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spective before me—¢ Creation’s heir,
the world, the world is mine.’

It was in vain [ entreated him to re-
flect maturely, before he took so bold a
step; he was deaf {o my importunities,
and the next morning, mirabile dictu, .l
received a letter, informing me of his
departure. He was observed about sun-
rise, sitting on the stile, at the top of an
eminence which commanded a prospect
of the surrounding country, pensively
losking towards the village—casting pro-
bably a last look at his native place—
bidding a sad, reluctant, and lingering
farewell to the graves of his fathers, and
the haunts of his useful happiness, and to
exile himself to rhat land, where he ex-
pected a cordial welcome, and the grasp
of the hand of hospitality.

The neat white house, with honey-
suckles mantling on its walls, I knew
would receive his last glance, and the
image of his dear father would present
itself to his mind, with a melancholy
pleasure, as he was thus hastening, a
solitary individuai, to plunge himself
into the crowds of the world, deprived
of that fostering hand wkich would other-
wise have been his support and guide.

From this period Matthew Morton was
rever heard of at B————, and as his
few friends cared little about him, in a
short time it was almost forgottea that

such a being had ever been in existence. '

Aboui five years had elapsed from this
period, when a relation of mine had
business totransact in the town of———,

will confess, I was not without a ro-
mantic hope, that he might meet with
my old friend; and I desired him to scru-
tinize the features of the passengers. and
when he landed at his destination to be
on the alert. I, with undiminished pa-

tience, waited for Fugenio’s promised |
b

letter, fondly hoping that it would con-
tain some tidings of Matthew, whom I
ne’er forgot, although by him forgot.

At length my wish was granted. [ re-
ceived a letter of which the subjoined is
an extract:—

* One fine Italian moonlight night, as
I was strolling down the grand Strada di
Toledo, at Naples, 1 observed a crowd
assembled round a man, who, with im-
pussioned gestures, seemed to be vehe-
mently declaizing to the multitude. It
was one of the Improvisatori, who recite
extempore verses in the streets of Na-
ples, for what money they can collect
from the hearers. | stopped to listen to
the man’s metrical romance, and had re-
mained in the attitude of attention for
Some time, when, happening to turn
Found, [ beheld a person very shabbily
dressed, steadfastly gazing at me. The
moon shone full in s face. [ theught
his features were familiar to me. He
Was pale and emaciated. and s coun-
tennnee bore marks of the deepest de-
Jection.  Yet amidst all these changes [
thouzht I recognised Matthew Morton.
I stood stupified with surprise. My sen-
ses nearly failed me. On recovering
mysell I looked again, but he had left
the spot the moment be {ound himseif
observed. I darted through the crowd,
and ran every way which I thought he
he could have gone, but it was all to
no. purpose. Nohody knew him.—
'l\‘obody had ever seen such a person.
The two follawing days [ renewed my
lnquiries, and at last discovered the
odgings where a man of his description
h'nd resided. Bat he had left Naples
tae morning after his form had struck
my eyes. 1found he gained a subsistence

Y drawing rude figures, and vending
them among the peasantry; I could no
longer doubt it was our [riend M itthew,
and immediately perceived that his

aughty spirit could not bear to be re-
¢egnised in such degrading circum-
stances, by one who had known him in
b"-“}‘r days. Lamenting the misguided
notions which had thus again thrown

'm from me, | will next week leave Na-
ples, now growing hateful to my sicht,
and embark for happy, proud America.’

It is now many, many years since the
Teceipt of Eugenio’s epistle, during
Which period Matthew has not been heard
of, and there can be little doubt that this
:’;;‘;‘:‘“Uﬂ"le young man has found in

remote corner of Italy an ybscure
and yplamented grave,

Thus, those talents which were form-
ed o 4 l re form
v 10 do honor to buman nature, and to
"® country which gave them birth, have
p:'-'ﬂ nipped in the bud by the frosts of
4 Verty and scorn, and their unhnppy
]:’Sﬁssorlios in an unknown and wmame-
c|:: tomb, who wight, under happier
Phy Umstances, have risen to the highest

Nacle of ambitisn and renown,

. :
Th THRILLING SCENE.
e : :
l“k‘;"‘rhwlusz highly wrought scene, we
N om Bulwer’s new work, wntitled

\—"* Night agq Moraing.”

After winding through gloomy and laby-
rinthine passages, which conducted to a dif-
ferent range of cellars from those entered by
the unfortunate Favart, Gawlirey emerged at
the foot of a flight of stairs, which, dark,
| nerrow, aud in many places brokem, had
| been probably appropriated to the servants of
{ the house in its days of palmier glory. By
[ these steps the pair regained their atlic.
Gawtrey placed the lantern on the table and
seated himself in silence. Morton, who had
recover=d his self-possession and formed his
resolution, gazed on him for some moments,
equally taciturn. At length he speke:

¢ Gawleryl’

¢ I bade you not call me by thst ocame,’
said the coiner;' for we need scarcely say
that in his new trade he had assumed a new
appellatior.

¢ 1t is the less guilty one by which I have
kunown you,’ returned Mortos firmly, «Itis
for the last time I eall it you! 1 demanded
to see by what means one to whom 1 had in-
trusted my fate supported himself. 1 kave
seen,’ continued the young man s'ill firmly,
but witha livid cbeek and lip, ¢ and the tie
between us is rent for ever. Iuterrupt me
not! it is not for me to blame you. 1 have
eaten of your bread and drank of your cup.
Confiding in you too blindly, and believing
that you were at least free from those dark
and terrible crimes for which there is no ex-
{ piation, at least in this life, my conscience
seared by distress, my very soul made dor-
mant by despair, I surrendered myself to one
Jeading a career equivocal, suspicious, dis-
honorable perbaps, but still not, as | believed,
of atrocity and bloodshed. 1 wake at the
| brink of the abyss; my mother's hand beck-

ons to me from the grave. 1 think I bear
i ber voice while I address you; I recede while
{ it is yet time, We part, and for ever]®
| Gawtrey, whose stormy passion was still
deep upon his soul, bad listened hitherto in
sullen and dogged silence, with a gloomy
frown on bis knitted brow. He now rose
with an oath:

¢ Pare ! that Tmay let loose on the world &
new traitor! Part ! when you have seen me
fresh from an aet that, once whispered, gives
me to the guillotine! Part!—never! at least
alive!”

¢ I bave said it,? «aid Morton, folding hie
a ms calmly; ¢ I say it to your face, though I
might part from you in secret.—Frown not
on me, man of blood! 1am as fearless as
yourselfl In another minute I am gone.'

¢ Ab! ir it so ?' said Gawtrey, and, glance-
ing round the room, which contained two
doors, the one, concealed by the draperies of
a bed, communicating with tbe stairs by which
they bad entered, the other with the landing
of the principal snd common fligh , he turned
to the former, within his reach, which he
locked and put the key into his pocket, and
then, throwing aeross the latter a heavy
swing bar, which fell into its socket with a
barsh noise, before the threshold be placed
his vast bulk, and burst into bis loud, fierce
laugh—

¢ Ho, ho! slave and fool, once mine, you
were mine, body and soul, for ever!'

¢ Tempter, 1 defy you! stand back!” And,
firm and dauntless, Mo.ton laid his band on
the giant’s vest.

Gawtrey seemed more astonished than
enraged. He looked hard at his daring as-
sociate, on whose lip the down was yet scar.
cely dark,

¢ Boy,” said he, ¢ off! 4o not rouse the
devil in me again! I could crush yon with a
hug.’

¢ My soul supports my body and I am er-
med,’ said Morton, laying hand on kis cut-
lass. ¢ But you dare not barm me, nor I
you; bloodstained as you are, { yet love you!
You gave me shelter and bread, but use
me not that [ will save my soul w
yet time!—Shall my mother have bles
in vain upon her death.-bed?’

Gawtrey drew bYack, and Morton, by a cud.
den impulse, grasped his hand,

¢ Oh! hear me—hear me!’ he cried, with
great emotion. ¢ Abandon this horrible
career; you bave been decoyed and betrayed
to it by one who can deceive or terrify you
no more! Abandon it, and [ will never desert
you, For ber sake—for your Fanny’s sake
— pause, like me, before the gulf swallow
us., Letus fly!—far to the New World—to
any land whers our thews and sinews, our
stout hands and hearts, can find an honest
mart. Men, desperate as we are, have yet
risen by honest means. Tuke her, your or-
phan, with us. We will werk for ber, both
of us. Gawtrey! hear me. 1tis not my
voice that speaks to you—it is your good
angel’s!’

Gawtrey fell back against the wall, and hib
chest beaved,

¢ Morton,’ be said, with choked and trem-
ulous aceents, ¢ go now; leave me fo my
fate! 1 have sinned against you—shamefully
sinned. 1

it is
d me

It seemed to me o sweet to have
a friend;—in your youth and eharacter of
mind there was so much about which the
tough strings of my beart wound themselves,
that I could not bear to lose you—to suffer
you to know me for what [ was, I blinded
~I deceived you as tu my Lase deeds; that

was base in me: but T swore to my own
heart to keep you unexpesed to every danger
and free from every vice that darkened my
own path. - ] kept that osth till this- night,
when, seeing tbat you began to recoil from
me, and dreading that you should desert me,
I thought to bind you to me for ever by
implicating you in this fellowship of erime.
I'am punished, and justly. Go, I repeat—
leave me to the fate that strides near and
nearer to me day by day. You are a boy
still—I sm no longer young. Habit is a
second nature. Still—still I could repent—
Icouid begin Iife again! But repose!—to
look baek—to remember—to be haunted
night and day with deeds that shall meet me
bodily and face to face on the last
day ’

* Add not to the spectres!
night—this hour!’

Gawtrey paused, irresolute and wavering,
when at that mement he beard steps en the
stairs below, He started—as starts the boar
caught in his lsir—and listened, pale and
breatbliess. :

¢ Hush!—they are on us!—they come,’ ag,
he whispered, the key from withont turnedi‘.
the wards—the door shook, ¢ Soft!—the bar
preserves us both—this way.” And the
coiner crept to the door of the private stairs,
He unlocked and opened it cautivusly, A
man sprang though the aperture—

¢ Yield!—you are my prisoner!’

¢ Never! cried Gewtrey, hurling back the
intruder, and clapping too the door, though
other and stout men were pressing against it
with all their power,

¢ Ho! ho! wbo shall open the
erge?’

At both doors now were heard the sounds
of voices. ¢ Open in the king’s name, or ex-
pect no merey!

¢ Hisl!' said Gawtrey,
the window~the rope.’

Morton epened (he casement—Gawtrey un-
coiled thie rope. The dawn was breaking; it
was light in the streets, but all seemed quiet
without, The doors reeled and shook ba-
neath the pressure of the pursuers, Gawtrey
flung the rope across the street to the oppos.
ite parapet; after two or three efforts, the
grappling-hook caugbt firm hold—the .peril-
ous path was made,

¢ On!—quick!—leiter not!” whispered Gaw-
{rey; ¢ you are active—i. seems more dan-
gerous than itis—eling with both hands—shut
your eyes. When on the other side—you
see the window of Birnie’s room,—enter it—
descend the stairs—let yourself out, and you
are safe.'

¢ Go first;' said Morton,in the same tone:
¢ T will not leave you now; you will be lon-
ger getting across than I shall,  I'wiil keep
guard till you are over.'

¢ Hark, herk!—are you mad? You keep
guard! What is your strength to mine?
Twenty wien shall not move that door, while
my weight is against it, Quick, or you des-
troy us both! Besides you will hoid the rope
for me, it may not be strong eno gh for my
bulk of itself. Stay!—stay one moment.
If you escape, and 1 fall—Fanny—my father,
he will take care of her,—you remember—
thanks! Forgive me all! Goj that’s right!?

With a firm  pulse, Morton threw himself
on that dreadful bridee; it swung and crack.
led st his weight, Shifting his grasp rapidly
—holding his breath—with set teeth—with
closed eyes—he moved on—he gained the
parapet—he stood safe en the opposite side.
And now, straming Lis eyes across, he saw
through the open casement into the chamber
he had just quitted. Gawtrey was still
standing sgainst the door to the principal
stairease, for that of the two was the weaker
and the more =nssailed, Presently the ex:
rm was heard; they bad chot
through ! nel. sawirey seemed woun-
ded, forh rward, " and uttered a
fierce cry; & moment more, and be gained
the window he rope—he hung
over the tremendous depth! Mortoo knelt by
grappling-hook in its
with convulsive grasp, and fixing his

Come—fly this

tiger’s

¢ One way yet—

plesicn of a fir

the parapet, bolding the
r\i.vl
eyes, blootshot with fear and suspense, to
the huge bulk that cluug forlife to that slen-
der cord!

¢ Le voila, le voilay caied a voice from the
opposite side, Morton raised his gaze from
Gawtrey; the casement was darkened by the
forms of the pursuers—they bad burst into
the room—an officer sprang upen the parapet,
and Gawtrey, now aware of his danger, open.
ed hiseyes, andjas he woved on, glared npon
the foe, The policeman deliberately raised
his pistol-—Gawtrey arrested himself—from
a wound in his side the blood trickled slowly
and darkly down, drop by drop upon the
stones below; even the officers of Jaw shud-
dered as they eyed himj;—his bair bristling—
his cheek white—his lips drawn convulsively
from his teeth, and his eyes glering. from
beneath the frown of agony and menace in
vhich yet spoke the indomitable power and
fierceness of the man, His Jook, so fixed—so
intense—s0 sterm, awed the policeman; his
hand trembled as he fired, and the ball siruck
the parapet an inch below the spot where Mor-
ton knelt. An indistinct, wild, gurgling
sound—half-laugh, Lalf-yell—ot scorn sud

glee, ‘broke from Gawtrey’s lips. He swung
bimself on——near—near—nesarer—a yard from
the parapet.

¢ You are saved! cried Morton; when at
that moment a volley hurst from the fatal
casement—the smoke 1olled over both the
fugitives—a groan, or rather howl, of rage
and despair, and agony, appalled aven the
bardiest on whese ear it eame, Morten sprang
to his feet, and looked below, He saw on
the rugged stoves, fsr down, a dark, formless
motionless mass—the sirong man of passion
and levity—the gixnt who had played with
life and soul, as en infant with the  baunbles
that it prizes and breaks—ivas wbat the Cae
sar and the leper alike are, what all clay.is
without God's breath,—what glory, genius,
power, aud beauty, would be for ever and for
ever, if there were no God! 3

¢ Thereis anatber!’ cried the voice ofone
of the pursuers <Fire!

¢ Poor Gawtrey! muttercd Morton ¢ T will
falfil your last wish;* and scarcely conscious
of the bullet that whistled by bim, disap-
peared behind the parapet.

The Social Destiny of Man; or, Association
and Re-Orgunization of Society: By Albert
Brisbane. Philadelphia.

GENERAL VIEW OF CIVILIZATION.

In this Seciety Man accomplishes the task
of his social infancy,—the development of the
elements of Industry, Art, and Science, which
sre necessary to the fovnding of Association,
Their partial development takes place in the
Barbarian society; and not only without the
protection and encouragement of the political
power, but in epite of the fluctuations and
embarressments caused by the wars in which
that period is constzntly engaged. Although
this state of things continues more or less durs
ing the first ages of Civilization, etill Civiliza-
tion is the true nurse of Industry. The two or
three past centuries, and particularly the pre-
sent one, have wonderfully developed it, as
well as the positive sciences, and given all a
rank which they mever before held. Agricolx
ture has been improved by a more scientifie
mode of cultivetion, and by tha introductien of
wore perfect instruments; Manufactores have
recetved an immense extension; new branches
have been discovered, and the genius of Mun
has been actively engaged in the invention of
machinery, which, next to the spontaneous pros
ductiveness of the soil, is the grealest source
of riches.

Experimental Chemistry, one of the most
important conquests of human intelligence, bhas
also been called into existence, and is now
ready to assumo its high rank as the intelleee
tual assistant of Industry. But with the pres
sent system of incoherent action and free com.
petition, this noble science is often made the
mere instrument of industrial and commereial
fraud; for with the improvements in Chemis«
try, there has been a corresponding refinement
in adulteration and deception in Manufactures.
"This proves that Civilization, which opposes
no counterpoises to indwidoal cupidity, turns
the best of things to the worst of purposes. A
second important achievement of the present
age is the successful use and application of
Steam. It is an agent which has given man a
new and mighty power, and which has become
of the highest importance in navigation, manus
factures and internal communications.

To comprehend fully the progress which has
been made, we must embrace at one view the
two extremes; we must view man in the
savage state, destitute npon the earth, without
haying taken one step towards its cnltivation
and improvement, or towards the davelnpment
of Industry; and then view him in the muest
advanced eivilized nations, view the wonders
in Art snd Industry with which he has sur-
rounded himself, and we shall feel that an im-
mense conquest has been made, and that a
great preparatory labor has been accomplished.

In the first ages of Civillzation, War is the
leading occupation of society; in Jater sges,
Commerce and Industry teke its place. In
the first period the soil is held by military
chiefltsins and fendsl barons, and the laboring
multitade are their slaves or serfs, Renown
belorgs to military exploits, honors and rewards
te military services; history is a mere recital
of violence and oppressions. During this social
chaos, Industry receives a slow and gradoal
development, which 18 owing almest entirely
to indu'_:duul laboar. Tt siruggles againet the
oppression of the military power, and attains
by slow degreas a permanent existence, and
an influence in society. fia products become
80 important to the man of war himself, both
a8 respects his enterprises and comforts, that
he is forced gradually to respect it. The ina
dustrial or Xal.unring classes increase in sirength
and intelligence, until they finally assume a
position which enables them to demand and
faorce a concession of their righ's. A goeial
transformation then commences, which pro-
gresses until gociety completely changes its
character, and becowies entirely commercial in
its spirit,

Il we pass rapidly over the periad during
which this transformation takes place, bearing
in mind how exclosively War and its jnterests
have absorbed the attention of iren, and ‘exa«
mire the present, in which Commerce and itg
interests are the all-pervading objects of atten
tion, we shall bo strock with the extent of the
change. The aristecrucy of birth has given
place to the aristacracy of wealth, and become
a mero shadow in those countries where it has
lost its possession. The feudal barons. with
his dependents whe owe him allegiance, is
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