanish cloak with fur collar, and
that the pillow ease In which the little bant-
tling was wrapped was marked M, A, C.—
All the above facts were published in the dai«
ly papers, and on Friday Mrs. Ellen King, of
the corner of Tillary and Stanton streets,
Brooklyn, came to the Alms-house, and ou
seeing the child, at once recogniz'édgliii.lﬁo‘-
llegitimate offspring of a girl named m‘ry
Sullivan, aliss Mrs. Clark, residing -in the
same house, and an Englishman named Fred-
erick Woodward a pencil case maker by trade;
who boarded on the opposite corner. - Mrs,

King stated that she nursed the mother durs
ing her confinement and' kad “taken charge of =~
the child for a day ortwo afier its birth— .

-

birth  Then Woodward requested her lobr!ﬁ? '

the child to him at the New Ferry,as he had’
provided a place forit with some of his friends
in New York. She did deliver the child 1o
him, but he, instead of providing for it, ero-
elly abaudoned it to the merey of strangers.—

On seeing the papersshe suspected thatsome-"
thing was wrong and as above stated came -
over identified the child, and the articles found

with 'it.  These incontrovertible - preofs of
the guilt of Woodward, being properly attest-
ed. . Justice Hopsun yesterday despatched.
officers Waldron aud Tompkins after the de-
patched officers Waldron and T ompkins after,
the delinquent, whom they found saatedhwil.h;

his- unfortunate victim. He was prompily.
fally  comumitied 10T triai, :

yyoouwuau s a
very respectable looking man—and 1o add, to
the crimes of seduction and sbandonment, he
is married in one of the most respectable fam-
ilies in Westchester county, and has now five
childrén living. Since the abandonment of
the child the anxious mother has daily inquir-
ed after it, and he has quieted lier fen?s‘:b;
saying that it was dving very well. ‘:Bféfgjr'ej
the birth of the infant, he wrote to the hus-
band of his paramour’s sister a very penitent
letter, praying forgiveness for the inju:ies ;h'aiﬁ

that sume of her relations might come and at-
tend Mary in her sickness, but the request
was refused. The puhniéhment for this cri'u_:é‘
is very'srvere, and if an example is.ou_c'a set,
we may probably have fewer cases to report

of foundlings left at the doors of our ciliz'éﬁrg;
i m s Bl s 8

Von Shoultz.—The Onendago Standard.

gives the following brief sketch of the life of' -

this gallant pole. who paid with his life the:
crime of resisting tyranny:—Sun. i

‘Frequent mention is made of Von Shoﬁllzi

—that we suspecl is as good orl.hqgrapli"yf as

any—the Polish commander of the forces ac-
tually engaged without any thingbeing known
of his character or history. 'We can supply a
few facts. He is a Polish refugee, of a noble
family, having commanded a regiment in the'
Polish revolution. ' His father was a general
in the Polish army, and fell in the a?anzhidai'f
contest under the walls of Warsaw, The
son was made a prisoner, but with some of hig
companions in arms, made his escape from the
Russian Guards, and reached his country.—
The two other Poles, armed as prisoners at
Kingston, belonged to his regiment, in nis na-
tive' country.” Von Shoultz has resided in
this town a part of the time for three years.—
He discovered a method of refining the brine
of the Salt Springs of some of its impurities,
which was deemed valuable upon the Can-
hawa River, though not employed to*any
great extent heré  He once sold his patent
for $100,000, though we know not how much
he'ever realized froiy thesale. ~ - -~

Von Shoultz is esteemed by those who
know him, as'a gentleman, a man of * science,
a brave soldier and a true "patriot. He en<
gaged in this expedition, because he was told
that it was in the cause of liberty.. Sonie in:
cidents are related by those who have wit.

nessed his: conduct-at the Wind Mills near
Prescott; which proves him to have been a
good engineer, a skillfal commander, and a
man of the most fearless intrepidity. Hadhe
fallen in battle, we might have regretted hig
fate, without impugning its ‘justice, but. it
would be a reproach to the very name of En.
glishmen, through all succeeding time, if this
chivalrous champion 'of freedom should be
made to expiate his errors—if errors they be—
upon a scaflold. , ’ :
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