Puritans, but which has been wonderfully

“tracts :

. the lost were not kept from view, but pro-
" claimed with-a terrible power.

“all the end they can answer; therefors all

in this life that we had better never have

then think of all God’s power and knowl-

" think that all but the merest fragment of
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THE DOCTRINE OF ENDLESB
MISERY.

The ¢Minister’'s Wooing,” a story by
Harniet Beecher Stowe, now in progress in
the Atlantic Monthly, is by far the most
powerful of her works of fietion.

To our mind the ar guitient against cnd_-
less misery was never more powerfully
presented, than in the following extracts
from the “Minister's Wooing” in the Sep-
tember number of the Atlantic.

The first extract givee the view of that
horrible dogma, -as held by the earlier

softened and toned down, in these days of
heresy and infidelity ! No clergyman of
this day dare preach the doctrines of Hop-
ki.ns, Edwards, &c., &c. DBut to the ex-

“The preaching of those times was anima.
ted by an unflinching consistency which
pever shrank from carrying an idea to its
remotest logical verge. The sufferings of

Dr. Hop-
kins boldly asserts that ‘all the use which
God will have for them is to suffer; this is

their faculties, and their whole capacities,
will be employed and used for this end. . .
The body can by omnipotence be made ca-
pable of suffering the greatest imaginable
pain, without producing dissolution, or
abating the least dcgroe otlife or sensibility.

. . One way in
whlch God W111 show his power in the punish-
ment of the wicked will be in strengthening
and upholding their bodics and souls in tor-
meuts which would be otherwise intolerable.’”

Mrs. Marvyn has lost a son—nobie,
gencrous-hearted, brave and manly—by
shipwreck., Unfortunately, there was no
proof that he had cver experienced that
“change of heart” which could alone pre-
vent a merciful God from pouring out his
vials of wrath to endless ages upon the
head of her only and beloved son! Mrs.
Marvyn rebelled—as who would not?—
Could & mother’s agony be more faithfully
portrayed? We trow the writer's soul
has been racked with similar torments:

« «Mary,’ she said, ‘I can’t help it, don’t
mind what I say, but I must epeak or die !
Mm-'y', I cannot, will not, be resigned !—it is
all hard, unjust, cruel I—to all eternity I will
ety so! To me there is no goodness, no
justice, no mercy i anything! Life seems
to me the most tremeundous doom that can
be inflicted on a helpless being! Whkat had
we done, that it should be sent upon us?
Why were we made to love so, to hope s0,—
our hearts so full of feeling, and all the laws
of Nature marching over us,—never stop-.
ping for our ugony? Why, we can suffer go

been biorn!

 «Bus, Mary, think what o moment lifois !
think of those awful ages of eternity ! and

edge used on the lost to make them suffer !

mankind have gone into this,—are in it now !
The number of the elect is 5o small we can

what meble minds, what warm, generous
heurts, what splendid natures are wrecked
and thrown away by thousands ond tens of
“| thousands ! Ilow we love each other! how
our hearts weave into each other! how more
than glad we should be to die for each other !
And all this eads——0O God, how musl it
end 2—Mary ! it isn't my sorrow only!
What right have Ito mourn? Ismy son
any better than any other mother's son ?
Thousunde of thousands, whose mothers loy-
ed thete 2 51 Jove mine, ure gone there '—Oh,
my weddmo-duy ~Yhy did they rejoice ;
Buides shou'd wear .mourmh'“--the bells

fumily is built over this awful pit of despair,
and only one in a thousand escapes "

Pale, aghast, horror-stricken, Mary stood
dumb, as one who in the dark and storm sees
by the sudden glare of lightning & chasm
yawning under foot. It was amazement and
dimness of anguish ;—the dreadful words
struck on the very centre where her soul
rested. Bhe felt as if the point of a wedge
were being driven between her Iife aud her
life's life,—between her and her God. She
clasped her hands instinctively on her bosom,

said in a piercing voice of supplication <My
God ! oh, where art thou?” = * ¥

“«Dr. Hopkins says that this is all
best—Dbetter than it would have been in any
other way,—that God ckose it because it
was for a greater, final good,—that Ho not

only chose it, but took means to make it

certain,—that He ordains every sin, and
does all that is necessary to make it cortain
that He creatos the vessels of wrath and
fits them for destruction, and that Ho has
an infinite knowledge by which He can do it
without violating their free agency.—So
much the worse! What a uso of infinite
knowlege ! Whatif mea should do so0!—
What if & father should take means to make
it certain that his poor little child should
bo an abandoned wretch, without violating
his free agency? So much the worse I
sy !—They say He does this so that He
may show to all eternity, by their example,
the evil nature of sin and its consequences!
This is all that the greater part of the hu-
man race have been used for yet; and it is
all right, because an overplué, of infinite
happiness is yet to be wrought out of it!—
It is not right!- No possible amount of
good to ever 8o many can make it right to
deprave ever so few ;—happiness and misery
cannot be measured so! I never can think
it right,~—never !—Yet they say our salva-
tion depends on our loving God,—loving
Him better than ourselves,—loving Him
better thap our dearest friends.---It is im-
'possible !---it is contrary to the laws of my
nature! I can never love God ! I can never
praise Him !--I am lost ! loat! lost! And
what is worse, I cannot redeem my friends!
Ohb, I cordd sufter forever,-how willingly!
~if I could save him--But oh, eternity,|
eternity ! Frightful, unspeakable woe! No
end !~-no bottom !--no shore !---no hopo !---
0 God! O God!”

man, once a slave, now a kind servant,
whose great heart, throbbing with the
deep tide of simple love and affection,
comes to the rescue of the poor brain well-
nigh crazed with the crushing theology
which pictured God as a very flend of

soaroe count them for anything! Think

/

ruelty and unappeasable ferocity. ., Can

should toll for every weddmg, every ey

ag if to hold there some cherished image, angd

Mrs. Marvyn has a falthful negro wo- |

anything be more exquisitely beautiful
than the touching appeals by which this
child of nature relieved the weight of ag-
ony resting on the mother’s soul, digsolv-
ing it in tears? Listen:

«At this moment, Canduace, who had been
anziously listening at the door for an bour
past, suddenly burst into the room.

“+Lor' bress ye Squire Marvyn, we won't
hab her goin’ on dis yer way,’ she said.
‘Do talk gospel to her, can't )e?—ef you
can't 1 will.

“«Come yo poor little lamb,’ she said,
walking straight up to Mrs, Mnrvyn, ‘como
to ole Canduce "—and with that she gath-
eréd the onle form to her bosom, and sat
down and be: ) rocking her, as if she had
been a babe. «Hongy, darlin,’ ye a'w't right,
—dar’s o dreffal mista ske somewhur, she
s2id, Why, de Lord a'n't«like what ye
tink,—He loves ye, hovey ! Why .,]es’ feel
how ‘I loves ye,—poor ole black Candn‘é‘Q»
an’ I a'n’t better'n Him as made me ! WEY
was it wore de crown o’ thorng, lamb ?—who
was it sweat great drops o’ blood 7—who
w8 it gaid, ‘Father, forgive dem’ ?Say, hon-
ey !—wasn't it de Lord datymade yol—
Dur, der, now ye'r cryin' '—cry away, and
epse yer poor little heart! He died- for
Mass'r Jim,—loved him and died for him,—
jes’ givoup his sweet, precious body and
soul for him on de cross ! Laws, jes’ -leave
bim in Jesus’' hands! Why, honey, dar's
de vory print o’de ndils in his hands now !’

“The flood-zates were rent; and heal-
log eobs and tears shook the frail form, as a
fuded lily shakes under the roft rains of
summer. All in the room wept together.

“:Now, honey,” said Cacdace, afier a
pause of some minutes, “I kiows our Doc-
tor's a mighty good man, af’' larned,—an’
in fair weather I ha'n’t no 'bjection to yer
hearin’ all about dese yer great and mighty
tings he's got to say. But, honey, ‘dey
won’t do for you now; sick folks mustn’t
hab strong meat ; an’ times like dese, dar
jest a’n’t but one ting to come to, an' dat
ar's Jesus, Jes' come right down to whar
poor ole black Candace has to stay allers,---
it's & good place darling’! Look righ; at
Jesus. ~Tell ye, honey, ye can't live no oth-
er way now. Dou’t ye ’member how He
looked on His mother, when she stood faint-
in' and tremblin’ under de cross, jes' like
you? He knows alt about mothers’ hearts ;
He won't break yours. It was jes’ ’cause
He know’d we'd come into straits like dis
yer, dat he went through all dese tings,-
Him, de Lord o’ Glory! Is dis Him you
was a-talkin’ about ?---Him you don’t love?
Look at Him, an’ see ef you can’t, Look
an’ see what He is!---don’t ask no questions,
and don't 2o t6 no reasonin's,--jes’ look at
Hzm, hangin’ dar, 80 sweet and patient, on
de cross! * All dey could do couldn’t stop
his lovin 'em ; he prayed for em wid all the
breath ho had. Dar’ 82 God you can love,

'w'tdar? Candace loves Him,~-poor, ole,
foolish, black, wicked -Qandace,--an’ she
"{knows He loves her,-<-and here Candace
" broke down into torrents of weeping.”

They laid the mother, faint and woary,
on her bed, and beneath the shadow of that
suffering cross came down a healmg sleep

.on those weary eyelids,-

Men are every day aayingband doirg from
the power of education, habit and imnt.dtlon,
what has no root whatever in their serious con-

viction.—[Channing,

™~

\

SATISFACTORY -OR QUGHT T BE.

(It appears that in'a certain town in Wis-
consin, & proposition was made to invite
Brown, of the Wisconsin Chief to deliver a
temperance address. Some objection wera
made, three of which we subjoin, with the edi-
tor’s plea of guilty to all of them.]

“Brown s merccna‘r_/——will not
temperance without pay.”

Guilty! We have a large sum invested in
gratuitous reform labor, and now retire on the
income. Our Bank account of “good wishes”
and votes of thanks, show several millions in
our favor, and we are nbove the necessity of
lecturing and footing our own bills. . We are
now speculating—putting potatoes in the
ground and enjoying the increase.

“Ile is rich and lives in a palace at *The
Oals"

All truth. We sare ono of the nabobs.—
Like the fellow who would have four chip-
muncks when he killed the one he was uftgr,
and three more, 50 we shall have some land
when we getit. Our palace is principally of
pine, 22x30,'one story, and most sumptuously
vfurnlshed It ‘is neither plastered, papered,
or anted inside—such furnishing is'too ple-
bemn\‘ We use the stove-pipo for a chimney,

to tall:

angd ‘[\I‘IQK fgitnum ionragm. dinine..
roon;1 urkxt?*"mv ! “R’ *";&'*‘Eum, .wash-room,

place to spnnk ‘tho cmldren, ety ete.. Our

skms,

Brussels ingrain is made of old coay
shirt-tails, dilapidated pants, and other thu
too numerous to mention. Our furmture 18
common cherry, and our chmrs bottomed with'
cat-tail flags. - Our spoons are mostly pewter
—silver being rather common, Our chattels
personal .run up to the handsome figure of
several millions. ’

One wife, value not to be computed,

Three young'uns, ditto,

Three pigs, $2,75
Twelve hens and more hatching—
~{not paid for or price known,) ,
One cat and four kittens, 5,00
Two cows, and & calf in prospect,~ 60,00
Two jack-knives, ‘ 2,50 -
One quarter acre strawberries)’ ~ 5000,00

The above, with little matters divers and
sundry, give figures the spasms when'the to-
tal is enumerated. We dare not go into de-
tails, for. fear of robbery. If DBro. ex-
pects a- man of such means. to go'and talk
tempetance, he' will be disappointed. We are
growing more and more mercenary every day.
We shall add three more pigs o our stye, and
push the setting hens to their utmost. And
if our fnrrow cow should. add another calf to
our horned stock we shall be above lecturing
entirely.

- 4He struts about the farm and plays thelord |

in broa?icloth "
~ Afalt. Our home rig was once broadcloth
though badly ventilated now. Rents range
from the knee upward. Qur hat is straw, and
now in its fourth summer's wear. Our shoes’
and kids came with ug into the world.. And
when we walk among ithe Lawtons, Catawissas,
Houghton’s seedlings, the spacious strawberry

patches; and look upon two apples, and a half |ject.’

dozen pears, one quart of currants at least,
several goosebemes and as many raspberries,
we do feel like a lord, and above the benevo-
lent business of lecturing and paying our ex-
penses for a vote of thanka S

Tre LoNpo Ties Omca —Mr. Story, son
of one of the proprietors of the Rochester
‘Democrat ‘writes to that paper an account of
his vieit to the offlce of the London Fimes.
“We copy a portion of this narratives |
. %One of: the most interesting and novel de-
partments of the establishment is that in' which
- the stereotyping process is carried on. * You
know,. perhapa, already, that every number of
the Times is printed from stereotype plates,
¢ hus saving a great part of the wear} and tear
of the type, The stereotype plate is taken

process, invented by & Swiss and known only
to him. A thin layer of soft and damp papier
mache first receives the impression of the type,
and after it has bLeen hardened by the appli

cation of heat, the melted lead is poured on

which is to form the stereotype plate. The
papier mache has the power of resisting the
action of the melted lead, and comes out of
the fiery trial uninjured, and almost unscorch-
ed. The plates are re-melted every day after
the issue of the day is printed from them, and
the waste of type metal from day to day is very
slight. By this power of multiplying the num-
ber of forma from whioch the same side of the

paper can be printed, the Times can use three

or four presses at onoe, and thus print its 59,

000 copies, on an emergency, in two hours
time. The Times employs in its establish-
ment some 350 persone. It has eighteen re-
porters atthe Houses of Parliament, and for
these, as well as for the majority of its compos-
itors, the working hours are the night hours
exclusively. It owns four cabs, which are em-
ployed solely in carrying reporters and re-
ports at night to and fro between Printing
House Square and the Palace at Westminster.
The reporters relieve each other at the' end of

”17—\.

from the “form” in three minutes, by a new .

every qaarter hour, and thus, thou h the de- .

Upvo o G GO MmUY ey~ CIOLK 1T
the morning, the Times give it in, full by ‘sun-
rise, though it cover two whqle pages of the
journal.”

« ANECDOTE OF Hexay IV.—He ory IV,
of\ﬁrance, visited, by chaunce, a. garden,
vhlchbﬁﬁ{;ee“ embellished and nursed
with much Jpye. Among the parsons who
accompamed o King, was a courtier,

who had a red bei \rl(.l The latter racked
his brains to find t;om’f}b';hmg to amuse the.

august personage during h‘is walk.  While
he was endeavoring to cnhv:?"«1 the conver-
sation by somie - witty sally, the'a3°F dener
uppeared before them ; he had no card

though alrendy ndvance‘tj in years. 1"
friend,” said the courtic/, immediately ad-

dressing him, “why have you no beard on

your chin?” He had imagined that the

shyness and shamo of the gardener would.
give him cause for nerriment. But the
countryman, without appearing the least
astonished, turned towards the one who
had ‘questioned him. *“When Nature,”
said he, “‘distributed its beards to mortals,
Larrived rather late;. and as therc only
remained red ones, I preferred doing with-
out, than taking one of that color.”

ELEcTRICITY,—Atmospheric electricity has
been much neglected by meteorologists. The
beneficial effects of electricity on the vegetable.
kingdom are of a character so apparent, that
any extended researches upon this branch of
meterology; calculatod to throw additional light
upon the subject, is yery desirable. There are
several instruments uged in studying the sub-
The most simple is Glaisher’s electrome-
ter, which, beinig portable, should become gen-
erally’ qdopted To be able to announce’ the
approach of a thunderstorm at atime when the
sky-is free fron clonds, and. to ascertain its
speed, 50 as to tell when it may be expected in
gny gwen place, would afford the farmer,’ the
mariner, and many other persons, information
of a most valuable character.—{Life Ill

Girls are early taught deceit, and they nev-
er forget the lesson. Boys-are more outspok-
en. This is. because boys are: instructed that
to be feank and apen is to' be manly.ar d gens
erous, while their sisters are pe petuully ad-
monished that #this is not pratty,” or “that is
not becoming,” until they have learned to con-
trol their natural’ {mpdlses, and 'to regulate
their conduct b) precepts and example. -‘Lhe
result ‘ot all this is, that while men retain
much of their natural dispositions, women

have mnde-up characters,

R\
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MINNIE - THE MEDIUM
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BY W. H. CHANEY.

xnnoi or Tan BrrmiYvaL AR, ACTHOR OF “TnR Mzg
TONS," ‘hl Musiox o Onnm," ko, &o.

PART I.

: INTRODUCTION.

. Inthe following story, it has been the aim of
the suthor to lose his own identity, in the charac-
ter of an old German Philosopher, He therefore

" starts with him in boyhood, introduocing many oir-
oumstances, faots and oharacters, which are real.

The chief object of the workis to instruct.—

* Bhould it be objected that the character of Min-.
nle Is too highly wrought, the author has only this
reply—*“When properly developed and progressed,
i wiil not be impossible for thousands to become
88 good and purens Mionle; but even were it oth-
erwise, he would rather place the standard too-
high than too low.”

There are: some oircumstances conneoted with
the writing of this work, which, to say the least,
are remarkable, Until the Spring of 1857, the
author had been o violent opposer of Spiritualism,
having, in his capacity of editor, written many se-
vere, and as he now perceives, unjust orltioisms in
reference toit. His conversion to a belief in the
doctrine was not sudden and brilliant, like that
of Paul, but was the result of a careful investiga~
tion, during which each fact was separately ex-
amined, and required to be proved before being
sdmitted. This ocourred during a stay at the
Fountain House in Boston, in the spring and sum-
mer of 1867, whither he went, and was obllged to
remain by force of circumslunces, and much
against his inclinations,

During this time, he visited s medium at the
house of Dr, Hayden—her name is now forgotten
—through whom he was informed that the spirit
of an sged man was endeavoring to approach him,
but could not. The spirit held a parohment,
ologely roiled and tled with tape, but no informa-
tion could be obtained.

Subsequently the author made the acqumntance

“ of Dr. A. C, Btiles of Bridgeport, Ct., upon whose

lovitation he was induced to call on Mre. Peabody,
then at 8 Avon Place, and now 15 Davis street.—

* Mrs. Peabody declined sitting as a test medium,

and endeavored to persuade her visitors to call up-
.on some other medium, she supposing from re-
marks made that both were opposers, After some |

nﬁrs zon from Dr. Stiles, she finally conséuted to
1My buvuaucuiRiely” BPOR eXperiensiung un

influence, turned to the author and gave him a
series of moro than fifty of the most remarkable
ond astonishing tests. Bo impressed was he with
the presence of loved ones who had passed on,
that yielding to the holy spell he wept both in §
and sorrow. These were the first tests he ha 4'{'
or received. Howas alao told of the s;pﬁ)
white baired old mnn, with & 1ol of ppers, hov-
ering near him,
" In Ooctober following, at the)@f B. Barker,
in Ellsworth, Me., he saw o {he first time o Miss
Johnson, of Portland, p8w Mrs. D. Dana, of Rox-
bury, through whopf he was agsin informed of
the presence of Uy gpirit, with papera which the
spirit offered Jit which he refused.
869, at & private house in Gardiner,
company with two other gentlemen, who
" wonffa prefer that thegs names should not be men-
tioned, a medium froMHallowell informed the au-
thor that the spirit of an aged man ‘was constant
ly about him, impressing him with spiritual truths,
*That the epirit held a parchment, tied with strings.
_But no further information could be obtained.
" Bome four weeks subsequently, Dr. J. 8. Lovell,
«of Yarmouth, Me., a clairvoyant and medium, was
< inGardiner, and at a private cirole, the author
- wag again informed of the presence of the epirit
rwith the parchment, the strings of which were
. cut, and the parchment norolled suffiolently to read
- the one word thereon—*‘Progrmsion.”” He was
. also informed that thisspirit gave him impressions
.-oonstantly in writing, espeoially while writing [
-~Nery lepgthy erticle, which oontained fiction, in

+ real 1ifé, but namerous faots in regard to epiritu.
-alism. (Thisstory was at that time about half
+written.)

Subsequently, through the same medium, he
«was informed that this spirit was with him con-
- stontly, and at the proper time would disolose who
, he was while living lo the earth form.

. These édmmunioations suggested tho deslgn of

- the new engraved head of the SpiriTusL A(m, apd

- the author may as well add in this conneotion

- that the story of Minnie was comwmenced nearly

three months, before he ever had a thought of be-
. coming editor of the AgE.

" The communioations in referense to the spirit of
+'this old man, have, in every inatance, come through
. strapgers, personally unkuowa to each other and

-to the author, Three of them he mever saw but
..once; Mrs, Peabody but twice, and up to this writ-
:ing (Aug. 18th, 1868,) he doubts if she knows

his names3 Dr. Lovell he hos seen some half a doz-

- on times. , Dr. Btilea he eaw-only for & fow days,

.and has never seen him sirce. To none of them

. Has he ever written, and none have written to him. ,

Exoept in tho first instance, there have alwaye

- been mtnessea present, and they will bear evidence

.40 thetruthof this statement. The different times,
pluoes and oiroumstanoes. render it ;beolutely f-

ponlblo. in some of these instances, that thm

, | oould have been any collusion betwaen the medi-

utns; while in the other easey it is highly improb-
able.

_ That this work Is faulty in some partlcuhn the
uutbor is well aware. It has been written in the
editor’s sanotum, emid contigued lnterraptions,
and while it was necessary to devote three fourths
of his time to businees. But he trusta it will
prove interesting to the general reader, and espe-
olally so to the Spiritualist. Of its moral tenden-
oy, in its inculeation of the principles of virtue,
purity, and the better emotions of the soul, he en-

| tertains no doubt, else it would never be given to

the publio.

It has been the aim of the author to render the
wotk as natural as possible—~that is, upon tbe as-
sumption that Animal Magnetlsm, Clairvoyanoe,
snd Spiritualism are true—so that it shall appear
rather asa history than a flotion.  For this reason,
many real characters are introduced, along mth
facts that have astuslly transpired. ,

That it has been written under the direction of
an intelligence not subject to the control of his
will, he soarcely entertains a doubt, notwithstand-
ing he has always been ina perfeotly consoious
state, Mis reasons for this conclusion are, first,
scarce any details have been introduced as he had
planned them; secondly, circumstances, theories
snd arguments ave introduced a8 new to him as
though written by another; thirdly, whole pages
have been written, while his mind has been entire-
1y occupied with another subject—just as a person
will sometimes drop into n reverie while reading,
and even though reading oloud, so that others
will understand, be wholly unconscious of the sub-
jeot. This state of mind he has often experienced
while reading, but never before while writing,—
e therefore conoludes that the first degree, or in-
oipient stage towards perfect irance, is uncon-
scious reading—something which probably every
person who can read has experienced many times.

With this introduction, and hoping that the
reader may derive both pleasure and profit from
its perusal, he now submits it to the friends and
patrons of the Srir1TUAL AGE.

CHAPTER 1.

MY HISTORY.

I was born on the 14th day of January .
A, D, 1791, in the Barony of * * * # %
upon the river Maine, in one ofethe states
of Germany. Being an only child, I was
heir to the broad acres, the old mansion, and
the title of Baron, all of which bad been
transmitted through many generations. Qur
- family name was Wiltonsteiner, but uptn the

- =-sanian af ana of mv ancestors /tha Rem
ony, about the, iﬂ?iddle‘M‘ eenth cen-

tury, it wag'changed to Wydorf. As he was
theﬁ.\*f Baron von Wydorf, of course he
)wns the first of my ancestors—no one of the
descendants ever presuming to trace the fam-
ily history beyond his accession, until I, the
last Baron von Wydorf, having become dis-
gusted with empty sounding titles, and an
enthusiastic Republican, explored the moth-
eaten rocords of the past, and having dis-
covared that my more remoto ancestors had
been known by the name of Wiltonsteiner, I
at once resolved upon adopting it ; and wish-
ing to Americanize my name—I was already
an Amerioan in heartt—I dropt the steiner
at the same time I rejected the ancestral
title. But the “title of “Professor” I con-
sider a8 my own property, having earned it
myself. Had itbeen an inheritance, I should
have spurned it with the same contempt I do
all titles, sought to be perpetuated by a cor-
rupt and imbeoile aristocracy.

“Worth makes the man, and want of it
the fellow"—has been my motto through
life. I feel more veneration for the lacquey
who brushes my coat and polishes my boots,
if he is honest, and dxscharges his duties
fuithfully, than for the prince royal, who has
nothing to boast but his noble descent, Oth-
era profess strict adherence to this princi-
ple; yet I am mortified to be obliged to say
their aots belie their professions.. The mass-
es of Europe are still struggling against an
effominate aristocracy which bas oursed them
for centuries, while in Amerioa the son of an
obscure laborer my be found among the most
distinguished men of the nation. The mass -
es of Europe are unable to break down the
barriers, ereoted before their birth by a sel-
fish aristooracy, and which keeps the poor and
lowly-born, from places € -distinction and re-
nown. But in America as the widowed
mother sorubs over. her wash-tub, wonder-
ing what necessary of lifo she -can best dis-
peuse with, in orderto purchase her boy a
new spelling-book, she may reasonably in-
duige the day-dream of looking forward to
the time when that boy shall become a school

feasions—nnd finally take rank with the first
wen of his age. Not soin Europe, where,

teacher—then enter one of the learned pro- |

with the exception of but fow oountries, the
obief aim of government seems to be to make
the poor, poorer—the rich, rioher.

digression, for I am now writing foran Amer-
ican public, where these facts are as familiar
88 household words, Yet 1 trust he will not
lose patience with the “old man.”
ber that I once became disgusted with both
political and social tyranny, and during the
quarter of a century which I bave passed

the rapid progress in the elevation of man,
which was being made upon this side of the
Atlantio, Hence, a new life hasdawned up-
on me; and like the prisoner, whom long
years have made familiar with his narrow
cell, and accustomed his sight to its gloomy
darkness, who cannot suppress his admiration
of the beautiful earth and the glorious light
of day—so I, after reaching these shores, in-
haling the air of freedom, and having realized
the manifold blessings resulting to the bu-
man race, cannot, and will not,suppress the
emotions of gratitude and thanksgiving which
I have experienced in beholding the glorious
light of intelligence whioh illuminates this
country.

But to return to my history. It was my
misfortune to be deprived of my mother when
I was but three years old.  After her death
my father became a cold misanthrope caring
for no one—loving no one. My mother was
evidently a very amiable and affectionate wife,
and from her marriage until her death, exer-
ting a genid! and refining influence over her
husband, who was naturally cold and unso-
cial. While she lived, I have reason to be-
lieve that he sincerely mourned her loss ; but
to say that he ever loved her as a husbard
should love his wife, would detract from my
merits as a faithful historian! In the grave
where he buried my mother, he buried all the
nobler eentiments- which she had inspired
within him, and from that day became a hater
of everything but his title and his wealth.

Ouly once do I remember having seen him
manifest the slightestsymptoms of tenderness.
It was on the anniversary of my fifteenth
birth-day, when, for a little sport, the servants

persuudva we g put on a white dress belong-
ing to the old gardener's daughter. My form

was of delieate proportion, and my hmr being
worn loog, after the fashion of Gorman stu-
dents, hanging in thick curls about my neck,
gave me 50 much the appearance of a young
lady, that even my old nurse did not recog-
nize me for a long time ; nor do I think she
would have discovered the tri /ck/ t all, but for’
my thoughtlessness in Jommg with the others
in o hearty laugh. In the midst of our mer-
riment, who should enter the servants’ hall
but my father! Knowing his utter disappro-
bation of & furce of this kind, all our boister-.
ous mirth was hushed in & moment. Those
nearest the door beat o hasty retreat, while
the rest of us,as if paralyzed, ‘remained in
the very position we occupied upon his en-
tranco.  As for myself, being the ohiof trans-
gressor, and seeing no means of escape, 1

stood, with down-cast look, like a criminal in
the dock awaiting my sentence. But as he

did not immediately speak, I at length raised
my eyes to his. Never shall I forget the
expression of his countenance—his face was
very pale, his eyes fized, and aeemmgly start-
ing from their sookets ; while the nervous
twitching of the muscles indicated that his
mind was most painfully agitated. Mistak-
ing his agitation for anger, and wishing to
avoid him until it bad somewhat subsided,
with my eyes steadily fixed on his I com-
menoed retreating from tho room. Not a
word was spoken—not a movement made by
the others—and as I noisclessly glided from
the room, it‘srhst have appeared to him more
like the exit of a ghost than of a breathing
mortal. Not until Lhad fairly vanished into
the kitchen did he regain his presence of

mind; and then, muttering to himself, “her
very image !” he hurriedly left the hall with-
out further comment.

CHAPTER II

EURoPE IN 1807,

I studied under private tutors until I was
sizteen, when, upon the death of my father, I
entered college. Hitherto my knowledge of
the world had been limited to the information

derived from books, and an ocoasional visitor
at the old mansion, But now a mew era

I must crave the reader's pardon for this

Remem- -

as a hermit, have neither redd nor heard of |-

dtwned upon me, and I welcomed my new ex.
istence-with all the enthusiasm of & German
student.

At that perlod in many parhoulars, Ger-
many was in advance of any country of Eu-
rope. The immortal Krorsrock had written
his great epio poem, “The Messinh” and by
his odes and war-songs, awakened a love of
the good, of freegom, gnd a warmth of chris-
tian kindness, heretofore unknown to my
phlegmatio countrymen. Nor should I omit
to mention Liessing, the master critio—Hen-
DER, whose elevation of style and gorgeous
imagery—bounteous gifts of nature, but great-
ly strengthened by his study into the original
sources of language and poetry—who gave
a new impulse, both to literature and to a
spirit of investigation, by his work entitled
«Jdeas towards a Philosophy of the History
of Man,”—nor should I pass unnoticed Wik-
LAND, the graceful and fluent philosopher,
whose peculiar style won admiration from a
certain"class which had hitherto been monop-
olized by French romances. These last three
may be said to have prepared the way for
Goerag, who, like Columbus, steered boldly
into the unknown seas, the one in pursuft of
o New World, the other in pursuit of new
worlds of poetry and intellectual elysiums.
His ““Elective Affinities,” revelling in wonders
and mystery, burst upon my marvelous-loving
countrymen like a rocket, throwing a glare
into darkness which had been undisturbed
since the oreation. His “Taust,” and “Poct-
ry of truth,” afford pictures of his most in-
ward soul,and display the progress of hig own
life. Scuriier had becn gathered to the im-
mortal hosts two years before I commenced
ny colleglate course, yet his “William Tell”
lighted the flame of liberty in my soul which
has never been quenched. At this period
the distorian dates the culminating point of
(rerman poetry, and it was then that my new
oxistence commenced.

From this glance at the literary, I turn
to the military world, TEurope was being
ravaged by inbuman warfare. “Austerlitz”
still rang in the ears of every European, not-
withstanding the peace of Iresburg bad
long been forgotten. The star of Napolcon
was in the nscendunt, .and everywhere was

awakened a martial spirit and military en-
thusinom, such as wus never before kuown in
the world’s history. Francis 1L, had abdi-
cated the title of “Emperor of Germany,”
and the “Holy Roman Ewpire of Germany”
had been dissolved. Its mightiest principal-
ities were paying tribute toa foreign power,
and a sense of humiliation was orushing many
a German heart. After the judicial murder
of the brave and noble publisher, Pary, of
Nuremberg, who suffered death sooner than
give up the name of the author of a pamph-
let which he had published on the abasement
of Germany, who would dare to give public
utterance to the thoughts which swayed their
bosoms ?

But notwithstanding the servile chains
thrust upon Germany, the brilliant achieve-
ments of Napoleon aroused all the latent
firesin the breasts of her students. The
chivalry of past generations was aroused,
and finding no other vent, among the German
students, duels were of most frequent oocur-
rence. And if with no government—no
country—no NavoroN, the martial spirit
was 80 ascendant, what should be expected
of volatile Frenchmen, with a government
everywhero—Europe for their country, and
Naeoreox for a leader! To shicld his per-
son Was his fame—to be wounded in his de-
fence, glory —to die for him, immortality.

At the battle "of Montmirail, it is said
that a young officer named Durosier, was or-
dered by Napoleon to carry a despatch to one
of the Generals, He returned ina brief
space of time, announced his success with a
triumphant smile, and fell dead* at the feot
of the Emperor. A bullet - had pierced his
breast, but he concealed the wound until his
mission was completed, and then with his
Inst look fized upon Napoleon, he gloried in
laying down his life for the service of one
whom he adored little less than his Maker.

The wilitary faror excited among the
French soldiery, was caught among the na-
tions with whom Napoleon was at war, and
while they fought the Ewperor, they could
not but admire the Naroreox !

At this period, in the Golden Age of Ger-
man poetry, and when “war” was the salu-

4 tationvbfc‘tween nations, I made iny debut on'

tha stage of active life, and entered upon my
collegiate course. A brief space sufficed to
initiate me iato all the manners and oustoms
of German students, provalent in those days,
and my natoral ambition, added to the dig-
nity of my social position, as sole inheritor
of the title and possessions of my ancestors,
at once gave me high rank among my asso.
oiates. Now of a stout, athletio form, and
vigorous constitution, I engaged heartily in
the gymnastio feats of my companions, and
soon became an ackvowledged victor in all
that required superior strength and activity.
In boxing, fencing and shooting,I rarely found
my equal.

CHAPTER IIIL

PROGRESS AT COLLEGE., THUE CHALLENGE,

Life at a German University contains but
little to interest the general reader. At
least, 80 it seems to me now. I thought
differently once—betore the fires of youth
were cooled by the frosts of age—before
sorrow, and trial, and disappointment had
embittered every cup of enjoyment, poison-
ed the well-springs of life, and dried up all
the fountains of hope.

* Ishould pass over in silence my seven
years of student life, but for their influence
upon me in after time, affecting an entire
change in my apparent destiny,

From my father I inherited a proud, sel-
fish, unsocial nature; but my wother gave
me her warm, loving heart. Thus L wasa
sort of duplicate person—two seuls in one
body. With this two fold nature, 1 was
cold and cruel, or affectionate and kind, as
cither spirit chanced to control. An inju-

ry done to a friend would awaken in me all.

the sympathy and tenderncss of my angel
mother—then the dark spirit of my father
would arouse hate and a thirst for revenge,
Even while weeping over the wrongs of my
friend, I could call out his enemy—one who
had never harmed me—and run him through
the heart without the least compuuction,—
Nay, more —I gloried in it—his death strug-
gles rejoiced -me—his last groan was the
sweetest music.

Scenes of violence among the students
were not uncommon in those days.
tary custom, -strengthened by the spirit of
the times, hud so firmly established the code
of honor, fulsely go called, as the umpire for
settling all differences, that it required more
courage to refuse, than to accept a challenge.
Words almost meaningless of themselves, yet
delivered in a tone of sarcasm, or accom-
panied with a look of defiance, were deemed
sufficient provocation for a hostile meeting,

I have been engaged in many duels—have -

been so severely wounded that my life has
been despaired of, yet all sink into utter in-
sigoificance before the harrowing recollec-
tions of one event which was destined to in-
fluence my destiny through all coming time,

Conrad von Wieser was my intimate friend,
Like me, his family was both anecient and
noble ; but his father having been convicted
of conspiring against Francis II., his prop-
erty was confiscated, his title given to anoth-
er, and himself condemned to perpetual im-
prisonment, from which he was soon released

by death. Counrad’s mother being possessed:

of a small estate in her own right, had re-

tired to the province in which the University .

we attended was located, where, with her
son and only daughter, she lived in the great-
est seclusion. ‘

Conrad was a brave, noble youth, his soul
the,very embodiment of honor. Ambitious
to retrieve the - dishonor brought upon the
name by his father, he bent’all the energies
of his powerful intellect to the acquisition
of knowledge. Carefully avoxdmg all quar.

rels and disputes, yet prompt to resent and |
chastise an insult, many loved, many feared

and all respected him.,
Conrad was my friend. During our sev-
en years of study we never quarrelled. He

had often stood my friend in a hostile meet. .

ing, a favor which he seldom gave me an op-
portunity to reciprocate, for he never quar-

| relled withJo_tbérB, and but few cared to rouse

the lion within him. In tha athletic games
I was his. master, but study’ as I would, I
rarely equalled himat recitation. He was

|the hardest student and the best scholar at

the university, I alone was second to him,
At first it mere)y caused me only an ocoasion-
al fegret—in a year it annoyed me—in three
years I became jealous of him, and with my

~
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socret locked safo from obsefvation, I re-
doubled my diligence, and at theend of five
years we.were rivals—friendly to all exter-
nal appearances—friendly rivals as far as
Conrad knew~but to my shame be it spo-
ken, there were times in which 1 bitterly en-
vied him, His oble nature never suspicion-
ed my meanness, but on the contrary he of-
ten assisted me in my studies,

The time was now rapidly approaching
when we were to leave college. An smbition
to carry off the highest prize had long been
preying upon me. Every thought and aspi-
ration of my nature was centered upon this
one object. There wag no sacrifice which I
would not have made to insure success, It
became s mania with me, torturing my wak-
ing hours and baunting my sleep. Slecp!
alus, Tcould notsleep! With the exception
of o few hours of each twenty-four, my
whole time was spent in study. I did not
rotire until after mignight, and then Ialways
lefo my lamp burniog, that not a moment
should be lost in re-lighting it.

This continued application soon began to
impair my health. I was nervous and easi-
ly irritated. T did not feel as though I could
possibly survive a fuilure. .

" Conrad was first to observe my changed
appearance, and made several attempts to
learn the cuuse ; but I managed to escape
him without betraying wy secret, and then
burrying to my room was scon lgt in my
studies.

One morning I felt-more feeble and ex-
hausted than usual, My strength had failed
me, and I could not walk without stagger-
ing. Isat and calculated my chances of
success. There were still four weeks for
preparation—in everything but Chemistry
and Philosophy, Conrad wasin advance of
me~he had not been using extra exertions
until within & few days—his heaith and
strength were in reserve, while mine were ¢x-
bausted—there was no possibility of my car-
rying off the first prize, and s for the sce-
ond, I was already far beyond the reach of
all competition. At this point my medita-
tions were interrupted by a knock at my
room door. Feeling too languid to rise, I
bade the applcant come in. The door gen-
tly opened and Conrad entered. His fine
countenance cxpressed both surprise and
sympathy as he advanced and took my hand.

«Why, Cbarles,” he said, “how is this?

Alone in your room, sick, and not send for

me?’
« am not sick,” I replied, ‘that is, I

. have no discase.”

«Disense or not, you look more like a
ghost than a man of flesh and blood.”

«] passed s sleepless night, and a torment-
ing headache this morning has probably giv-
en my countenance o haggard appearance,
but there is nothing serious ails me.”

«Why do you try to deceive me, Charles,”
he said, half mournfully, half reproachfully,

“ufor I have noticed that your health has

been gradually fuiling for several days.”

At first T affected to laugh at his fears for
wy health, and then strove to change the sub-
ject; but his friendship for me was too sin-

- cere to be casily put off. His importunings

wearied me, and at longth, in fretful humor
and with o peevish tone, I told him all.—
Disregarding my bad temper, and attributing
it to my low state of health, he had leaned
forward, and placing his hand upon my head,
with all the tenderness of a woman, he
brushed back my hairand while his beaming
eyea were fized upon mine, he said :

«Chardes, I am sorry—very sorry. I
never dreamed of this until now ; the day I
entered the university I resolved to win the
first prize. That thought has been ever up-
permost in my mind; it has been my great
aim in life; my chicf ambition; the first
oasls in my weary journcy aeross the desert
waste, where misfortune had east me. I lit-
tle thought that our ambitions centered up-
on the same object. Ard why should Ihave
thought s0?  You have title, wealth and an
unsullied reputation, while I have neither.,
Success, with you, would be but empty fame ;
a momentary triumph. Failure,only a boy-
ish disappointment, soon to be forgotten.—
With me how different! Success is my life;
failure my death t”

As he ccased speaking a pallor overspread
bis countenanoe, bis lips quivered, and tears
were in his eyes. I never saw him so mov-

ed before. A deep silence reigned for seve-
ral minutes, which I was the first to break.

“Conrad,” said I, “you are mistaken. No
boyish whim, seeking only a temporary tri-
umph, actuates me in this struggle. No
earthly ambition can be compared to the
hungry cravings of my soul to possess the
first prize upon aoniversary day. For it I
would gladly barter half my fortune,”

A new iden occurred to me—he was poor ;
I was rich. Might not wealth tempt him to
relinquish the contest 7 At any other time
I could not have wounded his feelings by
making so base a proposition, But the dark
spirit controlled mo, and intent only upon
achieving my object, no matter by what
means, I recklessly resolved to' make the
offer.

“Conrad,” T resuméd, it is true, I am
rich and you are poor, but it only remains
with you to equalizethis difference. Prom-
iso mo that you will not contest for the first
prize and I will instantly execute the neces-
sary writings for putting you in possession
of one half of my whole fortune.”

To be Continued.

Intoresting Peliscellany,

THE BRIDE OF A DREAM,

We take the following, account of a singular
drenm from the Western Christian Advocate :

Mr. B. had been twice married, but was left a
second time a widower, with six daughters and one
eon. After these bereavements, Mr. B. inferred
the Lord did not design him to enjoy the blessing
of a wife, and he resolved to sacrifiee all personal
convenienoes and enjoyments of the conjugal rela.
tion, and never attempt to select another partner
in life. This resolution he sacredly kept for near-
ly three years, when the arguments and counsel
of the minister of the circuit, in the State of Dela-
ware, prevailed on him to change his mind. The
consideration of his numerous family of daughters
requiringfo much a mother's care and instruc-
tion, was one of the strongest reasons that induc-
ed him to admit that his resolution might be
founded in error. The minister, encouraged by
the favorable impression he had made, and the in-
fluence he had gained over Mr. B., took the liber-
ty to name to him a lady residing in a certain
neighborhood of his cirouit, whom he thought
would make him an excellent wife, and a good
mother for his children, and appointed the time
and place for Mr. B. to meet him and be intro-
duced to her. Some occurrence took place which
prevented Mr. B. from mesting the minister ac-
cording to appointment.

The minister intent upon his plan, procured
Mr. B's consent to meet him o second time, and
the appointmént was made; but an unexpected
Providence again prevented Mr. B. being there at
the time. They then maden third arrangement,
and Mr. B. determined, if lifs and health permit-
ted, he certainly would meet his friend and be
made acquainted with the lady recommended.—
Before the time arrived, however, Mr. B. was
admonished in & dream that the woman 8o favora-
bly spoken of by the minister was not the one he
ought to marry, and he was conducted in a vision
to the young lady who would be & suitable help.
mate, and that Providence designed for him.—
The distance was sixty miles and he had only
travelled twenty miles in that direction. Yet the
map of the whole road was laid before his mind,
and the way heshould go so distinctly marked in
his dream, that he seemed to be perfectly famil-
inr with all therond. He dreamed the distance,
the name of the young woman, and the name of
her step-father, Col. Vickers, the appearance of
the house in which he livel, how it was painted ;
that it was situated near a river, with a ware-
house near sthand, e dreamed also that there
were five young ladies belonging to tbe same fumi-
ly, and had the one selected for him so accurate-
ly described in his dream, that he could easily
distinguish her from the other four.

In the morning he awoke and thought noth-
ing of his vision, except as an ordinary and
rather remarkable dream. ‘U'he next night he had
preoisely the sawne vision repeated, and the same
things presented to his mind in o still more vivid
manner. Mr. B, then began to think that there
might be some indication of Providence in his
dream;nand all that day he made it the subject of
gincore and earmest prayor that God would di-
reot him in tke way he should go in » matter 80
grave, and dnvolving so much interest to himself
and ‘his motherless ohildren, That night he had
tho vision repeated a third time, and ke determin-
ed then to follow tho directions givea him, and”
fully test tho ciroumstances of the dresm by o
practical examination, and see if the results would
be developed ashe dreamed them. He immediate-
ly sent a note to the preacher, informing him that
hehad changed his mind, and must declino meet-
ing him at the time appointed. Mr. B. storted in
the direction indioated by his vision, sud after
passing the twenty miles he was acqueinted with,
hig dream was his only guide. He, however, had
no dificulty; for the map of the road was 8o vivid-
ly impressed upon his mind that he was able to
distioguish his road from all others. The gentle-

man whose name was given to him fo his dream
he had never seon, or heard of. He koew the
farm as soon as he saw it. The house and every-
thing appeared precisely as they had been pre-
sented in his vision.

He alighted from his horse-and entered the
beautiful house. The personal appearance of the
yonng lady wos so vividly impressed on his mind
by the vision thrice repeated, that he readily
recogunized her in company of the four others
whom he found in the same family, He eoon as-
certained the name of the young woman, snd
found it to be Barah T., acocording to his dream.—
This young lady had determined, and had often
gaid, she would never marry o widower. Miss T.
gaid the very moment she first saw Mr. B. she
felt & strange tremor pass over her whole system.
She had a vivid impression that he was a widow-
er, and that he had cometo see her, She after-
wards confessed that a sudden emotion of affes-
tion for him orose in her heart as soon as she came
into his presence.

Mr. B. obtained the pleasure of an interview
with her that evening, and was successful in se-
curing her consent to visit her again, and address
her on the subject of marriage. Ile, however,
did not tell her his dream till she had engaged to
become his wife. After a courtship of a few
months they were happily married, and lived to-
gether more than fifty years, Mr. B. died the

25th of March, 1842, and Mrs. B. lived till the
Tth of April, 1847, For sixty years, perhaps,they
were both distinguished and useful members of the
Methodist Episcopal Church,

A JAPANESE CONJUROR.

Our Japanese Merlin was seated cross leg-
ged about ten yards from us upon the raised
platform of the floor of the apartment; be-
hind him was a gold:colored screen witha
puinting of the peak of Fusi-hama in blue
and white upon its glittering ground. He
threw up the sleeves of his dress, and showed
a piece of some tissue paper which he held in
his hand. It was about six inches square, and
by dexterous and delicate manipulation he
formed it into a very good imitation of a but-
terfly, the wings being extended, and at the
most each was one inch across. Holding the
butterfly out in the palm of his hand, to show
what it was, he placed two candles, which
were beside him, in such a povition as to allow
him to wave a fan rapidly without affecting
the flame, and then, by a gentle motion of
this fan over the paper insect, he proceeded to
gset itin motion. A counter draught of air
from some quarter interfered with his efforts,
and made the butterfly truant to his will, and
the screen had to be moved a little to remedy
this. o

He then threw the paper butterfly up in the
air, and gradually it seemed to acquire life
from the action of the fin—now wheeling and
dipping towards it, now tripping along its
edge, then hovering over it, as we may see a
butterfly do overa flower on a fine summer’s
day, then in wantonness wheeling away, and
again returning to alight, the wings quivering
with nervous restlessness. One could have
sworn it was a live creature. Now it flew off
to the light, and then the conjuror recalled it,
aud presently supplied a mate in the shape of
another butterfly, and together they rose, and
played . about the ¢ld man’s fan, varying the
attention between flirting with one another,
and fluttering along the edge of the fan. We
repeatedly saw one on each side of it as he
held it nearly vertically, and gave the fana
short quick motion ; then one butterfly would
pass over to the other, both would wheel away
as if in play, and again return. A plant with
some flowers stood in a pot near at hand ; by
2 gentle movement of the fan the pretty little
creatures were led up to it, and then, their de-
light! how they played about the leaves, sip-
ped the flowers, kissed each other, and whi<k-
ed off again with all the airs and graces of
real butterfliesa! The audience wasin ecstaces,
and young and old clapped their hands with
delight.—[Blackwood’s Magnzine.

A TEXAN'S OPINION.

If the following anecdote of a correspondent
of the Cincinnati Commercial be true, we need
not wonder at the persecutions which the
Methodists have recently suffered at the hand
of the Texans : :

While on church matters I will give you a
Texan's opinion of a Methodist. It was new
to me,

“Do you know, my friend,” addressing me,
“why it is that the Methodists holler so loud
when they pray ?” ”

I, of course, expressed my astonishment,
and anxicty to possess such valuable informa-
tion

“Well,” said he, I will tell you. It is be-
cause they are farther from God than any
other denomination of Christians.”

- “Might you not be mistaken ” said I.

“No, sir,” was his quick reply, “I know them
well, for Twas born in a camp-meeting.” '

I had nothing morejto say; the man was in
carnest, * -

SINGULAR ORNAMENT.

A brooch worn by the (?.mtess of X—
has recently been the subjéct of conversation
among the eminent company of Polish nobili-
ty who are now exiles in Paris. Encircled
by twenty brilliants upon a dark blue ground
of lapis lazuli, and protected by a glass in
front may be seen—What? A portrait? A
lock of hair? No, neither the one or the oth-
er; but only four bent pins wrought together
in the form of a star. The history of this
singular ornament is contained in the follow-
ing communication: *“The Count K—— was
some years ago, in his own country, suspect-
ed of being too much inclined to politics, and
was consegquently one night, without examina-
tion or further inquiry, torn from the bosom
of his family Wy police officers, conveyed to a
fortress in a distant part of the country, md
throwninto a damp, dark dungeon. Days,
weeles, months passed away, without his be-
ing brought to trial. The unhappy man saw
himself robbed of every succor. In the still-
ness of death and the darkness of t‘ﬁe\ grave
he felt not only his strength failing him, but
his mind also wandering. An- unspeakable
anguish took hold upon him. He, who feared
not to appear before his judges, now trembled
before himsslf. Conscious of his danger, he
endeavored to find something to relieve him-
self from the double weight of idleness and
loneliness, and thus preserve him from a terri-
ble insanity. Four pins, which accidentally
happened to be in his coat, had fortunately
escaped the notice of his jailor. Those were
to be the means of deliverance to his spirit.—
fle threw the pins upon the earth—which
alone was the floor of his dungeon—arid then
employed himself in secking for them in the
darkness. When, after o tiresome s2arch, he
succeeded in finding them, he threw them
down anew; and so, again and again, did he
renew his voluntary task. All the day long,
sitting, lying or kneeling, he groped about
with his hands until he had.found the pins
which he had intentionally scattered. This
fearful, yet beneficial recreation continued for
six years, Then, at last, a great political
event opened suddenly, the deors of his pris-
on. The Count had just scattered his pins;—
but he would not leave his cell without taking
with him his little instruments of his own
preservation from despair and madness. He
goon found them, for now the clear, bright
light of day beamed in through the doorway
of his dungeon. As the Count related this
sad story to the Countess, she seized the pins
with holy eagerness. Those crooked, yellow,
brass pins, which, during six fearful years,
had been scattered and gathered alternately,
were become to her as precious relics; and
now, set in a frame of brilliants, worth £400,
as a treasure of much greater value, she
wears them on her bosom.—[Court Journal.

It is said that a girl in Pittsfleld was struck
dumb by the firing of & cannon. Sinco then, a
number of married men have invited the artillery
to come and discharge their picces on their prem-
ises,

On Thursday, 18th inst., a8 a freight train on
the Worcester and Nushua Railrord was passing
between Groton Centre and Groton Junction, the
head of a brakeman, named Jos. Sher, who was
standing upon & car, came in contact with a
bridge, and his skull was badly broken. Seven
picces of bone were taken from the wound, and
the Worcester Spy saya it is very doubtful wheth-
er he will recover. '

Many people like newspapers, but few pre-
serve them ; yet the most interesting reading
imaginable is a file of old newspapers. It
brings up the very age, with all its bustle and
every-day affairs, and marks its genius and its
spirit more than ‘the most labored description
of the historian. 'Who can take up a half a
century back, without the thought that ol-
most every name there printed is now cut up-
on o tombstone at the head of an epitaph?

The Illustrated Times says that on Monday,
July 25th, Judge Haliburton made his maiden
spegch in Parliament. “When he arose, the
House was hushed to silence in a moment ; but
his speech was not a suceess, and it is clear
now that Mr. Haliburton, racy writer as he is,
is no orator. It was just such a speech as any
country gentleman might have made. The
appenrance of Mr, Haliburton is that of a stur-
dy old gentleman farmer, utterly unlike what,
from reading his works, you would imagine
him to be.”

—

A friend of the Rochester Union, who saw
De Lave walk the rop:e on Tucsday, says his
estimation of the value of crinoline is won-
derfully increased since that event. Juot as
the rain storm commenced, he saw & beautiful
and fashionably dressed young lady coolly
take off her bonnet and deliberately fasten it
underncath her skeleton skirt, then tie a hand-
kerchief upon her head; and after the storm

her bonnet reappeared as good as new,

~ This md Tht,

Tuere are few who know how to be idle
and innocent, By doing nothing we learn to
do ill. _

About the only person we ever heard of
that was not spoiled by being lionized, was a
Jew named Daniel .

It is 2umored in Washington that Secretary
Floyd will be obliged by illness to resign, and
that the Hon. Elios J. Faulkner will be his
8UCCESHOT.

Next week Blondin crosses the river at Ni-
agara, carrying with him a cook stove and
utensils and will, when in the centre of his
rope, make omelets for the passengers of the
Maid of the Mist.

Madame Jenny Lind Goldschmidt is to vis-
it Ireland in the Avtumn, for the purpose of
singing in oratorics, She intends giving the
#Messioh” for the benefit of Mercer’s Hospi-
tal, in Dublin.

The editor of The Juniata Sentinel notices
the demise of a celebrated horse, which had
attained the incredible age of forty-one years.
The horse was formerly in the possession of
Gen. Jackson.

A Yankee schoolmaster named Comstock

_turned a drove of cattle into the cornfield of

o farmer in Dubuque, Jowa, and during the
confusion which this act created in the fsmily,
run away with the farmer’s daughter and mar-
ried her.

Counterfeit half-dollar picces, exceedingly
well executed, ringing well, but being a little
light, have been extensively circulated in Bos-
ton and vicinity within a week past. ‘The
counterfeit is dated 1854, and bears the stamp
of the New Orleans mint,

A correspondent of The Lynchburg (Va.)
Republican says :—“I have just been to see
the greatest curiosity of the age. Well, what
do you think it was ?  Why, a calf, only forty-
eight hours old, with horns four inches long.
It also has three eyes, the third one being in
the centre of the forehead, which will enable
the beast to see in. front as well as on both
sides at the same time.”

A correspondent of the New York Tribune
mentions, as one of the things which disturb-
ed the pleasurc of Commencement at Harvard
College, an unfortunate allusion by one of the
boys, when he “spoke his piece” to the “con-
temptible articles inthe New York Ledger,’\’ .
which the youngster contrasted with the ele-’
gont literature of the Atlantic Monthly. Mr.
Everett, who was on the platform, found it
convenient to blow his nose about that time.

Mr. Isaac Brooks died in Baltimore on the
20th inst., at the age of ninety years. He was
a native of Pennsylvania, whence he removed
to Baltimore in 1797, where he was engaged
in the iron trade for fifty-five years, and had
resided in the house where he died for fifty-
‘nino years. Mr. Brooks was a subscriber to
the old Maryland Gazelle, and subsequently
to the Patriot & Gazelle, the whole of his
term of subacription reaching to sixty-two
years.

Mrs. Bostwick, a favorite vocalist of Chica-
go, has recently visited the wilds of, Lake Su-
perior and Green Bay regions.  On one occa-
sion she sang before an sudience principally
composed of Menomonee Indians and half
breeds. At firat, with true Indian stoicism,
they sat as stony us statues. But Mrs. Bost-
wick's beautiful tones soon melted the mar-
ble, and their delight found expression in a se-
ries of yells and war whoops, if not so har-
monious, vastly more emphatic than more civ-
ilized audiences.

A process has recently been discovered and
a patent secured by Messrs. Paddock & Marsh
of Cincinnati, Ohfo, by which meat of all
kinds, it is stated, can be' cured and rendered
fit for any foreign market in ten minutes’ time. .
As soon a8 the animal is killed, and before be--
ing skinned, salt is injected through the arter--
ies, and almost instantly the whole animal is-
impregnated with it. Beef cured by this pro--
cess at Houston, Texas, with the thermometer-
at 80 degrecs, was found, when exhibited at:
Cincinnati, to be perfecfly sweet, and cqual to- .
the best meat curedin the ordinary manner..

A clever device'of o Piedmontcse colonel;.
who was presiding over a court martinl at T~
rin, is related : A man was tried on the charge -
of being an Austrian spy, but he vehemently.-
maintained that he wasa Milanese trader.— -
He, however, could not produce any docu--
ments to prove his allegation, and could not
-satisfactorily explain why he was in Piedmont. .
“Prisoner,” said the colonel, all at once, “come
cloger to me—I do not hear well.” 'The man
sdvanced. “Ah,” said the colonel, “I see that -
you step with the left foot forward, with your"
arme close to sides, and the little finger on the
seam of the trousers, You are a seldier!’— -
'l‘h_q man, greatly confused, could no longer.
deny that he was both agoldier and a spy..


















