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the sounds of earth the tones which bless us with

dreams of heaven. :
Our own Shakspeare, in one of the most exqui-

site productions of his geniwus, has drawn a lover

THE CAMBRIT,GE CHRONICLE is

publighied every Salurday Morning, at'I'wo DoLLARS
& Frrry CeNTs per annum payable hall® yearly, in
advance. Suabgeriptions will nat be taken forless than
8IX mauthe, No paper will be dizecontinued untilall ar-
Years are paid, unless at the option of the publisher;
and the failure to.order a discontinuance prewiously
to the expiration of the time already subscrihed for,
will be conzidered anew engagement,

Single papers can be had at this Office, for six and
a quarter cenls, each.

five cents for every subsequent insertion.
Ones in proportion,

In cases where the number of insertions ig not lim-
ited, advertisements will be continued until direction
to omit them ig receiv. d, and charged accordingly.

gz All letters addressed to lhe Lditor, must be post
paid
POITRRY.

T — -

Larger

- - =

]

- - S e

“The reigning eagle of Parnassian skies,
Now soaring “inidst the tracks of light and air

And now the monarch of the woods and lair.”

For the Chronicie.
Bright is the cheek, that glows with roseate hue,
Brillant the eve that sparkles with delicht;

Lovely the flower bejemmed with evening due
Whose lustre glitters in the solt moonlight.

But all, though beautiful, must shortly fade
Must mix, foreotten, with the mouldiring loam
That yields 1ts verdure to the flow’ry glade,
Or fills the crevice of the insatiate Tomb.

}Yhm though the bloom fades from thy lovely cheeks,
,l,h'“ﬂ eyes’ bricght glance be dimmed with feeble age,
Fhy worth will live, while friendshipfondly seeks
Records of early years, on this fuir page,

f\ml where thy spirit quits this lowly sphere,
I'o meet in bliss with kindred souls in heaven,
Fond memory ’ll shed affections purest tear,
And mourn the loss ol virtues rarely given.

" % @

Cambridee, Md.

- "T.m:':.'ﬂ'i_

'DESULTORY SELECTIONS,

Rot Your Elalinnos:
BY A MAN EEHIND HIS AGE.

We Engli:h, I suppose, neglect our own music
n:ore than any liﬂ[]plt‘f upon the face of the earth,
and with as liltle reason for so doing. We are
the most loan loving nation uvader the sun; we
borrow pretty neatlv every thing;—our dresses,
our habits of life, and now, at last, our music —
We are not.an idle people, nor a foolish people;
but somehow or other we have eot hold of a no-
tion that nothing of our own 1s worth a brass far-
thing, and that every thing belonging to every bo-
dy else is worth ats weight in gold. We go up-
on tick for taste, and we are put off with inferior
matenal inlo the bargain. I never yet heard an
overture, or a [antasia, or a fugue, or an aria, that
. could stand any thing hke the comparison with
threefourths of the old Irish and Scottish melodies,
which one scarcely dares call for, for fear of be-
ing stated down by a parcel of people who never
even heard of their existence. Those of Scotland,
in particolar, have to me, thouch I am no Scotch-
map an inexpressible chapm. I could listen to
“Auld Robin Gray,” and “Ye banks and braes,”
and “My love is like the red, red rose,” and (if-
ty more that gzuuld name, every night of my life,
without being weary of them. These, after all,
are the strains that come hoime to our hearts; these
are the sounds at which the very falling of a pin
1s an interruption ¢ grating barsh discord”” to our
ears—which float around us in our slumbers—
which haunt vs in our rambles——which are with
us in the woods and by the streams, lapping in an
elysium of harmony the discordant and jarring pas-
sions of our most unmusical “working day world.”
The concert-room with 1tz “intricacies of labor-
ous song,”” moves our wonder and charmes our
ear; but it stius not our feelings: we are no more
touched by “Vavitn,” much as we may applaud
its execution, than we are by the sireet'minstrel,
whom we bribe by a whale penny to bestow his
oft-repeated **All round my hat,” on the unsus-
pecting inhabitants of some more distant locality.
I cannot enjoy music, any more than T can read
poetry, in acrowd—except it be our own magni-
ficent National Anthem, or some strain which,
stirring us with the sound ofa trumpet, summons

up at once in a thousand bosoms other and no-
bler associations than those which music more
generally endeavours to awake, strains at which
every heart beats more proudly—to which every
toneue bursts forthin involuntary chorus—which
kindle to a blaze in our bosoms all the |‘}1'idé, and
the honor, and the love of our fatherland, which,
though they may for atime burn dimlv, mav ne-
ver, like the Ghebir's fire, be wholly extinguishad.
To revel in the full luxury of music, I must hava
no hired minstrel: no crowded benches, no glare
of lamps, ho ‘Bustle, squeeze, row, gabbery, and
jaw:”—I must have a still calin eve, in some quiet
bower far removed irom the “hum of human c¢j-
fies,” with “one fair spirit for my mioister,” who
needs notto ask or to be told what siring to strke
—one who loves, as | love, the ‘auld warld sangy’
and simple melodies of a more simple generation
—one whose purer taste rejects the
““Shakes and flourishes, outlandish things,
- That mar, not grace, an honest English song;’”

but clings to the merit, not the less precious that
we seldom hear it;”” the pathetic simplicity which
nature prompts—whosé heatls is in the strain she
wakens, forgetful for the time of external things,
and breathing only in its own created atmosphere
of haimony. This is to be a banquet at which
there is. no chance “that appetite should sicken,
and so die.”” To such a feast 1 would even be
gselfish enovgh to wish no fellow guests. 1 would
‘have novoice to break the spell—to startle the
spirit {romits trance of enchantment—to mar with

of music after my own heart.
loving Duke of lllyiia belore he has spoken two

[ love that music-

lines:

““Now, good Cewsario, but thal piece of song,
That old and antique song we heard last night:
Methought it did relieve my passions much
More than light airs, and rellected terms,

Of these most brisk and giddy -pated times.”

And again,

“Mark it, Cesario—itis old and plain:—

The spinsters, and the knitters in the sun,

And the free mnaids that weave their thread with
bones,

Do wont to sing 1it."”

Yes! Shakspeare has sought for the standard of
taste in music in a quarter which mav perchance
provoke the sneer of the professor, but he has
sougl.titin the true one, for all that—bhe has sought
it in-the people—the class to whom music is the
only one of the fine arts capable of being thorough-

ly enjoved:—who turn confused from scientific |

and |IPI'1'1|PEPII combinations of sound to some more
simple strain which they can feel, and undeistand,
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them in flying past.) The old women and cab-
bages gain by it, perhaps, for you cannot tell whe-
ther they are or are not girlsa and roses. The
washerwoman at her tub follows the lady on the
lawn so quickly that you confound the two irresis-
tibly; the thatched cottages look like browsing
donkeys; you ask the name of a town, and by the
time you get up your finger, you point at a spot
three miles off} in short, the salmon well packed
in straw on the top of the coach, and called fresh
fish alter a journey of 200 miles, sees qnite as
much of the country as his most intelligent fellow-
passenger. I foresee in all this a new distinc-
tion in phraseology. ‘Have vou travelled in Eng-
land?” will soon be a question having no reference
to raihoads. The winding turnprke and cross |
roads, the coaches and carmages;, will be resumed

by those who consider the sense of sight as useful
in ravel, and the bagman and letter bags will have
almost undisputed possession of the rail cars.

Mem. for the reader for information—the charge
from London to Liverpool is £2 13 6, with no fees
to conductors or baggeage liiters.

The Adelpbiis the Astor House of Liverpool
—a very large and showy hotel near the termin-
us of the railway. We were shown into rather a
magcunificent parloron our arrival, and very hunery
with railroading since six in the morning, we or-

1'
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and remember—whose taste is the taste of nature,
and therefore the true one.

Room™ are a host in my favor.  Truly, indeed
does he say of the crowds who ordinarily fill those
receptacles, “these leel not music’s genuine pow-
er;”” and opeautifully does he long to change the
“long-breathed singer’s uptrilled stran.” for the
melodies of the unnoticed minstre}, who

“Breathes on his flute sad airs, so wild and low,
That his own cheek is wet with quiet tears.”

Byron is on my side notwithstanding he asserts
himself to be “‘a liegh and loyal admirer of Itahao
music.””  The clever stanza which dashes off the
“long evenings of duets and trios,” wants the feel-
ing—marred as its elfect is by the jingling rbyme
—which characterises the following one, in which
he speaks of

““The home
Heart-ballads of Green Krin or Gray Highlands,
That bring Lochaber back to eves that roam
O’er far Atlantic continents or 18lands;
The calentures of music, which o’ercome
All mountaineers with dreams that they are
nich lands
No more to be beheld but in such visions!’

Yes! it 1s not the grand crash of the orchestra,
or the painfuleffort of the concert rooimn—it is not

the wanderer who roams “‘remote, unfrended,
melancholy, slow,” among stangers in a strange

homely things which sink deep into the home-
{ sick heart—strains which have cheered his even-
ing hours among friends far away-—remembran
ces of all that man holds dearest—of friends, o
kindred, of love, of home. Theve 1s many a har-
dy Swiss heart that melis at the RANZ DES VA
C‘HES to which the overtuie to (GUILLAUME TeLL
would be an unintelligible and pewerless congre-
eation of sounds.

“ Musie,” says Addison, *is to deduce its laws
and rules from tiie general sense and taste of man-
lind, and not from the principles of the art itself;
or, in other words, the taste 1s not to conform to
the art but the art to the taste. Music is not de-
sithed to please only chromatic ears, but all that
are capable of distinguished harsh from agreeable
notes. A man of an ordinary ear is a judze
whether a passion 1s expressed in proper sounds,
and whether the melody of those sounds be more
or less pleasing.” —[ Blackwood's Magazine.

JOTTINGS DOWN IN ENGLAND.
When London shall have becomedhe Rome or
Athens of a fallen empire, (qu. Will it evei?) the
termini of the railways will be amony its finest
rains.  That of the Bii-mingham and Liverpool

sumptuousness, the Royal Palace of Caserta, neat
Naples. It is really an impressive scene simply
to embark for “Brummagem,’”” and there 1s that
uttlity in all thisshowy expenditure for arch, gale
way, and pillar, that no one is admitted but the
passencer, and you are refreshingly permitted to
mannage your baggaze, ete. without the assisl-
ance ol a hundrea blackgnards at a shilling each.
Then there are ‘‘Ladies’” Waiting Rooms,”” and at-
tached to them every possible convenience, studi
ouslv €lean and orderly. I wishi the President
and Directors of the Utica and other American
railroads would step over and take a sumptuary
bint.

The cars are divided into stalls, 7. e. each pas-
senger is cushioned off by a stuffed partition from
his neighbor’s shoulder, and sleeps without offence
orencroachment, When they are crowed, that is
an admirable arrangement, but 1 have found it
very comfortable in long journeysin America to
take advantace of an empty car, and stretch my-
self o sleep along the vacant seat, Here, full or
emply, you can occupy but your upright place.—
[n every car are suspended lamps to give light

during the long passages through the subterranean
funnels.

the terminus as the church of Mary-le-bone
(Cockney for Marie-le-bonne, but so carved on
the [rieze) struck six. Our speed was increased
presently to thirty miles in the hour, and, with
the enception of 1he slower rate in passing the

tunnels, and the slackening and getting under
y at the different stations, this rate was kept

Wwa

thronghout.  We arrived at Liverpool (205 miles

ceeded an hour altogether.

be very pleasant with a consignment of bultons,
or an errand to Gretna Green.
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Coleridge’s ““Lines composed in a Conceit |

vour “Babylon’s bravuras” that stir the heart of

land: but the honest simple strains of the people— |

track is almost as maguificent as that flower of

We rolled from under the Brobdignag roof of

or upwatds) at 3 o’clock, our stoppazes having ex-
I thought, towards the end, that all this might

Bat for the plea-
sure of the thing, T would as lief sit m an arm
chair and see bales of striped green silk unfolded
for eight hours, as travel the same length of tume
by the railroad. (I have described, in this simile,

exactly the appearance of the fields as you see
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dered dinner at their earliest convenience. It
came after a full hour, and we sat down to four
superb silver covers, anticipating 2 meal correspon-
ding to the stout person and pompous manners of
the fattest waiter I have seen in my travels, The
orand cover was removed with a flourish, and
disclosed divers sn.all bits of second-hand beef
stake, toasted brown and warped at the corners by

—_—

Corporation of Liverpool, and devoted exclusively to
ralt-water baths.

enjoy the refreshing laxury, and, it being Sunday e-

I walked down in the twilight to
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NUMBER 2.

passed a decree, forbidding Mare Antonio, under se-
verc penalties, to counterfeit again the signature or
the cipher ol Albrecht Durer, and ordering all the fals

e L DRI

vening, I was shown into the ladies’ end of the build-

ing.
pared was a lofty and well proportioned apartment,
elezantly furnished, and lined with superbly -bound

The room where I waited t 1] the bath was pre- | |

books and pictures, the 1ables covered with cngra-
vings, and the whole thing looked like a centralapart: | 1

ment in a nobleman’s residence. A boy showod me

presently into a small drawing-room, 1o which was
attached a bath closet. the two rooms lined, boudoir-
fashion, with chintz, a clock over the bath, nice car

pet, a etove—in short, every luxury possible to such
an establishment. Tasked the boy if the Gentlemen’s
Baths were &s elegant as these. ‘Oh yes,” he said,
‘there are two eplendid pictures there of Niagara Falls
and Catgkill.” ¢“Who painted them?  ‘Mr. Wall.'—
‘And whose are they? “They belong to our father,
gir.” I made up my mind that ‘our father’ wasa man
ol taste, and a eredit to Liverpool.

Th: coffee-room is full of people, dining at differ-
ent 1ables, and among them three whom I know by
infallible marks to be Americans. All the talk is of
the Tournament, and the wonder is how even Lord
Eglinton's guests are to fine beds.  The invitation to
ball, banquet, and tournament leaves you to find your
own pillow and dressing- cloget; and, according to ail
accountg, every rooni, for ten miles round, is taken at
201. the two nights! I shall hazard the auventure,
though a hundred dollars for forty-eight hours’ rent
of a dormitory would look badly in a traveller’s list ol
‘sundries.”—Corsair.

a second fire; and on the removal of the other
three silver pagodas, our eyes Were gratified by a
| dish of pease that had once been used for green
| soup, three similarly toasted and warped mutton
| chops, and three potatoes. Read this literal des
cription of an Adelphi dinner, oh Stetson! Quite

to suggest to the waiter that he had probably mas-
taken the tray, and brought ustbe dinver of some
sportsman’s respectable brace ol pointers. but on
being assured that there were no dogs in the cellar,
[ sent word to the master of the house that wethad
rather a preference for a dinner new and hot, and
would wait till he could prm‘ide it. Half an
hour more brought up the landlord’s apologies and
a fresh and hot beef steak, followed by a tough-
crusted apple pie, custard, and cheese—and with
a bottle of Moselle, which was gc¢ood, we fin'shed
our dinner at one of the most expensive and showy
hotels in England. The manners and fare of the
American hotels being always described as expo-
nents of civilization by English travellers, T shall
be excused for giving a counter-picture of one of
the most boasted of their own.

Regretting exceedingly that the recent mourn-
ing of my two cumpnnions Miist prpvent their pre-
| sence at the gay festivities of Eglinton, I put themn
on board the steamer, bound on a visit {o relatives
in Dublin, and returned to the Adelphi to wait &N
cArcon for tne Glasgow steamer of Monday. .My
chamber is a large and well furnished room, with
windows looking out on the grea shut in by the
wings of the house; and T must make you siill
more contented at the Ahtnri bv (IESCI'ibi”g w hat
is going on below at this momept, = It is half past
eight, and a Sunday morning,  All the bells of
the house, it seems to me, are rinzing, most of
them very impatiently, and in the area before the
kitchen windows are sIX or eight idle waiters, and
| four or five female scqlhons, playing, qlmrrﬂlling,
5('0“““2_': and screaming: the lancuage of both
men and women more pmlhue and indecent than
any thing I have ever belore chapnced to hear, and
every word audible 1n every rogm in this quarter
of the hotel. This has been guihg on since six
llliS IﬁOI‘lliﬂfI, ﬂ!lll | Sf'li{)l_l:-;ly (]EEIHI'B I d{) not
think I ever heard as much indecent conversation
in my life as for three mortal hours must have
I“:nunlered sleep’” lor every lady and gentleman
lodged on the rear side of the s«¢rack Hotel’” of
Liverpool,

Sick of the scene described gbve, [ went out
just now to take a turn or two ip"tmy slippers in
| the long entry. Up and down, giving me a most
ﬂppl’-*'aling stare whenever we met, dawdletl also

}-’(‘Slt’l'l[li}’. He t*l"l(]t’lllly had some errand with
me, but what I did not immedialely fathom. At
last he approached:

“You—a—got your things, gi?”

“What things?™

‘“The stick and umbrella I carried to your bed-
room, sii!”’

‘“Yes, thank you!” and I resumed my walk.

The waiter resumed his, and presently ap-
proached again.

“You—a—don’t intend to use the parlor azain,
shi?’’

“No! T have explained to the master of the
house that I shall breakfast in the coffee-room.”
And again I walked on.

My friend began again at the next tarn,
‘‘You—a—pay for those ladies’ dinner yourself,

. 14

SU?
“Yes! I expect to.” T walked on once more.
Once more approaches my

a twirl of the towel in his hand looks asif he
would fain be delivered of something.

| ‘Why the d—l am I badgered in this way? I

obstruction; and pursue my walk.

L

gir?l’

at every meal.
house.

ish my walk, and trust me till to-morrow?’

"Ir"_

comprehend the word comfortable!’
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incredulous of the cook’s intentions, I ventured |

| the fat waiter who served up the cold victuals of

fatincubus, and with |

stormed out at last, losing patienco at hisstammering
hesitation, and making a move 1o get round the fut |

‘Will you—a—remember the waiter, if you please,

‘Ohl T was not aware that I was to pay the waiter
I generally do it when I leave the
Perhaps you’ll be kind enough to let me fin-

The English suy they are the only uation who ecan

P. S. Evening in the coffee-room.—They say the
best beginning in love is a decided aversion, and, bad-
ly as | began at Liverpool, 1 shall always havea ten-
der recollection of'it for the admirable and unequalled
luxury of its -baths. A long and beautiful Grecian
‘building crests the head of George’s Pier, built by the
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| Translated for the Lady’s Book.
A Scenie in a Studio.

BY MRS, E. F. ELLET,

-

From the “Magzazzino Pittorico.”

Oxg evening, at Venice, a man entered the gtudio
| of Marc Antonio Rainondo, the famous engraver.—
The stranger seemed in some agiltation; but he seat-
ed himself, and addressing a voung disciple, who was
busily employed, asked il Marc: Auntonio was at
home,

I'he vouna man looked up and smiled with an ex-
pression of surprise.  “At home—and the hour ine!
Oh, vou are jesting! Narc Antonio went out two

returned to Germany, alter a sojourn of three months

splendid renius, could never wipe out that disgrace
whence by many historians his name is never men-

tioned without the addition of the epithet ladrone
(robber.)

hours ago, according to his custom, with Signor Pie- |

sified engravings to be committed 1o the lames. All
taly took part with the German artist. Clement VII.

threw Marc Antonio into prison for engraving scan-
dalous prints,

Vil

Durer, revenged, and full of honors,

n Venice, and Rome. Marc Antonio, despite his

R o T LoRr ST

A SEOXRAT AND TRUE STORY.

Dedicatea ¢without permission) to the exclusiye
“hard currency’’ folke, by one who tells it as he saw
it
-Saw StaxToN was a true-blue Loco foco of the
‘hard currency’ school—catch him tuking any other

money but bard money. Nothing would be handle
but what would, as he said; 4ingle on a tombstone.!

Sam had been preity fortunate in buginess; & when
the period arrived 1o leave the Southern country, and
return North for the summer, he sold out and turned
all his remuining stock in trade into hard dollars, and
took his passage. The first few days out from Mo-
bile, our voyage was prosperous; and many a long
argurment wore away the time, on the relative securi-
ty of ‘hard money’ and ‘paper money.’ Ezra Tup-
PER, one ol our passengers on board the Susan and
Eliza,” was Sam Stanton’s main ecompetitor; Ezra
had invested his earning in good bank drafis on the
North, and Sam would jeer IXzra pretty oflen about
his ‘paper promizes.” “This is the stufl}’ says Sam,
‘that* will redeem its own promises any where. No
protests for nonpayment here,” says Sam holding up
one of his bags ol dollars, weighing 65 pounds at least,
and tumbling it over on the floor; ‘that’s the music—
huzza for Tom Benton and the Sub-Treasury, and
down with Banke Well on we went, and a few
days bronght us round 1he point of the Floridas, and
by latitude and longitude, we found ourselves a little
south of Avgustine, heading northward and home-
ward. The weather, up to this time had been mild
and amiable, and now it began to look seirand squal-
ly; and Captain Crowel looked anxioug, and some of
the ‘old sales’ on board hegan strapping rope-yarns
down over their hats and around their pea jackets: &

. 1-1“#‘ | . R e e
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tro Aretino; they will not return, of’ course, till near
day-break.”

The next day the stranger returned. Mare Anto
nio was within., ‘Salute,” he said dryly, on entering.
The elecant engraver answered with his wonted cour-
lesy.

‘] am a German, sienore’—resumed his visiter. ‘I
' purchased at Nuremberg a collection of Albrecht Du-
rer’s engravings.
| lished.
for me.””’
| I can serve you indeed’—replied Marc Antonio—
‘but I do not trouble mysell’ about such things. Go
to that young wman there,

“T'o procure such beautiful proofs of the works of
Albrecht Durer,” remaked the stranger, ‘you must
have close relations with Germany-——nuy—wilh Du
rer himsell.’

‘O ceriainly!’ said Mare Antonio. ‘'l exchange
proofs ol my engravings with those of Durer, Heis
| my friend. You must be aware that between rivals
such as we are, there must exist a good understand-

ing.’

i ——

| “Heavens!’ interrupted the stranger, as he looked
over the prints: “what are these? signorel Albrecht
Durer is quite unworthy of your [riendship.’

‘Hal’

‘He is a rascal!’

‘But—=signore—’

‘A despicable fellow]’

‘Sienore, Albrecht Durer is my friend. I cannot
permit him to be spoken ill of in my presence.’
| ‘He is a rascal, I tell y2u! You think you receive
from him his best proois? You are deceived! He
sends you only miserable copies, carelessly made by
the worst of his pupils!’

Marc Antonio started at these words and colored
deeply.

‘How! an encraver of his geaius, suffer himsell to
be disgraced in such a manner! Look at this Fes-
gine della scima! Contrast it with the proof I brought
{rom Nuremberg. Te¢ll me, yourselfy if the engra-
vings you have from Albrecht Durer can compare
with mine! Do you find equal grace, purity, and
force, in both! 'Tha' water, you see, has no .irans-
parency; that perspective is bad: that madonna has
no grace—the cluld no nature. How harsh and in-

correct those outlines! | could almost say this proof

of vours had been wrought with a blunted graver! In
the other you find all the freedom and energy n_{ the
master.’

< Pis true!” filtered Mare Antonio; ‘you say well.
Albrecht Durer has deceived mel’

Galse villianP—cried the stranger in a terrible
voico——¢ilse villian! it is not Durer who has deccived
you! It is youwho have cheated the public; the im-
becile public that cannot distinguish between the
works of an artist who labors for posterity, and thatef
a dissolute wreteh who sells his genius to the inde-
cencies of Aretino and Julio Romane! Yes—Mare
Antonio, you are the impostor! You have usurped
the name ol others—my name! for know that I .am Al
brecht Durer!”

Pale and struek, Mare Antonio sank back upon the
ceal from which he had started. 21

} will have justice. ~All Europe shall know your
perfidy. Your name shall indeed be inseparable from
mine. Fame ghall proclaim—:This is he who usurp-

-

saying, the siranger rushed out.
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things assured us of ‘Coming trouble.’
All that night the wind increased, and the Susan
and Eliza rolled about like a little boy witly a stomach

ache in green apple time, The next morning, ehe
had not canvass enough on her to covera tent pole, &

I want gome ol those last pub- |
I have been informed you could procure them

l

ed the name of Durer—who degraded his talents to
the task of perpetuating the vile sketches ol Julio
Romano, and the infamous libels ol Aretinol’  So

From the studio he repaired to._-ihe v’*""ﬁﬂ“ ;s?n__
ate, where he entered his complaint. The Seuate
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the wina whistled through the ngging, and the salt
water gplashed up over us as if they dido’t care a fig
for Sam Stanton Kzra Tupper, the Susan and Eliza,

nar anything else, noteven the bags of dollars, or the
bank dralts, |

Presently there came a real smashine sea, tams
bling along, and by the time Captain Crowel called
| out ‘hold on,’ smash it came omn board of us, and
swept ofl the cook house, the poor cook, in it, and the
hen coops and all the chickens in them', and set the
pigs advitt, split and broke the rudder from its hang-
ings, and lell us in rather a pickle, (for all of us were
soaked with salt wafer.) A moment uf'tef, and we I
were fold asad leak had occurred; and the cry was '
raized to clear away the ‘Jong boat,” and then came a
scramble. Ever}* body who had any thing to save,
husried with it on deck; and up came Sam Stanton
with his bage ol’ dollars, and up came Kzra Tupper,
sticking a small “wallet” in hisbreeches pocket, The
boat was hy this time alongside; and the Captain got
a compass from the binacle; and a big bag of bread
(rom the gtoreroom, and the mate rolled along a cask
of water and others brought chunks of pork and Leef,
and others blankets and pea jackels, and the boat was
soon pretty well loaded. ‘Now jump in my boys’,
says the Captain, ‘and, trusting {o Providence, let us
hope for a sale deliverance.” But when we all got in,
it wue found that the boat was overloaded, and the
next thing was to lighien her and how came the rub.

Sam Stanton was sitting on three considerable gized
bags in the bottom of the boat, and the Captain

| thought they contained bread, or beel, or some other
necessary of lile; but on discovering thau they con-

‘ (ained heavier ballast, he deeided at once to lighten

this by throwing them overboard. The parting scene

I was a sore struggle for Sam Stanton; but over they
went, and down they went; Sam look’d at Ezra who
felt sorry lor Sam, and by way of cheering him, said o |
to the Captain, ‘Now, Captain,” says he, ‘since my
(riend Sam has made a sacrifice lor the public good,

Pl do as much; and if you say the word, I'll throw

this wallet overhoard too—it contains just as large an
amount, in bank drafls, as Sam’s bags of dollars a-
mount to—and I'd just as leave do it as not, for I sent
duplicates on by muil befove [ left, and ordered the

triplicates to [ollow by the mail after, to guard against |
just such a sacrifice as this.’ e

It was no time {or a joke but remembering the spir- 1
ited argument we had on the passage regarding the 1
relative security of transmitting money by the ‘eredit
svstem;’ and the ‘hard money’ system, I was almost
digposed to laugh outright, but poor Sam Stanton ¥
looked so streaked. His ‘hard dollars’ had gone to = |
the bottom a dead loss—no matter who owned them
| —and he hadn’t a'word to say. It was cunclude_(i. b
that Ezra Tupper should ot throw his bank drafts
overboard, as the weight was not material; and it
was well he did pot, for they served, on our landing,
to procure us means of comfort.  We had a right pull
at the oars fora day and a night after leaving the
wreck, and got into St. Augustine; Ezra Tupper
found a trader, who wanted a good draft on the North,
and paid him a good premium lor one; and he gener-
ously supplied our wants out of it by railroad and
steamboats. The subject of currency was occasion-
ally introduced; but it was evident that Sam Stanton |
had got a new wrinkle by -tha'lam_..wyate, and he was |
Teard to say that ‘hard currency’ was a good thingto
talk about in Congrese, and at_political meetings,
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