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WOMAN. 

Warriors and statesmen have their meed of 
praise, Ra 

And what they do or suffer men record ; 
But the long sacrifice of woman’s days 

Passes without a thought—without a word; 
And many a holy struggle for thy sake 

Of duties sternly, faithfully fulfill’d,— 

For which the anxious mind must watch and 
wake, 

And the strong feelings of the heart be still’d,— 
Goes by unheeded as the summer wind, 
And leaves no memory and no trace behind! 
Yet, it may be, more lofty courage dwells 

In one meek heart which braves an. adverse 
fate, 

Than his, whose ardent soul indignant swells. 
Warm’d by the fight, or cheer’d through high 

debate : 
The soldier dies surrounded ; could he lwe 
Alone to suffer, and alone to strive ? 

Answer, ye graves, whose suicidal gloom 
Shows deeper horror than a common tomb! 
‘Who sleep within? The men who would evade 
An unseen lot of which they felt afraid. 
Embarrassment of means, which work’d annoy— 
A past remorse—a future blank of joy— 
The sinful rashness of a blind despair— 
These were the strekes which sent your victims 

there. 
In many a village churchyard’s simple grave, 
‘Where all unmark’d the cypress-branches wave ; 
In many a vault where Death could only claim 
The brief inscriptien of a woman’s name ; 
Of different ranks, and different degrees, 
From daily labour to a life of ease, 
(From the rich wife who through the weary day 
Wept in her jewels, grief’s unceasing prey, 
To the poor soul who trudged e’er marsh and 

moor, 
And with her baby begg’d from door to door,) 
Lie hearts, which, ere they found that last re. 

lease, 
Had lost all memory of the "blessing < peace” 
Hearts, whose long struggle through unpitied 

years 
Nene saw but Him whe marks the mourner’s 

’ tears ; 
The obscurely noble! who evaded not 
The wo which He had will’d should be their lot, 
But nerved themselves to bear! 

  

    

    
THE HUNTSMAN’S WEDDING. 

Concluded. 

< Tn an old manor-house, not far from the 
, sea-shore, lived one of the loveliest ladies in 
England, called Agnes M’Caire. She was the 
heiress of a very rich old Colonel, who had 
passed the best part of his life in India, and 
with age and hard service was upon the verge 
of his grave, when his daughter captivated—as 

© it’s called by the gentiy—a neighbouring gen- 
tleman; a fine, young, handsome fox-hunter. 
Frederick Catonder, for that was his name, lo- 
ved Miss M’Caire as others have loved ¢ not 
wisely but too well;’ and, like most other wo- 
men under such circumstances, she took ad- 

vantage of his folly. Wild as a fawn, the lady 
cared not what people thought of her gay freaks, 
which were pretty constant in some shape or o- 
ther. Sometimes she would mount a vicious 

! colt, deaf to the entreaties of everybody, and 
ride him with the speed of a pressed stag over 

4 heath and moor, hill and valley; her Jong hair 
streaming in the wind, and a careless laugh 

. ringing from her lips as she swept over break- 
neck fences, walls, and brooks. When the 

gale whistled across the tossing waves, occa- 
sionally she might be seen alone, steering a 
light boat over the mountain-billews, as fear- 
less of danger as the white sea-gull. 
«Her father, who doted upon his untamed, 

beautiful child, never for a moment thought of 
a : checking with his authority any whim or incli- 

nation, however imprudent it might be. When 
angry at some past act of this kind, she would 
kiss and caress him out of ill-humour, and thus 

continued to do just as she pleased. 
-4¢°Tis said that no one could withstand -any- 

thing desired by Agnes M’Caire. If a smile 
did not procure what was wished, a frown from 
her black flashing eyes was certain to do so.— 
The talk of the country round was the heiress 

: of the Manor-house. The poor blessed her, 
and prayed, for her preservation, for her charity 
to them was boundless. The sick would find 
her gliding into the chamber, smoothing their 
pillow with ready hand, and administering the 
consolation of an angel, as she was—in some 
respects, In appearance, Miss M<Caire was a 
perfect beauty. Her skin was pink and white 
mingled, like the tints of the lily and the rose ; 
her figure was tall, and in proud bearing ; and, 
notwithstanding her wilfulness, but few eyes 
have seen 2 better, or more lovely lady. 
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«¢ Among numbers of other gentlemen, Mr. 
3 Catonder started in the race for the prize of 
i% Agnes M’Caire. He was a true gentleman, 

with a kind, frank, and open heart. Not one 

in the county bore a superior name; and he 
was the admitted straightest rider in the hunt, 
both far and near. For along time the lady 
treated him, as she had done all others, with 
doubtful favour. Sometimes a cold distant look 
would be returned for an approaching atten‘ion ; 
at other times, an upequivocal one of pleasure. 
Thus she continued to toy and play with the 
feelings of her admirers, just as an angler with 
a hooked trout; but Frederick Catonder had 
snared Miss M’Caire’s heart, although he was 
ignorant of his success. 

<¢ Tormented and tired with the conflicting 
conduct of Miss Agnes, he resolved to settle 
the affair at a short jump,—as I did with Nan- 
cy,—yes or no; and one day, mounting his fa- 
vourite horse, Mr. Frederick Catonder rode to- 
wards the manor-house for this pnrpose. 

““ The morning had a dull look; the wind 
came in gusts, and then a dead calm ensued, 
changeable as thie smiles and frowns of Miss 
M’Caire, when the lover, full of doubts and 

fears, cantered between the row of towering 

elms upon the hard road leading to the manor- 
house. 

¢« The clattering of the horse’s hoofs as he 
neared, called the attention of Miss Agnes 
from teaching a pet spaniel to perform some 
trick ; for her amusements generally consisted 
in attending upon her dogs and birds, and en- 
deavouring to accomplish them in mischief.— 
Books and music she never thought of, like o- 
ther ladies; but occasionally all the servants 
and people about would stop in their work to 

: listen to one of her untaught songs, which 
: charmed like the fairy queen’s. It was the old 

~ Colonel’s greatest delight for her to sit close to 
; his easy chuir in the evening, and in a sup- 

] pressed voice chant some heart-melting prayer 
j of her own making, as the sun was setting Le- 

i af : hind the distant hills. 
) « Miss Agnes saw the horseman’s approach, 

and at once thought of the object of his coming. 
It was earlies than usual for morning visits, 
and, from previous reasons, she had but little 
doubt of the cause of this one. 

««« He looks very handsome!’ she exclaimed, 
<and he’s a kind, good, dear fellow. Shall | 
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: or shall I not? That is my choice” And her 

i fair brow was kait in deep thought. 
[8 « Ringing the bell violently for her attendant, 

she hastily had her riding-habit put en, order- 
ed her horse to be saddled and brought to the 

i door immediately, and met Mr. Catonder upon 
the. steps of the house, just as he had dismoun- 
ted. 

    

«cc AL! Mr. Catonder, What, so early! I 
almost regret my intended gallop,” said Miss 
M’Caire, with as roguish a look as ever probed 
the heart of a man. 

«¢ Perhaps you will permit me to accompany 
you ?’ replied Mr. Catonder looking rather con- 
fused. 

«<< Well, [ know of nothing that can be ur- 
ged as a reasonable objection,” replied Miss 
Agnes, carelessly. 

«<1 should try to overrule any that might be 
submitted Tsars morning, I assure you, Miss 

M’Caire,” rejoined Mr. Catonder, by way of a 

hint to what he was going to say. 
«¢ Indeed? What, so bold, 

exclaimed Miss Agnes laughing. 
“¢The coward oiten becomes desperate, you 

know, replied he. 
¢ «Come, come, no craven similes. Coward, 

forsooth ! What gentleman ever had a dastard’s 
Fe If by accident there is such a thing, 
and he spoke, er even locked at me, 1’d whip 
him from my sight like an offending hound.’— 
And the lady’s riding switch cracked in the air 
as she suited the action to the words. 
¢<By my honour, I shouldn’t like to come 

under the lash,” said Mr. Catonder. ¢But I 

hope that I am in no such danger.’ 
“¢No, indeed. I believe you may deem 

yourself free from any such ordeal,” replied 
Miss Agnes. 

¢<'« That permission I consider a compliment. 
But where do you intend riding ? Is the dew- 
drop to be brushed from the heath-bell, or the 
emerald turf pressed upon the downs 

<< Inquired with all the romance of a time- 
yellowed novel,” replied Miss M’Caire. No 

more of such vapid nonserse to me. However, 
we’ll gallop over the downs to the sea-shore.— 
You've no objection to ride fast?’ 

<< None in the least,” was the reply.” 
<< «If you had, I should soon distance you ; for 

I dote upon racing with my greyhounds there. 
You shall see the fleet fellows outstrip the 
wind. I love to see them fly along. Then 
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less speed! Every muscle is strained to crack- 
ing. He throws back his ears, and sweeps the 
ground like a chased hare; I cheer him in his 
exertions. His veins full of fire, and swelled 

as the fibres on a vine-leat, on we goin our 
chase of fun and glee, merry as a set of mad- 
caps, as we are,” said Miss Agnes, flushed 
with the excitement she felt at her own des- 
cription, 
“The horse was now brought to the door, 

and no sooner saw his mistress than, giving a 

plunge forward, he neighed a loud recognition. 
“¢You see what it is to be a favourite of 

mine,” said Miss M’Caire, smoothing the arch- 
ed neck of her pleased horse, and springing 
lightly into the saddle. 

¢<Thatitis an enviable condition,” replied 
Mze. Catonder, moufiting his steed, and. at one 
bound was at the side of the lady. 

« A small silver whistle was suspended round 
the neck of Miss Agnes; placing it to her lips, 
she blew a long shrill summons. It was an- 
swered by a leash of large superb greyhounds 
rushing towards them, which jumped to the 
saddie-bow, and screamed with delight, when 
they acrived at the place where their mistress 
waited for them. Then they ran some dis- 
tance before, and stood with pricked ears, as if 
inviting the usual course of a joyful bloodless 
sport. It was the only one they were permit- 
ted to have; for no living creature was ever 
injured, or allowed to be, by Miss M’Caire.— 

*Tis said the birds even knew that they were 
free from danger when near her, and built 
their nests in the luxuriant ivy which crept a- 
bout her bedroom casement, feeding without 
fear from her hands. der gold fish would {risk 
about, and allow her fingers to caress thew in 
the globe when she dropped in fresh moss and 
grass, as was her daily custom. Ail things lo- 
ved her, as well they might; for her kindness 
of heart was only equalled by her acts of good- 
ness and charity. 

¢“ Few have had so many blessings showered 
upon their heads as Miss Agnes. From child- 
hood her name was never mentioned. scarcely 
but with ¢ Heaven save from harm, and watch 
over the good lady !” 

«It is impossible to say which appeared most 
anxious for the run,— Miss Agnes, the horse, or 

the greyhounds. 
‘“< See how the crcatures long for me to 

start!” said she, as the horse fretted and pulled 
upon her tightened reins. 

‘“¢ And you are equally desirous toobey their 
wishes, if I’m not mistaken,” rejoined Mr. Caton- 
der. 

‘<I admit most readily that I am, call me 
childish er not. So here’s for Hastings’ CIilf, 

and remember I stop not till there, my cava- 
ler: 

“ Her horse reared upon his haunches, and 
jumped high into the air as the curbing-rein 
was slackened. The hounds gave a short cry of 
delight, and, to a loud cheerful ¢ Away !> from 
their mistress, on went the whole ata merry 
pace. With the speed of light they flew over 
the turf; hill and dale, slope and level, were all 

the same to them. Now and then a merry 

laugh was carried back upon the breeze, as it 
burst from the lips of the light-hearted lady, 
which was all the sound that was heard in that 
rapid ride, save the heavy beating of the horses’s 
feet upon the greensward. 

“¢¢ She is as wild as an unhooded hawk ; but 
then how beautiful she is!’ thought Mr. Caton- 
der, as he rode a little way behind. The man- 
ner in which she managed her horse was suffi- 
cient to win the heart of a fox-hunter. Erect 
she sat upon the saddle, yielding gracefully to 
the motion as the animal took his long and fast 
strides. Her elbows were close to her small 
waist, and the bridle-hand bent towards the 

pummel. Straight as an arrow she kept the 
course, and no fault could be seen in her match- 

less riding—a queen of beauty upon horseback. 
“ Now they neared a wide brook. Poising 

her light whip, and checking the horse’s speed 
slightly, they bounded across it with the ease 
and quickness of thought. 

““ Whether Mr. Catonder’s eyes were so bent 
upon his fair companion as she charged the 
leap, or whether his horse baulked the jump, 

was never known; but that he was thrown 

heavily, many yards over his horse’s head, is 
quite certain. Miss M’Caire pulled up sudden- 
ly, and, suppressing a rising laugh at the fallen 
horseman, returned to inquire if any serious ef- 
fects had resulted from such an awkward oc- 
currence. 

¢“¢ Nothing of consequence,” replied Mr, 
Catonder, rising very pale from the shake. 
“<You look blanched with the tumblie.— 

How did it happen? asked Miss Agnes, now 
laughing heartily at the mishap. 

‘“ He was, however too much chagrined to 
answer ; his lip was between his teeth, and a 
frown bent his brow over his eyes. It may ap- 
pear to some a trifling circumstance ; but a fall 
in the presence of a lady makes a man feel so 
ridiculous, that the temporary annoyance can 
hardly be exceeded; this, too, before one in 
whose estimation he wished to stand superla- 
tively well at this time, was peculiarly upfor- 

tunate and irritating to Mr. Catonder. He 
| mounted again, and with rather an assumed 
good humeur than real, said, 

**<P'm the unluckiest fellow living. 
ver, let us proceed in the gallop.’ 

| “No, I thank you. Since it pleased you to 
| stop without my cousent, or indeed your own, 
we'll now proceed leisurely to the Cliff, which 
1S, you see, close to us,” rejoined Miss Agnes, 
laughing so, that it ‘was impossible for her to 
continue the gallop, if desired. gost singu- 
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lar taste for a position thet of lying flat upon the 
back is!” continued she, chafing him more se- 

verely than aware of. ¢Oh, thou Nimrod! 
where is thy wouted skill > For me to lead and 
throw thee! Well may I say, whata falling 
off was there!” And then she laughed again 

till the tears stood in her eyes. 

« Mr. Catonder tried to join in the merriment 

of Miss M’Caires but it was an atternpt asawk- 

ward as his fall. 
«They proceeded slowly to the verge of the 

towering heights bounding the lashing waves, 

and dismounting, sat upon the turf to rest them- 

selves, Miss Agnes still alluding to the acci- 
dent with hints and jokes, Mr. Catonder still 

vexed, and in great ill-humour. 
«The mist which hung gloomily upon the 

boundless waters now began to roll away, and 

the bright clear sun broke from NE Ed cur- 

tain upon earth and sea, rendering™dull nature 
in a moment brilliant and cheerful. The gull 

wheeled in lofty flight its graceful circles over 
the deep blue ocean, now dipping and then ri- 
sing with a wild scream of delight to shake the 
salt drops from its snowy breast; the curlew 
skimmed with rapid wing his restless course, 
hovering over a swelling wave to snatch occa- 
sionally his precarious fare ; the bleached sails 
of a ship were just visible in the horizon ; and 
altogether the attrattive magical scene rivetted 
the attention of Miss M’Caire from bantering 
and mirth to thoughtful admiration. She was 
sitting in a leaning posture, with one arny round 
the neck of a favoured hound, the other hold- 
ing the rein of the horse, who was cropping 
the short herbage for amusement; her large 
dark eyes were bent upon the vessel fading 
{rom the view far at sea, when she felt her 
hand pressed siightly, and a few soft words 
whispered in her ears with faltering tone, that 
sent the crimson biodd into her cheeks. It was 
a triumphant moment for Frederick Catonder. 
No answer came from the lady; but from’ her 
countenance he saw that his success was cer- 
tain,—that he was an accepted lover; and he 

concluded in brief raptures by thanking her for 
the silent granting of his suit. 
«Did I say concluded ? I believe after this 

a waist was ¢lasped, and upon a pair of ruby 
lips a first, long, clinging kiss was printed, 
yielded without reluctance or affected coyness. 

¢ For many minutes not a word was spoken. 
At length Miss M‘Caire sprang upon her feet, 
and said, ¢ Now, Frederick, we’ll return.’ 

¢ How pleasing was that familiar name to Mr. 
Catonder ? He looked his delight, and said, 

¢ What can I do or say to prove the sincerity of 
my affection »’ 

“Words are mere empty sounds, changed 
and forgotten in a succeeding breath. This is 
not the age of chivalry ; brave knights po loager 
break lances, on their necks, for smiles, scarfs, 

and roses; therefore neither vows nor deeds are 
required,’ rejoined Miss Agnes. 

“I wish from my heart that an action could 
be done, in order to show that my protestation 
is pot the common ene of mere form,” replied 
Mr. Catonder, warmly. 

<« Perhaps another leap would not be objec- 
tionable, if I wished it,” said Miss M:<Caire, 

with a sly look, as they turned their horses to- 
wards home. 

““ The Demon’s Foot-mark, if it will please 
you,’ replied he with flashing eyes. 

*“ Now this Demon’s Foot-mark was a chasm 
in the eliff. It formed a close resemblance to 
the mark of a foot of gigantic proportions, doubt- 
lessly occasioned by the continued beating of 
the sea af the base, which from time to time had 

washed parts of the chalky substance away. 
The top crumbling for want of support had left 
this gaping cleft, which, from the peculiarity 
of its shape, was thus so called. It was about 
twenty-four feet in width, and some four or five 
hundred in depth, scooped out of the cliff. Miss 

Agnes, unthinking of the way in which the 
feelings of Mr. Catonder were irritated at the 
accident that befel him, recurred to it in jest, 
us was her usual way in all things. When he 
said that he would jump the Demon’s Foot-mark, 
which was within a {ew yards of them, Miss 
M:Caire, not dreaming of the seriousness of the 
offer, laughed at it, and said, . s 

« ¢« Remember the result half an hour since. 
Be not too brave in such volunteer boasts, or I 
shall challenge you to try another puddle.’ 

¢“ The words was scarcely out of her lips when 
Mr. Catonder dashed the rowels into the horse’s 
flanks, and with furious speed flew towards the 
fearful leap. With outstretched neck the pun- 
ished horse neared the edge—upon'it, and seeing 
the awful depth, the terrified creatu:e hesitated, 
drew back upon his haunches, but too late to 

avoid the jump,—he sprang from the ground, 
and fell with his fore legs upon the other side 
of the precipice, his hind ones hanging over the 
dechvity. Trying to recover himself, he scram- 
bled upon the. verge, sending the earth and 
stones beneath with his struggles for life, which 
fell heavily to the botton. Sliding at every 
plunge farther down, the horse at last reeled 

like-a balanced weight, and, for a moment be- 

coming still, the rider clutched the broad leaves 
of a large dock-weed, just as the groaning ani- 
mal went backwards upon the rocks beneath, 
with eyery bone broken and sinew cracked.— 
With one hand grasping the weed was suspend- 
ed the ill-fated horseman over the terrific depth, 
a few green weak leaves holding him between 
warm life and inevitable death. 

“Frozen with horror, Miss M<Caire beheld 
the frenzied action. Immovable and breathless, 

she watched the desperate position of both as 
they struggled upon the breaking edge of the 
yawning precipice. Her hands clasped togeth- 
er, with eyes starting from the sockets, and 
ceaseless beating heart, she watched the terri- 
ble exertionsiof the horse. Upon seeing him 
launched beneath, and the rider grasp the dock- 
weed growing upon the brink, just within his 
reach, a screamfol mingled terror and joy burst 
from her so loud and shrill, that an old fisher- 

man said he heard it a league 2t sea. In an in- 
sstant she rushed to assist him from the peril — 
Leaf by leal was cracking in his hand; another 
instant, and the last must have severed, when, 

kneeling upon the extreme edge, the lady 
caught the hand in hers as the remaining leaf 
snapped in his fingers, and thus locked together 
both fell into the abyss, mangled, shapeless, and 
bleeding corses. 

¢ In the dead of night, as the coast-guard pa- 

ces his solitary walk, his nerves tremble and his 
blood is chilled as an unearthly screech is borne 
upon the breeze. The fishermen, as they are 
spreading their nets, pause and gaze in silence 
at each other as it sweeps past them; but tis 
never heard by any without a prayer for the 
unhappy lovers of ¢ Hastings’ Cliff.’ > 

So ended the huntsman’s story. 
The night was far advanced, and the Squire, 

after shaking hands with many of the guests, 
departed with bis friends for repose. “Most of 
the company evinced symptoms of somnolency, 
and one by one crept away. 
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Patronage—In a certain town not a hun- 
dred miles from St. John, the following con-. 
versation took place between a Literary Lady 
and her very prudent and calculating spouse : 

“My dear, we must patronize * * * i 
who is now in business; you khow he some 
time ago wrote us a beautiful copy of verses 
on the occasion of our marriage.” 

“We'd better not my love: Poets should 
always remain poor ;—patronage would only 
spoil his fine sensibilities ! 

“ Impmapia monstra perferimus,”—#irg. ! 

RESTORATION OF THE JEWS, 

The following interesting article we ex- 
tract from Noah’s Evening Star. It gives 
some matters of fact and some of specula- 
tion, connected with a very sublime topick 
of history. 
ResToraTION OF THE JEWS.—Professor 

Bush, in his lecture last Sunday evening, en- 
deavoured to show the literal meaning of the 
prophecies, in relation to the restoration of 
the Jews, making it not doubtful or proble- 
matical, but certain and unquestionable.— 
We have never been able to attach any other 
meaning to the prophecies. They all point 
distinetly to that advent, and no proof can be 
stroger than the singular and undivided atten- 
tion of all nations towards the affairs of the 
East. The following article from the March 
number of the Blackwood, possesses consi- 
derable interost. 

“It is impossible to read the scriptural. re- 
ferences to the future condition of Palestine, 
without discovering a crowd of the plainest 
and most powerful indications, that it shall 
yet exhibit a totally different aspect from that 
of its present state. ISnthusiasm, or even 
the natural interest which we feel in this me- 
morable nation, may colour the future to us 
too brightly ; but unless language of the most 
solemn kind, uttered on the most solemn oc- 
casions, and by men divinely commissioned 
for its utterance, is wholly unmeaning, we 
must yet look to some powerful, unquestion- 
able and splendid display of Providence, in 
favour of the people of Israel. 

“The remarkable determination of Euro- 
pean politics toward Asia Minor, Syria and 
Egypt within these few years; the not less 
unexpected change of manners and customs, 
which seemed to defy all change; and the 
new life infused into the stagnant Govern- 
ments of Asia, even by their being flung into 
the whirl of European interests, look not un- 
like signs of the times. It may be no 
dream, to imagine in these, phenomena, the 
proofs of some memorable change in the in- 
terior of things—some preparatives for that 
great Providential restoration, of which Je- 
rusalem will yet be the scene, if not the cen- 
tre, and the Israelite himself] the especial a- 
gent of those high transactions, which shall 
make Christianity the religion of all lands, 
restore the dismantled beauty of all earth, 
and make man—what he was created to be 
—only ‘a little lower than the angels.’ 

“The statistics of the Jewish population 
are among the most singular circumstances 
-of this most singular of all people. Under all 
their calamities and dispersions, they seem to 
have remained at nearly the same amount as 
in the days of David and Solomon—never 
much more’in prosperity; never much less, 
after ages of suffering. Nothing like this has 
occurred in the history of any other race; 
Europe in general having doubled its popu- 
lation within the last hundred years, and En- 
gland nearly tribled hers within the last half 
century ; the proportion of America being 
still more rapid, and the world crowded in a 
constantly increasing ratio, Yet the Jews 
seem to stand still, in this vast and general 
movement. The population in Judea, in its 
most palmy days. probably did not exceed, 
if 1t reached, four millions. The numbers 
who entered Palestine {rom the wilderness, 
were evidently not much more than three, 

trade to India throngh the straits of Babel. g { mandel revived; manufactories establish, and the water power of the Jordan and ou Dead sea used for the mills ; and roads | 4 down to the Euphrates, and the Whol i the commerce of Peria diverted into i 5 
channels. What the result of the restoragy. 
may be isnot to be doubted ; but the meg) % 
of bringing about this event, are not Sowell 
established as yet. We must keep olny 
directed towards the east, and depend yp, 
events which Providence disposes fop pi: 
ultimate completion of his will. War & 
costly—and if the Pacha of Egypt refuses & 5H 
yield obedience to the Sultan, and the Sul. 2 
tan is sustained by Russia against Egypt ; it 5 
Persia forms allies, and takes part iy the y 
wars; if India is threatened and the War by. 
comes general in the east, the restoration of 
the Jews, as a measure of policy and expe- 
diency, may be eloser at hand “than may 
imagine. Come when it may, the Jews dhe i 
ready, not only to form their Governmep;, 
but to embrace in its protection and toleragj 
on the two great branches long separateqd 
from the parent tree—Christianity ang Isla- 
mism—the planets which have revolyed i 
around the sun—the streams flowing fron, 
the great fountain—and then will be realized 
the oath to Abraham, “In thy seed shall al | the nations of the earth be blessed.” | 

Piracy.—The following is, probably, ano- | ther addition to the list already published ofits 
the acts of piracy lately committed on the 
coast of Cuba. The details we find in aler. 
ter from the captain of an English Wes Tne 

   

  

    
diaman, dated St. John, Antigua, to the e- 
ditor of the London Mercantile Shipping 
Gazette, in a late number of which paper we 
read it for the first time. After giving the 
details of the voyage, he says “ou %he Gy 
ult. at 9 A. M. wind N E, smart breeze Pt 
barque in sight to the § I with very litle | 
sail set. I ordered our studding sails in,and 
steered for her; ran our vessel close under 
her stern to hail her, but there was no person 
to be seen on deck. At this time there was 
a small clipper schooner tacking about under | 
the barque’s lee, and when I passed them 
they were busy taking a long green bottom. | 
ed baat on board of the schooner, but took 
no notice of us. The schooner had an Eng- 
lish government pennant flying at the main, 
but it is my opinion she had not anything to 
do with the English government. 

She had not the least appearance of an 
English schooner of war. The barque might 
be about 400 tons burden, and drawing a- bad 
bout 13 feet of water; had a new maintop- 1 
sail bent, lowered down, and lying aback; 
foretopsail and spanker were unbent; had 
topgallant yards across, Booms run out both 
sides, as if she had been going by the wind 
aft; her paint was morning blue, with sham | 
ports: had a bust head. 1 thought could 
perceive ‘ London’ on the bargue’s stern, for 
the name of the place she hailed from. § 
hope I am mistaken, but T am afraid the ves- 
sel was in the hunds of pirates~ The sehoon- | 
er seemed to be a Bermudian-build vessel— | 
N. Y. Express, 

  

Myr. Weller on Railways.—“1 consider.” 
says Mr. Weller, “that the rail is unconsti- 
tutional, and an inwaser 0 priwileges, and 
I should wery much like to know what that   and their census, according to the German 

statists, who were generally considered to be 
exact, is now nearly the same as that of the 
people under Moses—about three millions. 
They are thus distributed. 

“In Europe, 1,916,000, of which about 
658,000 are in Poland and Russia, and 453, 
000 are in Austria. 

“In Asia, 738,000, of which 300,000 are in 
Asiatic Turkey. 

“In Africa, 504,000, of which 300,000 are 
in Morocco. 

“In America, North and South, 57.000. 
“If we add 10 these about 15,000 Samari- 

tans, the calculation, in round numbers, will 
be about 3,180,000. 

“This was the report in 1825—the num- 
bers probably remain the same. This extra- 
ordinary fixedness, in the midst of almost u- 
niversal increase, is doubtless not without a 
reason—if we were even to look for it among 
the mysterious operations which have preser- 
ved Israel a separate race, through eighteen 
hundred years. May we not naturally con- 
ceive, that a people thus preserved without 
advance or retrocession ; dispersed, yet com- 
bined; broken, yet firm; without a country, 
yet dgelling in all ; every where insulted, yet 
every where influential ; without a nation, yet 
united as no nation ever was hefre or since 
—has not been appointed to offer this extra- 
ordinary contradiction to the caminon laws 
of society, and even the com iiiocics of 
nature, without a cause, and of fal bene vo- 
lence, universal good, and divine grandeur 2” 

We apprehend there is some error in the 
above statistics, and that the number of Jews 
throughout the world, may be estimated at 
nearer six millions than three. There are 
more than a million in Poland and Russia; 
in all Asia there are full two millions ; half a 
million in Austria ; in the Barbary States and 
Africa, a million; in all Europe, two millons 
and a half. We do not think, during the 
most splendid periods of Jewish history, that 
they ever exceeded four millions; but then 
their colonies and countries held tributary in 
Europe and Asia, amounted to many millions 
more. For example, at one period, all Spain 
paid tribute to King Solomon ; and all Spain 
and Portugal, at this day, are descendants of 
the Jews and Moors; and there are many 
thousands of Jews, in both those countries, 
now adhering in secret to the ancient faith 
of their fathers, while outwardly professing 
the Catholic religion. All the familiar Spau- 
ish and Portugese names— Lopez, Mendez, 
Carvalho, Ponseca, Rodrigues, Peirara, Az- 
avedo, Montefiores, &c. &c.—are of Jewish 
origin. Their numbers therefore, will ne- 
ver be accurately known until the restoration, 
when thousands who, from convenience and 
pride, and some frgm apprehension, conceal 
their religion, will be most eager to avow it, 
when their pation takes rank among the Go- 
vernments of the earth. 
Though they 1aay not be powerful as to 

numbers, they will still outnumber several 
of the existing European monarchies: but 
for the diffusion of general intelligence, 
quickness of apprehension, aptness in busi- 
ness concerns, amazing industry and enter- 
prize, and incalculable wealth, they will 
constitute, for their numbers, the greatest 
nation ou earth; and the whole of Judea 
will, in a few years after the restoration, ex- 
hibit a most splendid spectacle of the united 
power of riches, talent and indomitable en- 
terprize. All the old ports on the Mediter- 
ranean, will be again opened, the harbours 
eleared, and the ruined cities rebuilt, from 
Alexandria to the Bosphorous ; the old canal   Rp 

Just received per Sovereign, from Hul 

‘ere old Carter as once stood up for our Jib- 
erties and won ‘em too—I should like to 
wow wot vould say if he was alive now, ta | 
Englishmen being locked up with widders, | 
or with any body agin their wills. Wot a | 
old Carter would have said, a old Coachman § 
may say, and 1 assert that in that pint o’view 
alone, the rail is an inwaser. As to tiie com- 
fort, vere’s the comfort'o® sittin’ in a harm 
cheer lookin’ at brick walls or heaps o’ mud’ 
never comin’ to a public-house, never seein, 
a glass 0 ale, never goin’ through a pike 
never meetin’ a change o’ no kind (herses or 
otherwise,} but always comin’ to a place, 
ven you do come to one at all, the wery pic- 
ter 0 the last, vith the same p’leesmen stan- 
ding about, the same blessed old bell a ring- 
in’, the same unfort’nate people standing be- 
bind the bars, a waitin’ to be let in; and 
everythin’ the same except the name, vichis 
wrote up in the same size letters as the last 
name, and vith the same colors. As tothe | 
honour aud dignity o’ travellen’, vere can 
that be vithout a coachman : and wot's the * 
rail to sich coachmen and guards as is some- | 
times forced to go by it, but a outrage anda | 
insult? As to the pace, wot sort o’ pace do | 
you think T, Tony Veller, could have kepta + | 
coach goin at, for five hundred thousand 
pounds a mile, paid in advance afore the 
coach was on the road! And as to the in- | 
gein—a nasty wheezin, creaking, gaspin, | 
puffin, bustin, monster, alvays out o’ breath, § 
vith a shiny green and gold back, like a up- 
pleasant beetle in that ’ere gas magnifier—5 
to the ingein as is alvays pourin’ out red hot 
coals at night, and black smoke in the day, 
the sensiblest thing it does in my opinion I$ 
ven there is somethin’ in the vay and it sets 
up that ere frightful scream vich seems 10 
say, ‘Now here’s two hundred and forty pas: 
sengers in the wery greatest extreme o’ dan- | 
ger, and here’s their two hupdred and forty 
screams in vun 
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Old Weller and. the Widow on the Railroad: 
“It wos on the. rail,” said Mr. Weller, with | 
strong emphasis; “I wos a goin’ down (0 
Birmingham by the rail, and 1 was Jocked | 
up in a close carriage vith a living widder— Lt 

lone we wos; the widder and me wos d= 
lone ; and I believe it wos only bgcause We = 
wos alone and there wos no clergyman is 4 
thie conwayance, that that ’ere widder didnt = 
marry me afore ve reached the half-vay sia 
tion. Ven I think how she began a scream § 
ing as we wos a goin’ under them tunnelsin 3 
the dark—how she kept on a fainun® ai 
ketchen’ hold 0 me—and how I tried 10 = 
bust open the door as was tight-locked anc Z 
perwented all escape—Ah! It was a aw L, 3 

thing, most awful!” : 
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sold from the vessel: A 

i SOO EGS White LEAD; 

O A 25 do. Spanish Browh 
PAINT, 

25 ditto Imperial 

25 ditto Imperial Green Paint, 
25 ditto Yellow Paint; 
25 ditto Venetian Red do. 

20 Hhds. Putty, in Bladders, A, 
30 Hhds.-and half hhds. Boiled Linseed Oil, 
30 Hhds. and half hhds. Raw ditto. 
11 Casks Paris White, 
7 Casks PIPE CLAY, in squares, 
With a quantity of Vegetable SOAP, 
Patent Palm do. ; patent Palm Candles, 

Also—130 tons STEAM COAL. 

Green dito, 4 
14 Ibs. each, 
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