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of the glorious and illustrious, whose
memories they love and cherish. The
otber lingergd through a protracted
existerce, in the insignificance of per-
sonal obscurity, branded as a traitor tu
bis country, an enemy to society, a
polluter of the decencies and propridties
aof life, a memorable instance of talents
without virtue, of age without reepect,
and of the avenging power of truth and
justice.

They bad now reached a spot in the
vicinity of the East River, from which
the fire was again visibie. Both paused
and looked silently upon the fearfal
scene,

¢ The fire is still increasing,’ observed
Butler, at length, to his companion.
How terrible, yet how magnificent!’

¢ Yes,” replied the scholar, it 13 im-
posingly grand. It almost realizes and
uere the the voice of the cld man sounded
grave and solemn in the ears of bhis
companion—the vague and indistinct,
yet awful conception of the terrors of
the last day, which the mind gathers from
the perusal of the Holy Sszriptures.
‘L'ruly, there is thick darkness upon the
earth—the light of the sun is extinguish-
ed, and the stars are blottea out of the
sky: and yonder is the raging fire, and
the blackness of the smoke, and the
sounds as of a rumbling earthquake,
and the cries as of a people mourniag,
io sackelothand ashes, the day of their
dosm. The earth—ay, the earth itself
is on fire? ana its pomp and pride, its
gold and silver, and its rich merchandize
and works of art are rapidly destroying.
T'he whirlwind of destraction cannot be
stayed, and the sky hath no rainbow of
Hope of Mercy.

As they continued to acvance toward the
burning stores on Front street, their attention
was arrested by the asppearance of a man,
whom Me Dickson immediately rosognized as
an acquaintance. He stood upright, with his
arms folded upon bis breast, and bis eyes
fixed steadfastly upow a brick warehouse
across the street, from which the flames
were burshing forth with inconceivatle power.
He was a man of middls age, and of ordi-
nary stature, who had been engaged for
many years as @ wholesale dealer in wines
and liquors, and had realized a bandsome
fortune by industry and prudence. The
burning warehouse was his, and contained a
large and valuable stock of those articles of
traffiec. A numerous crowd in the vicinity
had evidently been exerting themselves to
remove frdm the building its costly .contents,
but they were compelled to desist. Casks ot
wine, hogsheads of braudy, baskets of cham«
pague, end other wines in bottles, every
variety of foreign intoxicating liquors, were
viled on the opposite side of the road, neat
the wharves. By farthe greater portien of
the contents ‘of the siore remained untogehed,
und the flames, excited by the inflammable
Jiquide, raged with umgovernable fury. The
building was now entirely desertec, and the
owner etood gazing upon it with a corfnte-
nance which i the red glare of the borrid
light, exhibited the aspect of unqualified and
terrible despair. Men who passed by looked
at bim, and shuddered at his fearful suffering.
Ernest Dickson approached him.

¢ Mr Wraxall.'

The merchant did not notice him.

¢« Come my friend,’ said the scholar; you
permit tbis misfortune to affect you too
deeply. Come with me.’

Still the wmerchant did not wnotice the

speaker; bat he muttered, in & voice low,
stern, bt fearfully distinct:

¢ Ob, God! T am ruined! I sm roin-
ed!’

< For the sake of your wife and children,’
gaid Dickson, * [ conjure you to leave this
spo’. Come away, Wraxall!’

¢« Man!" and the speaker glared fiercely in
the face of the old man; ¢ do you taunt me
with my misfor;anes? My wife and children!
They ere beggars: 1 am a beggar!’

He placed his hand firmly on his brow, and
Dickson could kear bim muttering:

¢ Yesterday a rich man—now a beggar!’

The scholar passed on with bis young
{riend, fer be saw that it was best to leave
the rained merchant alone. In the depths
of despsir, even sympatby has a sting.

At this period, a number of wretcbed men,
who wore the livery of peverty ana crime,
were indulging themselves in the most beasts
ly excesses. Their wild and baggerd sppears
n'nce, their ancouth and barbaross manners,
wonld have beseemed a band of savages,
rather than a band of civilized men, The
heads of several hogsheads of brande had
been broken in, by accident or design, and
the cfowd Wwere striving to indulge their
drivking propensities, by the violgtion of
every wquirement of common decency,
Some drack the liquor from tbe pilms of
their filthy hands; oshers used, in succession,
und earthen cup, which hud been picked up
in the street, Others, again, opened the

baskets of champagnes and breaking off the
necks of the hottles with a club ora stone,
took lurge and repested draughts of a beverage
bitherto antasted.

The wretches soon bes

gen to feel the exhilarating effects of their
strange debauch. Loug oaths and demoniae
laughter mingled with the roaring of the
flames, and the noise of the falling build=
inge.

- * * =

Three o’clock of the morning, and still the
fire raged wigh undiminished fury. The
strenuouns exertions of private individuals;
and of the public authorities, had been
equally anavailing to check its progress.

As a last resource, it was determined to
blow up several of the brick warebouses, in
the direction of the extending flames, by
means of gnnpowder. The hope was enter.
tained, that by destroying, in this manner,
the continuity of the combustible materials,
8 limit might be formed to the advancement
of the mighty element. A boat was instane
tly dispatebed to the Navy Yard, at Brooklyn,
fora supply of gunpowder.

The mayor of the city, assisted by several
officers of the United States Navy, who had
volunteered their services, superinténded the
execution of the plan which had been adopt
ted. A boilding was selected, in the range
of the approaching fire, ss the subject of the
first experiment. The owner aof the store
and its valuable eontents, consisting of an
immense stock of chioa and crockery of every
description, which it was imposvible to re-
move, magnanimously submitted to the offi-
cial sathorities, and gave the key of bis
warehouse to the messenger who was sent to
request if.

During the period which bad elapsed
from the breakirg out of tbe conflagration,
ngne had peen more active or more vigilaot
in their abandoned vocation than the incen-
dlaries, Laurens and Sampsom, Itis onnes
cessary, and would be unprofi‘able, to re-
late the history of the depredations which
they successfally commitied on the property
of the merchants ander cover of the night,
and of the universal terror and alarm which
prevailed. Tbe daring intrepidity. of the one,
and the philosophis ecolness of the other,
were exercised with their accustomed resulte,
They traversed at length, in absolate datkness
a spacious room in a large wasebouse, which
they had clsndestinely entered.

* Hist’whispered Laurens to his companion
¢ did yon no, hear & noise at the door?’

* No," replied Sampson, everything is
quiet, Strike a lighs, Alexander.’

The thief drew from his pocket a box of
lacifer matches and a piece of candle, csre-
fully provided for the purpose.
steady, flashing light immediately gleamed on
the rich wares, which were heaped on the
surrounding shelves of the store. The o)d
wan glanced at the shelves

¢ We might dine and sup in priaeely style
on the spoils of this adventure,” ho observed
calmly, * You may perceive, Alexander, that
luxary is an accident.’

¢ But not a misfortune, father Sampsop.’

Alexander Laurens carefully searched the
room.

¢The office is in the second story, I per-
ceive,’ be continued, ¢ and we sball find the
strong box there, without dcabt. Follow
me.’

They proceded cautiousiy up a flight of
stairs, und entered the counting room of the
merchant,  The attention of Laurens was
immedistely directed to a large iron safe
which stood in one corner of the apart.
ment,

¢ Hold the candle, father Sampson,
[ investigate the contents,’ be said.

The philosopher took the light, and the
young man produced s bundl: of keys,
which he applizd one oy one to the lock of
the safe. None of them titted.

¢« Damn it! this is too bad, muttered
Tisurens, throwing the keys angrily on the
tloor.

* Yoy are too impatient, Alexander,
Coolnwes ig the indispensable requsite of a
great mind. Try them again: you missed
one of the keys."

He attempted the lock a second time,
with better success; for the key which he
ba overlooked proved tobe the nne he dee
gired,  The large iron door swung heavily
back, under the power of his sinewy srm.
The safe, however proved to be entirely
empty; and it was evident, from ite appears
ance, that the merchant had removed his
booke, papers, and money, 8s 8 measure of
precaution,’

« Nikil est,’ soid Laurens, with an air of
disappointment,

* Like many imaginable sources of earshly
treasure—it is empty,’ ooserved bis compa-
nion.

At this moment a loud noise was benard at
the front entrance of the store, as if some
persuns were endeavoring to obiain admit—
tance. Tha turning of a koey was distinctiy
heard,

¢« The light! the light! out with it? whis-
pered Laarens,

The candle was immediately extirguished,
and the adventurers retreated cautiously to
an apartment ®vdjoining the counting room,
where they mighi hope to remain unnoticed,
it any persons were indeed ahoyt to enter the
building. They bad scarcely taken this {res

while

The un- (

caution, when the front doors of the warer
house were thrown open, and a number of
individusls tramped heavily in.

¢ Place the barrel here,’ said a loud, clear
voice, in & tone of command. There was
a confased noise of men walking to and fro,
and unintelligible sentences fell on the ears
of tha listeners.

At lengih, the same voice which had been
heard so distinetly at the first entrance of the
band, was audible. The speaker was i the
street.

‘ Leave the building every man.’

Again..

¢ Let the doors beclosed and locked.

‘ They were violently shut, and the key
grated horsbly in the lock. The noise ceased
entirely,

* I do not understand this, father Sampson.
Look! they have lefta Jamp upon the coun.
ter. We mast beware of an ambuscade.
Let us advance gently to discover its meaning,’

They approached the head of the stairs.

¢ Thers is a barrel, with the head broken
in, atthe foot of the stairs. What does it
mean?’

¢ Alexander,” said the old man, firmly, ¢it
is gunpowder!’

¢ Good God! They will blow up the

building! But there may yet be time for
escape, Quick! quick! old man, for your
life!”

Laurens rushed dowg the stairs with the
rapidity of lightwing, and had traversed nearly
the whole Iength of the store, when he heard
a heavy fall and @ deep grosn bebind him,
He turned round, and perceived that his
companion waa lying, apparently mach hurt,
upon the floor. In endeavoring te imitate
the persomal activity cf the younger man,
Sampson hsd pitched from the top of the
stairs to the bottom, and was unable to
rise,

Laurens ran bastily to the old man, and
raised him from the floor.

¢ Are you much hecri?’ lLe eagerly en.
quired.

¢ Badly, badly,’ said the philosopher, press
sing his hand o his breast-

¢ Exert yourself as much as you can,’ said
the young man, partly earrying bim towards
the place where they had effected their in-
gress,

¢ Leave me, Alexander; leave me,’ said the
old mas, * itis my Fate —it ismy Destiny.’

* No! no! thank Gud, we shall yet be
safe.’

At this moment, a voice was hesrd from
without—lond, and fearfuily disiinct—

* Firg!* X

A vivid flash, and a wild stenning report,
invtantaneously followed. The earth shock,
and the rivers trembled with terror and with
fear; and the thick walls fell down, crumbled
and broken by the irresistible shock. The
beautital wares were shattered into worthless
aud shapeless fragments,

Fearful retribution! Mangled, shattered,
crused into utter lifelassness, the bodies of the
two incendiaries lay beoneath the fallen ruins.

THE STRANGER’S SEPULCHRE.

Walk gently o’er that nameless grave,
No weeping eye hath blest;

For be, who sleeps within, hath now
A calm and holy rest.

Ye knew him not—he walked amid
Your pressed and peopled way,

Unherslded and unacclaimed,
Nor marked by proud array.

Yo saw him—yot yo marveled not
He was not decked in golJ ;

Or costly drapery did not throw
Round him ity purple fold.

Ya asked him not his name or race,
Or questioned whence he came;
While proudly rose on distant hills,

His household aitar flame.

And they who waited by its hearth
Grey weary of his stay:

And sadly wept, in sacrifice
Of soul, his long delay.

They ’broidered o’er the canvass leafl
With beaatifal device,

And spread it for his feet in love
‘Than gold of greater price.

And trained the myrtle and the viae,
And fragrant budding flower,

Jo greet him in his glad return,
And cheer that promised hour;

And wept and wenried yet again,
And called upon his nage,

And 1wice and thrice from mora till night
They preyed—he never came!

And proud ones missed him at the feast,
And nobles in the half;

Whila cyprns weeds flowed long and fall
For him, tha pride of all.

Bat ye in stinted kindness gave,
Amid yoar borial place,

Yoor ¢ Potter’s Field,” his sepuichre,
The honored of his race.

And marked it not with shrab or tree,
Or piously, with stone,
But heaped the dust in hasty toil,
And lefy him there unknown,
Becanse no messenger for him

A lordly way prepared—

No proud heraldie lines his name
Or ancestry declared.

Have ye not learned the great are meek,
And void of high pretence’
Go, look ppon that nameless grave,
And leara the lesson thence
For he who sleeps within, in life,
Than they, was more caressed,
Whom scalptared urn and towering shaft
And epitaph have blessed.
JANE E. LOCKE.

From the Newburyport Herald.
HAYING TIME.

WE love to think of the natursl division
of the year—uot only the four seasons ss
they make their own Loundaries, but also the
smuller,nub—dwisions which the changing
pbenomena of vature, or the various labors
of the tiller of the soil suggest, furnish plea~
sant and profitabie lopics for thought, Secd-
t}me, hoeing-time, haying—time, cucumber—
time, berry~time, and all the rest of the times
hu.ve lessons that all should learn. Whoever
will take a rice into the country now, will
find the fields full of delight and liviog
emblems of that old gentleman with his
scythe, who spares neither age nor youth,
nor wealth nor poverty, but sweeps his way
with unwearied strakes, cutling down all,
¢ both great and small.’ That same rde,
too, if it be esrly in the morning or toward
evening, will furnish a perfume far more
sayory and sweet than any Lhat ever made an
Araby of a lady’s toiletstable., Beautiful toe
is the crop and big are the hay~cocks; and
therefore the cattle sball not suffer. The
fu.rmer bas to work hard abeut these days,
with the rays of the sun pouring down upon
bim with scorching power. No matter; his
sleep is all the sweeter, his appetite all the
better, and his frame all the stronger. A
laborious Jife hedwas of it; but be may also
bave an independent on:. The banks he
deals with are nog likely to fail; and if he
buys no more land than be can pay for and
take care of, keeps clear of mortgages and
debt, uses his own hands and does nos spare
the manure—be need indulge no fear of Jail
or alms-house.

Hay meking in some countries is rather
more of a merry-making than in our owr.
The females, in broad gipsy hats, take o share
in the business; und right healtbful it is ton.
We are not sure that an excharge of the keys
of the piano for the handle of the rake and
pitehfork, and a ride bome on the hay-cart,
would uot be beneficial to some, who for
delicateness think they can hardly toach their
feet to the esrth, Albeit a gopd-humored
frolic in a hay field is far superior enjeyment
to the heated atmosphere of a fashionabie
party.—Take a look then, all ye who are
able 80 to do, at the mowers; help them 1o
spread the scented clover, and forget not that
all flesh iy grass, and mast sooner or later
be gathered in by death; and not torgetting
this, endeavor so to live that vour memories
shall be sweet to those who weep over
your graves,

MATERNAL DECISION.

I7 is not difficnlt to be decided, weze this
all; bat to be decided and firm while the
feelings and voice ars es soft as the late, is
difficolt,  Your child has no judgment. Many
times every week, and yometimes every day,
he must be desied, and his wishes and will
be made to submit to yours. When he is
well, you must of necessity be conMantly
thwarting his inclinations, forbidding him, or
commanding him; and when bhe is sick, you
must force him, and stand farther than ever
aloof from indalgence. Evén when you feel
that he is en the bec of death, you must con-
trol him, govern him, command, and see that
he obeys.—Your own decision, enery @nd
firmness must never waver for o moment in
his presence. While a mother’s heart pleads
for indulgence, you must have @ reselation
which will lead yoa to your daty, even while
the heart bleeds, and the eyes weep. That
noble motlier who held her child while his
leg was amputated, and did it with a firness
which he dare not resist, and with a tenderness
that made him feel that she did it for his
good, who does not admire? These two quae-
Ities, deoision and mildness, are seldom found
in man. te i3 either too stern, or teo
lenient, But the mother, she can possess them
both, and have them both in exercise at the
same moment. She must, ‘howaver, have the
aid of Heavey. She mast seek it in prayer,
2: :’he foot of the Throne, and there she will

nd it

I could point you to a son who cherishes
the memory of his mother as something inex-
pressibly dear and eacred. She was a widow,
and he her only son, When a young man, he
said he did something in the presence of hie
sister and a cowsin, both young ladies, highly
improper.  His mother told him of Yis fault,
mildly and kindly, and requested him to make
an opology to the girls. This be declined.
She insisted oponit, and even laid her coms
mands. He refased, She next requested
him to go with her into hig chamber in the
third story. e complied. She then very
coolly took the key, and told him she shounld
lock the door, and” he would noeither see her

face, nor receive food till he sabmitted. .
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