e e e

TET NS ¢

\ ,"J"‘JIE" ok "0’!‘~E'? % (pE TUST AND FEAR NOT: LET ALL THE ENDS THOU A1MS'T AT,BE.THY.COUNTRY’S, THY GOD’S, AND TRUTK’S.” § b

L.})__I_l:(_)R A_ND_-PROI"FIE,TOR.V _ ‘ S R T b THE: Kl : ’ i s ¥ 1:al i’S. OR €92.11 TAIT 10 AIVANCE

JNVew Series—Wolume 11. Cambridge, J¥d., Satizrday Jlorning, Febyaary 1D, 1818, " Nuniber 19.
= ‘-.f_ e e e e Tt = < e N ETTE S T T S AT T — ey e — e e e — ol

TERIMS

THHE CAMBRIDGE CHRONICLE, is pub-
lished every Saturday moruing, at Two Dollurs and
Fifly Cents per annum, payable during theayear,
or Two Dollars per ainum, pazable n advance
The paper will be sent to any address six months

* for One Dollar, payable in advance, or One Dollar
aund Twenty-five Cents it not paid until the expi-
ration of six months. ;

No subscription will be received for a shorter
period than six months, nor will the paper be
discontinued until ail arrearages are paid, unless
at the discretion of the publisher.—A  failure to
notify a discontinuance wiil be always considered
a new engagement, and the paper forwarded ac-
cordingly.—~Single copies 6 cents.

& The «“Chron:cle” has, probably, a more ex-,
tensive circulatich than any paper on the shore,
and is therefore the most advantageous Journal,
for the publication of Adverusements, which wiil |
be inserted on the following terms:

Advertisements not exceeding a square. will be
inserted three times for one dollar, and 23 cents
for cvery subsequent insnrtidn:«longer ones in |
the same proportion. 2\ reasonable deduction
made to those who advertise by the year.

Advertisements sent to this Ofiice, not marked
for a given number of times, wiil be insertzd till
forbid and charged accordingly.

Communications &c., sent by mail, must be
post paid, otherwise they way not meet with  at-
cution.
T

POETRY. ‘
MY OWN.
My own—my own—oh! breathes there one

To whom that simple word’s not dear?
Beats there a heart so drear and lone,

That holds not sermc loved object near?
Whose spirit like the arkless bird,

From all companionship hath flown;—
And finds 7o gladness in that ward,
My own!—imy own!

Who duall ‘o every finer tie,
To every foft affection cold,
Lives on in cheerless apathy,
Andin Lis very youth seeins old!
Though frequent cares'my miind enthral,
Could wealth, mere earil:ly wealth, atone
For the sweet heings lost— call
T Xy ownl—my cwn!
No! Time may still but speed to show
How false 1s Haope's delicious son::
And many a sorrow I must know; i
Bat, oh!—sy<at Heaven—may it be long
Ere those I love froih me are zone;
And life a wilderness hath grown,
And of earth’s mitlions there 1s nong,
My own!—my own!

AND TOUCHING LETTER.

BEAUTIFUL

have been wandering backward, far over the cur-
rent of years. Reflection is indeed an an_el,
when she points out the errors of the past and
gives us courage to avoid them in future. Mag-
gie is reading the book of Job, and this evening
my spirit more than ever looks ip in thankfuiness
10 God for the Bible, Heaven’s purest gift to mor-
tals. It is the star of eternity, whose muld rays
come twinkling to the nether sphere; errm g

Bible is the book of books.
In comparison. Byron loses his fire, Miiten

his souarings, Giay his beauties, and Homer |
Noeye like rapt Isaial’s |

grandeur and fizures.

tery obstacle wade use of to prevent,
| care

man’s guide to wisdom, vi:tue and heaven. The |

-1 . . |
ever prerced the veil of the future; no tongue ev-|

cr reasoned like sainted Job’s no poet ever seng
like Israel’s shepherd King, and God never made
a wiser man than Solomon. The words of the
Bible are pictures of immortallity, dews from the
tree of Kuowledge; pearls from the river of Life,
and gems of celestial thonght.  As the moanin._r

shell whispers of the sea, so the Bible breathes of

luvedn Heaven, the home ol angels: and joys t0o
pure to die.  Would I had read it more when my
poor cyes could see. Would more ofits pure

L a smail child at her breast.

precepts were bound about my heart, and I
had wisdom to make :hem the mottoes of my
lite.  The world may entertain its idea of a nmg-"

nificent Deity, whose government 1s general; but!

let me believe in the Lord God of Eujah, whose

or
lD

in human lite, and with a father’s care arranoi
it for the meatest possible good.

dark and diear, with no star to gtude, nor voiee to
cheer, my sinking spirit finds reiuge in the world
wide sympathies of a Saviour, who did not chide
Mary tor her tears, and came himsell to weep
at the grave of his friend.

My dear Lizzy, I fear I have written you too
lonz  and too sad a letter; but, dearest; do
think me melancholy; hikeall the rest ol the worid,

not

At New Castie Miss Clarke met her lover, cud
they started for B:itimore, where they were joiu-
cd by Miss Williamson, who acted: as brideswaid
on the occasion of their marringe, Immeduitely
after her marriage Miss Clark, who we shall pow
call Mrs. Wihitney, about hunting up facts in
relation to her birth—"Th: were used, and ev-

tier first
was 1o find Ler wmother and  after aiony
search, she wus at last discovered, we believe, in

o
o

HEA

the Isand of Jumaiea She almost inmediately re- |

conznized her danghter, aud gave her the mar-

ria j_:fi,‘

certificate of her husband, Daniel Clarkes
froin whom she hud been seperated soy uine
before his death.  Procecdings were immcdiate-
Iy commenced, but tor a whiie with a smali pros-
pect of saccess.  Threats were not only made a-
gainst hersell” and husbaud, out against any ove
who should advocate theit cause. It was wiihs
ditiiculty a lawyer could be procured to piead hier
cause; even the very judses on the bench were
the feed counsel on th=2 otifg: side, aud generally
suppesed to be under the tiluence oi bribery.—
Finally  her husband was thrown in_ prison mn

ne
uc

New Oileans, during the prevalence of the fever, |

and alierwards she was inprisoned with him wnh
Whitney soon died,
without strong suspicion ol foul
She afterwards was re.cased, and though

not however,
play.

Caowidow, still prosecuted hier sunt with deteitnin-
Providence is entire, ordering the minutest vent:

Yes, Lizay, !
vhen storms  gather and wy sepulchered way is

cd resolution.  So giaringly was the partiality off
the judzes once played, that tue crowd in court
could hardiy contain their mdiznaton. Her Lie
was two or three times attempted.

,

Her tivst acquaintznee with General Goines was

Cwhen she was fived at, and purt ot her dress shet

I icave more smles than tears, more good thanall.
Let me thank you many times for youe kind invi- |

tations to be with you on New Year's day, at
your new home, and for your gentie Lint that
Santa C.aus will be there too.  Maggie says his
majesty  will be in the country at that time, and
I sunst stop here; however, I shail be with you,
Lizzy; ull then, good bye, with my unabated iove.

S. 1. De K.
MRS. GAINLS.

As the case of this extraovdinary woman has'

for a ioug time  past exciied the nterest of the
people ol this country, we tnk it wiil not be un-

interesting to give our readers a slight sheteh of

her eariy lite.  Mura Clark, (now Mrs. Gaines,)
who is well known to our ciuzens, having i eariy
life resided here, was born in New Ornecans, her
father Daniel Clark, (well known 1 the poiiucal

and commercial history of Loutsiana,) beip s @

partner of Col. Davis, of this county.  lier tathes

died, and when only a few months old, she was

We some time since published a serics of let- adopted by Col. Davis,and broughtup as his own

ters from a “Biind Girl,”” which atiracted much
attention, and were re-published in every section
of the State. Below we vive another, simple,
beautitul and touching. It is certainly one ol
the prettiest things we recollect to have ever secn
in print.  Few can read it without shedding a

child.  A'mun by the name ot Ralph destroyed

hier tather's will, and therc s every reason to be-)

lieve forsed one, viving to hms=i the whole of
= o o)

the imeense property ot her fuiher, consisung ol

nearly the whote of the new part ot New Orieans,

(at that time worth near five millions of dollars,

e o et b FERTRRS Ll AM'.'.',-ur.h-}".:!t——‘._.'x"‘"‘&.‘z el 5 o5 2 oS b it Juy Dy

and now worth much more.)  She hved in entire
ignorance of her parentage, tor a long time. The
first idea she had of her parentage, was being
taunted by a girl at school with the fact that Col.
Davis was not her lather.
ered it from some papers winch she tound, while
looking for some documonts which she was to
send to the Colonel at Harrisburg, they at that
tme living in Pennsylvania.  Some tune after-
wards she visited the Sulphur Springs, Virginia,

sympathetic tear for the unfortunate being who
can talk ¢f her misfortunes with so much com-
placency and good nature.—Roch. vIdvocete.
~ Lake Corrace, Nov. 23, 1847.
My Dear Lizzy: It is not plezsant to be blind.
My poor eyes long to look abroad upon this beau-
tilul world, and my prisoned spint strugales to
break its darkness and bathe agamn in the pure
light of the upper skies. [ would love dearly to
bonnet and shawl myself and go torth to breathe
the air alone, and free as the breeze that fans my
brow. But as Miiton once said to his favorite
daughter—* [t matters little wheéther one has a star
to guide or an augel haud o lead,” and Lizzy,
we must learn to bear, and blame not that which
we cannot change. The journey ot e is short.
We may not stop here long, and sorrow and trial
discipline the spirit and eduocate the <oul for a iu-
‘ture hie, and those upon whom we must depend
we love most. A good Enghsh writer says, " Let
the heart be thankiul for any circumstance that
‘proves thy friend.”

Two summers have come and gone, since my
Williain died in Rochester.  We brought him
here and laid ‘him down in the grave to sleeg,
close by the side of his childhood-home where
the quick winds, and white waves of Ortario
‘come swelling to the shore; and high above its
silvery bosom, clouds, dove-like, are hanging.—
One moon had hardly waned ere the angels came
again, and, while I slept, darkened my weeping i X
‘eyes forever. Ob! Lizzy, was sorrow everso deep? | Miss Wilhamson. To prevent detection, Miss
‘was misery ever so severe? Hope departed, and ! Clark cailed all the dogs togcther about Coloncel
an unyielding blight settled on all the joys my | Davis’ place that evening; put them mto one ol
heart had wed. “Passing away’ 1is truly a part
of earth. It lends a death-like air to our gay en-
joyment and mingles sorrow with our cups of| :
bliss. It stops foreverour appy labors, and frus- | and the darkuess was ouly now cand then alivmi-
trates our choicest plans. Those whom we learn ! nated by fearful flashes ot ll:'hln\m_g. Undaunted
to love, die, and the cold earth presses the hips by the razing ciements, Miss Ciari stepped rom
we have loved to kiss, and freezes the hearts tuned her bed-1oom on the batcony, and by mceans oi a
to beat in umison with our own. Lizzy, ever pillar of the balcouny or rope, managed w reach
more, I am blind and a wanderér, but not home- the ground in salcty, and sediaiery ran as last
less. I have God, my father “the angels for friends, as she could to Wihmmgton. v was a feariul
and Jesus an “older brother.” The pure homes
in many hearts, too, are mine—dwellings dearer
than all the world beside.

This morning finds me at Mr. Ledgar’s delight-

ing, she became acquamted with a young man
pamed W, Whituey, a son of’ Gen. Wintuey of
New York.  Soon arterwards he visited her i
Piniadeiphia, butthie Colonet notappioviing ot the
match, he wastorbnd the house. Col. Davis soon
atter moved to Detamore place, near Wimington,

lover, she corresponded with i, To prevent

and punctually deinenng the letiers anto the
hands ot Miss Clark, and sending her’s to Mr.
Whitney, in return.  Miss Clark was by this tne
fuily acquainted with her parcntage and the nn-
mense estate oi her father. At last she received
a letter from Mr. Whituey, urging her by all she
held true and the love she bore hun, to ciope with
him. The plan was laid and the ume fixed. Mr.
Whitney was to be at New Castle, where she was
to jomn him. None was letinto the secret but

the night came, and a terrible one 1t was too; the
wind howled, the ramn poured dowin 1 torrents,

venture abroad aloune and unaticuded. On her

L way, il possible, the rain became heavier, and the
flashes of iightming more vivid. At dast sne reach-

ful *Lake Cottage,” seated soft among the trees; ed the residence ol Mr.
where Lombard poplars lift their tufted tops al- with rain, and the top ol her band-box beat i by
most to prop the skies; the “willow, locust, and lhc'\"lulcncc ol the storm. DMiss W llh;xnmn-x was
horse-chestnut, spread their branches, and never waitinyg alone in the passage to recenve her; the
lcouse to blossom. DMaggie is my kind amanuen- low knock at the door was given, the key soluy
sis. Mow she feads to me—gives me her arm for turned, the door opened, and Miss Ciark, puiling
‘a wlk. Now, with her harp and tuneful yoice, off her tivle kid shippers which were wet lh‘mu‘_;h,
‘unchains the soul of song, th_c whole covering all softly i‘lsccud'cd’lllc slairs 50 as 1ot Lo i.llilllll the
‘my thoughts with gladness, till T almost forgetmy rest of the family. The Iu'(h(:a cf"p_l”)cfl ‘lhcm-’
“might of years,” and live in a land where swells selves unul moruing i dryig, as well ..m l.ht,.’
with melody the air, and sorrows and tears are un- were ublq, Miss Clark’s clothes. At the lntslld.u\ n
known; all joys are less than the one joy o'l dur- of morning they slcppeq out, uml‘u hack );:mg
5ug kinduness. - Her smile makes the s.unsl_mle of prq(:prcd, she departed for New Castle. ! ilaa
may hearts, the cloudless dawning of their new Williamson gave her all the moncey she had, $50—

enjoymaents, as at the time she left.Col. Davis’ she bad not a
' il is Thanksgiving day, Lizzy, and my thoughts  dollar.
) ‘--&1'.

Afterwards she discov- |

the out bumidings, and locked them ail np. Atlast

and while there, on accountof her carrnage break-:

and Miss Ciark not being permntied to sec her

detecuion, her lewters were directed to Miss Mary §
Ann Wiihamson, she carefully keeping the secret

l

|

|

i

!

|

nmight for a girl 50 stall, so youn g aud dencate, to

Wilhamson, drenched

away. Generai Gaines came up and oficred her
his protection, and she soon siterwards married
hun.  Her opponents dared not use the
means with a Geaeral 1o the Unned States arimy,
as they had alicady done with her husbaud,
private mdividual. [t would hisve been too glar-
myly showed to the country, or theie s not the
least donbtithey wouid have done it. Aiter gomny
thronzh <0 meny courts, we now learn that the
suit has been decided in hes favor. The vaine ol
the property is now uwenty milious of dollar=.
Mis. Ganes is now {orty years of age, about five
feet hish, has a sweatexpression of countenancee,
rather a1 French cast. She has, at the same time
an indomitable resolution; as every circumstih-
ces of bee lite has shown.  She is very charitable
and warin hearted, aml never forgets  her old
friends.  She, even now, remembers with grati-
tude the seiviees ot her fitend, (tormerly
Miss. Williamson,) now Mrs Chantbers and as-
sures her when she comes into her estate, she
wiil remunerate her tor her former Kindness.
we sce it stated she lately  prescaied two ot her
friends with $3,000 each we suppose her beguest
to Mis. Chammbers will be considerable.  Weun-
derstand she will soon visither in Wilmin ston.—
[ not the life of this persecmed lady indeed one
oideep romance? VWiil it not 1 luture Le onven
to the public in an historical novell—Dlue Hea's
Chicken.
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SHORT EXTRACTS FROMOLD AUTLIORS,
Ox Skerricisys & INFiDELITY.

The riches ol mmmacinition @re poor, and all
the rivers n!'(:!uqurm:é dry, in supplying
thoueht on an intinite subject.—Folion’s Disser-
lulions.

are

Nothing has more horror than annihilation.—
The worst that good men can feur, s the best
that evil can wish for, which is the dissolution of
the soul in death.— Curd.

They tiat deny a God, destros man’s nobility:
for certainty man is ol kin to the Leasts by his
bocy, and if hie be not ¢f kin to God by his spir-
it, he is an irnoble creatvre.—-Lord Bicon.

As pru(tlittn!. 30 speculative wickedn ss. hins |
in the |

nsually  anoiher aspeet, when it stands
chndow ofdeath, than 1n

Lealth and vigor.

They have gained a great prize indeed,
Cicero, who have persaaded themselves to bet
that when death comes, they shull uttecly perish!

What comifort is there, whatis there to be ho:s-
ted of, in that opinion?  Ifin this I eer, says lie,
that 1 think the souls of men nmorial, I eer

with pleasure; nor will ever, whilst I live, be for-

ced out of an opinion, which afivrds me so wuch |

delizht. . ;
The foundation of all religions lie i two thines
tivat there is a God who rules the world, and that

the =ouls of men are capable of <ubsisting after |

death: For hie that comes unto God, must Le-
lieve that he is, and that he s a rewarder of them
that him.  So that ir these things be not
zul;lmrlul as most agrecable to human reason,

seek

we cannot imazine vpon what erounds mankind
should embrace any way ol rehnionat alll—Bish-
op Stiliingfleet.

[t has been rightly obeerved, that in one point
the Atheist the most man 1 the
world. who belicves the universe to be the pro-
ductivn of chance.

1s credulons

When an Atheist disputes with a Christian a- !

sainst Providence; if he will say any thinz to ihe
purpose, he mnst dispute asamst Providence, up-
on the supposition of another hie; and prove that
the external rewards and punishwents of the next
world cannot vindicate the wisdom agd justice of
Providence in this. This is the true state of-the
controversey; bring them to 1his isswe, and they
witl fined litdde to say, which will give trouble to a
wise wan to answer.—Da. Sherloch.
GOOD FARNMING.

The Knoxville, (Ky.) Rezisier says:—2Mr. A
Kenunedy, of Blount county, iried an experiment
in agriculture in 1817, which has succeeded
admirably.  Having thirty acres o bottom land
lyinx in a body on Little river. he furrowed it out
three feet square,  planted alternate rows of corn
aud potatoes, and “in laying by,” sowed the
whole broad-cast with peas.  On gathering his
crop, he measured the produce of one acre, which

he thought would average with the rest, the tol-
lowing result:—15 bushels of peas, 45 bushels of
corn, and 190 bushels of potatoes—in all 250
bushels from a single acre of ground.

the dazzhus heams of|

A STRONG AFFAHL

A fow vears ago, Professor P ,(a distin-
guished musician of this eity, ) sallantly uudertook
to escort a youny lady, au opera singer of some
nete, to the coutinuvous borough of Germantown,
where.they bad been invited to dine with some
fricnds,
gurest and cheapest conveyvanee, determined o
patronize the stage, a mode of travelling which
the lady viewed with bat littie favor.

Beiore they had soue a mile on their journey,
ined of a fecling  of faintaess, which
adby a sicknessat the stomach.

L-? she exclanned, throwing her
+ly on the Professor’s
[ what s} Iodo?”
“ftis very strange!’’ mused the Professor.
el oh. 1t s dreadiull”’

“Perhaps it is the motion of the stager”
“Oh, no, not that!”

compia

SUGC et
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122
before! '

n «QOh, never.,” she gnsped—:—“never—-—oh, ah,
f why did 1 come?”’

She ahnost fell fainting 1nto
| fessor's arins.
“Perhaps you have pain—'
“Not that—oh—ohi”’
“\What, then, 1sit hke?”
“tis—auh! excuse me, Professor—it is a smell
I <hali die—1 shall die!”’

the alarmed Pro-

—olhi, such o smeli!
musician——:-<a sinell! L swmeil pothing!” «nd  he
snulied the air to the nght and leit ke a batia-
io.

The passengers laughed and winked, but it
was socn apparent that withour reaer the lady
couul not lung sarvive.

“Aur, air, !’ she gasped hysterically, as the
ainrmed Professor thiew open a window—*+0lh,
it 1s horrisle, viee, viiaiuous!” ejacuiated the o-
era sin zer, revived by the fresh anr.

Aud thus, with her handsome head thrust out
of the windoew, she thmshed the unpieasant jour-
pey.  Occasionany, however, her seusiuve nos-
arils were
wh.ch shie complained.

That day at diuner was invited to taste
some line cheese.  When the plate was handed
to her, she turned pale—

¢4y hat 1s the mattes!” inquired one of the par-
ty.

“Tuke it away—take it away!” exclaimed she,
“jt s the hormbie smell that sickened me i the
stage!”’

“Why, that's a good schmell,” expostuiated
ihe Prosessci—it’s Duch cheese, old and goot.—
[ brought out Uhis lwinp in nitue pockel as a present
to our kind jricud!”

dssad

she

b

not been kuown to  carry  Dutchr chieese 1 bis
pocket since.—Cily Hem.

THE SOUL, THE BODY, AND TILE WATCIL

1
LOu it @ forim at cuce shpie and captivaiing:

I ouce saw a preacher aying to ieuch the clhl-
dren that their souis would dive alier thiey were
\i\.:l»li 1
dercstand 1tz he was teo abstract. Suatclung lus
watch troin his pocket he sauds

cgames, what 1s tus L boid m my hand?”

S watel, sirs

e\ hittic clock,” said another,

“Po you all see iz’

"Ycr, :.i‘,” '

Ifow do you know it is a watch?”

[t ucks, sir.”

—+Very weil, can any of yon hear it tick?’
lisien.  Adlier a pause.

“Yes, sir, we hear it,

lie wien took oif the case, and held the casein
lone hand, and the watch in the other.
| “Now, cinidren, winch s the w atche”?
| “The nttle ouc, in your rizht hand.”

V : Now 1 wiil lay the case

“YVery weil, a
Laside.  Puiitaway down there i my hat Now

T All

_’ilxil.

let us see i you can hear the tucken

[ DBy sl

we hear it,” exclanned severul voi-

<AVeil, the watch can tick and  go, and  keep
time, you can sce when the casc s oif) and puatin
my hat. So 1t s with you cintdren. Yourbody is
nothing but the case, the soul 15 insule.
taken ofll and
the ground, and the scul will Ine and  thnnk just
as well as this will 20, 4s you sce, when the case
s ofi.™

case, the body, may be

a
l THANK YOU, SIR!
’. ‘Come,

Deacon  Ale-

worthy, ‘tane onue of these taraeys and carry 1t up

Charles, my =on,” sand
to parson Moody lor thanks 2ivin g,
‘vo, tuther, I don’vdo thacagzam, I tell you!
SWiat do 1 iear now, Charies>—These five-and
twenty years I have sent the parson a turkey and
and
What's the

Jo has carnied thew, and Tom, and  Jerry,
you—without cver reiusiing belore. :
Aatics now?s

“Why. tither, hie never thanks me for bringing
it 10 awinle a-
w0, because | staried out ol mecting too soon.’

“Weli, sou, you know it 1s the custom for the
minister 1o o out beiore any of the congregation

hi: beswdes, he took e to task

starts—this 15 done as a mars of respeet.’

‘Respect of not, he's nodung but a man, and
as for cicepmgtor i 1 won’t doat)’

“\Vediy set it all pass, and carry i the turkey,
and 1t he don’t thauk you torat, I will)

Charles shoutdered the fowl, and in a. short

| e was at the house of the wmiuister, who was

seated e the  parioc surrounded by a number of
fricuds who had come to pass thanksgwving with
him. The lad eutered without knocking, and
bringing the turkey from his shoulders Tlicavily
upon the table, said, Mr. Moody, there’s a tur-
key for yousal you wani it, you may have it if
you dou’t I'tl carry it back again.’

‘1 shall be very glad ofit,* said the minister;
‘but [ think you mizht learn a little manners.—
Churles, can’t you do an crrand better?”

‘How would you have me do 12’ said Charles.

‘Sit down in my chair,” said the parson, ‘aund
I will show you.'

It was Sunday, and the party, as the |

shoulder, !

“Doubiless you have had an attack of the kind '

¢ smeill” echoed the thoroughiy perplesed
!

ied with the disagreeabie odor of

The lady tunted, and the worthy Professor has!

ihey hsteoed, but esideitly did not un- |

The |
buried 1o |

Churles took the chair, while the parson took
the turkey and leftthe room.  He soon retu ned
took off lus hat—made a very low bow, aud suid,
‘Mr. Moody here is a turkey which -my father
'sent you, and wishes you to accept it as a pre-
sent.’

Charles rose from hisseat and took the fow],
au‘d said to the minisier, ‘it is a very fine one, and
I teel very grateful to your father forit. In this
and numerous other instances he has contributed
to my happiness. If you will just carry it into
the kitchen and return again, I will send for Mrs.
Moody to give you half a doilar.’

The parson walked outof the room—"his friends
laushed at the joke, and made up a purse [or the
lad, who ever afterwards received areward for
kis senices.

Wull:ing of Parisian Ladies.—The question .is
often asked, how happens it that the French wo-
men are so far before the women of all other
countries in their style of walking.  One or two
answers is generaliy given 1o the guestion. Some
persons account for the fact, from the circume-
stance of their streets being badly paved, and of
their consequently beina oblized, in passing along
the streets, 1o make those short, quick steps,
which are so much admired in their walking.—
This cannot be the reason, because in many towns
in England, Scotlapd and Ireland, the causeway
is as rouzh, and the pavement as bad, as in Paris;
yet we sce nothing ol the light, graceful, elistic
mode of walking. among the women of our pro-
vincial towns, which is the admiration of allifor-
eizuers who visit Paris,

The other vrunl mode of accounting for the
French womens’ mede ofiwalking, is, to attribute
it 1 the abseuce of carpets in the Parisian houses,
and the circumstance of the floors being constant.
ly rubbed over with soap, which renders them
very shppery to walk on.  This cannot be the
right hypothesis any more than the other; for.it
is a weli ascertained fact, that English ladies who
have gone to reside in Paris when they were
younz, and before their style of walking could
have been formed, hardly ever acquire that ele-
gance of carriage and elastic step which ail adinire
so much in Parisian ladies. My own theory is,
that the gracetul walk of the French women iy
the result of that lzhtuess of heart which is so
marked a characteristic in the French character,
and mest of all, in female character. '

Haow they Dicd in Baltle.—Gen. Pierce, in his
recent speech in Concord, N. 1L, taid that one
of the causes offthe success of our troops in Mex-
ico, reuulars and velunteers, was the conduct of
the ofiicers, who, from the highest to the lowest,
led on and checred their columns. He added—
“Hence the disproporiion in the loss of officers
and mmen.  Hence the loss of that most brave and
i accomplished of the ofiicers of the ten new regi-
ments—Colone! Rauscwe.  He kept pressing up
—piessing np—and he was shot at the head of his
colmmn  The seme was true of Colonel Martin
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The followm_ is going the rounds.  Itis ad-| _ shot in the ariny—a son of New
arrabic of its kind, aud cmbodies a theiiling les-| Hampsiire. e raised himseit above the protece

tion of a wa

. A brother ofiicer begged him not
to expose himsell vunecessariiy.  Ile replied—
‘Martin Scoti has never yet stooped.””  The next,
mowent a shot passed throush Ins heart. He fell
upon his back, deliberntely pliced  his hat upon
s breast and expired.  Col. Graham, after re-
celving six wounds, continued on at the head of
his wmen, and uponreceiving the seventh, through
the heart, slowly dropped trom his horse, and as
he fell upon the agroumd. sawl—*=Forward, my
men!—my word is always, forward!”  And so
saving, he died.

i
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Tae rrve Wirn.—the death of a true wile is
Leutituily drawn in the annexed portrait by Chan-
ninzi—<How reserve and shnnking  delicacy
throw a veil over her beauotiful character. She
was little known beyond her own home; but there
she  =ilently spread aronnd her that soft, pure
lizht, the preciousness of which is never fuily un-
derstood till it is quenched. Her calm, gentle
wisdom, her symipsthy, which, though tender,
was too serene  to disturb  her clear  perception,
fitted her to act instinctvely, and without the
ronciousuness of either pariy, on his more san-
suine, ardent mind. She was truly a spirit of
sood, diffusing a tranquiiizing influence mildly
to be thousht of, and theretore wore sure.  The
blow which ook Ler from him, has left a wound
which tiie could not heal.

Tue Gt Ls.—No! iong s1c: & warringe  was
to he celebrated in the vutage church.  The min-
ister, alter makins avery eloquent and touching
diseourse on the duties and rights off those who
were abotit to be united suddeanly exclamed:i—
“Those who wish to be mariied will please nse;”
and twmediztely there shot up above the seated
multitude, the heads ol a crowd  of young girls,
who had undesstood the remark, which  was ad-
dressed to the contractinz.parties, asa general in-
vitation to all who were destrous to leave the sel-
fish state of sinsle blessedness.—Balh (Me) Tri-
bune.

WALKIN & FOR .1 DRAM.

Oue of the best stories of the season is told by
Sandy Welsh, ol a man who was in the country
on a visit, where they had no liquor.  He got
up two hours before breakfast and wanted his
bitters.—

“IIow far is it to a tavern?”’ he asked.

“Four miles.”

So off this thirsty soul started—walked four
miles in a pleasant frame of mind, arrived at the
tavern and found it was a temperance IHouse!

WELLERISMS.
! “You can draw me atsizht,”” as the aching
~tooth said to the forceps.
| to the shell.
| “You've got me into a scrape,’” as the flddle-
string said to the bow.
| “You're quite light-headed,” said tha pump te
' the lamp-post.
“Well,” replied the post, “‘that’s better thap
having a running at the nose.”
“You've run me through,” as the wire said 472
‘thn magnetic &park.~Balt. Enterprise.
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“My voice is still for war,”” as the bomb said -
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