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From Colburn’s New Monthly.
SCHOOL FRIENDSHIP.

AN ANECDOTE.
- ® # * *

Tue friendships of girls are also aug-
mented by the revolution which is
going on at the time in their own (rame
—the consequent development of new
ideas gives birth to endless self-question-
1ngs, which lead to mutual revelatlens
cembining the pleasures of euriosity
and the charm of secrecy. "These asso.
ciations acquire a factitious exaltation
through ihe excitable nature of the sab-
jeet. Such friendships indeed are little
less than misplaced love. The adoles-
cent stomach looks out beyond itself for
sometking (it as yet knows not what,)
and it takes to chalk and sealing wax,and
indulges in yearnings that are not em-
bodied in 1deas. Thus an unapphed
fund of morbid expansiveness is gene-
rate¢, which is vested 1n the first ob-
ject of sympathy that offers. The sati«
rist may perhaps add to these causes
the more garrulous and communicative
disposition of {emales,—in plainer Eng-
lish, their lovh oi gossip, which, when
all is said 1n the way of railing, 18 but
the manifestation of a wore sensitive and
liant nature. Lastly, must be added to
those various sources of intimate asso-
ciation, the close circumvallation of pro<
bibitions which enviren boarding-school
existence, and which occasion a sirenger
rush of the impulses in those channels
which happen 1o be left frce.

We have been led to put those tho’ts
of ours upon paper by an anecdote
of school friendsbip which we recently
encountered, and which strikingly eluci-
dates many points of our doetrine. We
shall therefore give it to cur read-«
ers; for though we cannot absolately
guarantee its authenticity, and can
only tell the tale as ’twas told to us,
yet there is something in its details so
accordant with the character of the
times, and of the individuals that it is
impossible to refuse 1t a degree of cre-
dence.

Most of our readers know something
of Bonaparie’s foundation for flemale
education at Ecouen, an aping of Louis
the Fourteenth’s and Madame de Main-
tenon’s school at St. Cyr, but turned to
other purposes. In this school the daugh-
ters of military parents of all ranks
were admitted on a footing of perfect
equality: and the heiress of a marshal of
France might become the intimate asso«
ciate and confidante of the orphan of a
corporal or a sergeant. Among the
pupils of the establishment there was at
one time three friends whose mutual
attaciment was a sabject of general re-
mark and eulogy, in a schosl where
emulation, carried to its fullest extent,
rarely gave bisth to jealousy or dislhike.
These hercines of (riendship were called
Hortense, Maria, and Clarissa. Maria
was the child of a poor sub-lieutenant,
who had been uisabled by losing his eyes
in an actios on the Rhine. Clarissa,
on the contrary, was the daughter of
one of those generals who made such
immense fortunes in the wars of the
revolution, and to whom Napoleon bhad
given principalities, as stop gaps to ap-
pease nmbition, till beiter things should
turp up. Hortense was of a still more
distinguished birth.  The young and
jnteresting friends were remarkable for
the equality of their artainments, they
pursued their studies with the ssme
identical success. At each distribution
of prizes the three names were sure to
issue tegether from the mouth of the
grand-chancellor of the empire, whose
limited charge it was on such occasions
to give honocr where honor was due; and
the three always rose tegether to receive
the same recompense.

Years were thus passed away, and
friendship nipened with the ripening 1n-
telligence of these Pylades aad Orestes
in petticoats, these Jonathans and
Davids in monitars. How comes it, by
the bye, that we have no instances cf
female friendship on record, to quote
as pendants for our masculine miracles?
The day, howev«r, came (as such days
always will come, if folks bave only the
patience to await them) which was to
part the [riends, and to cat a godrion-
knot, to which the true lover is as bat
one of Sterne's ! equivocating redupli-
cations.” The triumfeminate was to be
broken up, a sister was to be abstracted
from the bevy; for Maria, the daughter
of the blind lieuteuant, was summoned
to her home. Her mother had died, and
her father was in want of an Antigone
to cuide his benighted stepa.

T'o tell what was the griel of the ins
separables, to count the tears which
fell, the sighs that were breatbed tothe
winds, 1n utter neglect of the known

propensity of the like autant en emporter,
were an idle was'e of time. The griefl

of well jointured widows, the sorrow of |

disconsolate relicts of ungovernable
shrews were as nothing in comparison;
and what is still more, les belles eplorees
were in_ perfect earnest, and they la-
mented with a poed faith as commens
dable as it is rare.
suspecting too, that the

something more than an instinctive fore-

knowledge of the consequences of world- |
ly associations upon the future duration !

of an attachment thus shaken to its

centre. Paris was within reach of
Fcouen, and an intercourse with the
capital must have salready exhibited

the abyss which yawns between the rich
and the poor, between the humble and
the powerful, in that head quarters of
the antipothesis of ali things sublunary;
for what was the conduct of these young
friends on the trying emergency.

Oaur sentimental readers will here per-
haps anticipate our narrative, and jamp
pedibus junctis to the conclusion that they
sought coasolation in the prospect of a
speedy re-union, as they should be suc
cessively liberated from the trammels
of Ecouen: and that the first use they
proposed to make of their acquired Iree
agency should be—in the parlance of
sentiment--~to rash into each other’s
ATMS. No such thing—the eleves of
Madame Campan were too we!l brought
up not to be aware of the deconvenaunce
of such andea. The world has its oc-
cuoations which impose, its plcasures
which distract, and they knew it. An
immediate meeting never cntered their
imagination.

Jlarissa, the daughterof the General,
the most thoroughly aware, in all pro-
bability, of the britliant region she was
predestined to inhabit, was the first 1o
form a rational view of the case; and so
bound her wishes to a re-union at that
more distant period when the first
novelty of the woild, its business and 1is
pleasures, should have passed, and when
there might, perhaps, be ‘a time for
such a word'—

¢ Let us swear,’ she siid, ¢ come weal,
come woe, that we three will meet this
day ten yesrs at the gate of the Tuil-
leries,

We might say much that is edifying of
the young lady’s palpable violation of
Horace's spem longam reseces. How con.
fiding 1s youth! how stroag tha sentiment
of vitality at sweet sixteen! No mis-
trusting of where the gute of the Tl
leries might be in ten years’ time, where
‘hemselves—in absence, in matrimony,
in prison, or death. It really is very
lucky that such a thought does not often
enler 1nto the beads of the youthful,—
what lively day dieams it would dissi.
pate—what necessary provisions, ay,
and provisions, too, it would impede.

¢ Yes!” quoth Hortense, ‘on this day
ten years, there, atthe gate, I <hail be,
I swear it to you, Clarissa, and to you,
Maria. Will you not be therealso??

* Do you doubt it?’ cried Maria and
Clarissa simu!taneously; and they beck-
oned to a gardener, who was at work
near the spot where they were stand.
ing.

* Do you be witness, George,’ they
said, * of our onth, We thiee, Hortense,
Clarissa, and Maria, swear to give each
other a meeting at the gate of the Tuil
leries this day ten years, al this very
hour of six in the evening.’

An Ecouen gardener was too polished

a gentleman to doubt a young lady's
word; and so without more ado, the
corference broke up. The next day

Maria quitted Ecouen; three mouth: af
ter, Clarissa al-o lef: and was married;
and before the revolution of another year,

Hortense, in her turn, bade Madame
Campan adieu and departed.
Here we must pause, to notice an

improbability in the narrative of our
Archbishop Turpin, the author to whom
we are indedted for this story. The
chances of Parisian life ought to have
broucht the friends together b-fore ten
years could elapse. In those days, the
exclusive sprrit which now separateg the
fauxbourg and the chaussed’ Antin ¢ far
as the poles assunder,” liad not commean-
cec; and * la fingnce’ and * la noblesse No-
polienne,’ were on the best terms, Clar-
1s7a, too, and Hortense mirht, without
any great stre'ch of benevolence, buve
laid their heads together to do someth ne
for poor Maria and her parents. On
reflection, however, this, so far from be-
ing a ground for doubt, proves the ¢ o’er
true’ reality of the tale; a romancer
would not bave missed such an oppor
tunity. 'T'he revolu‘ion was an epoch of
strong sensations, generosity was a fashi-
on, and a pension to the blind liegten~
ant, worthy of tbe fifth act of sentimen-
tal comedy, was in the very spirit of the
times, too obvicus to overleok, Our

| places in its ranks,

We cannot help !
bitterness of |
parting must have been aggravated by !
i in Europe; and

: respectable authority, however, has pro-
’

ved himself above such claptraps, and
he is to be believed accordingly.

Ten years! how soon they pass in (his
best of all possible worlds, and especi-
ally when we occupy onc ol the best
As for Ciarisss, the
splendor of her establishinent was the
theme of general conversstion; so, too,
was the elegance of bher manners. Her
bhusband was one of the richest bsnkers
bis brilliant, bustling,
pompous l'fe, which was shared by his
wile, was too engrossing to let school
friendships intrude.

The grandeurs which awaited Hor-
tense were still more distracting: as for
Maria, she poor girl, as fur as her [rieads
seem to bhave known, might have pos-
sessed neither equipage nor establishment
to make time fly withal—nothing beyond
the consolation ofseeing her fsther en-
joy the warmth of the sun, when she led
Dim into its rays. With her, however,
time if 1t did not fly, must have crept;
for with ihe sorrow(ul as with the joy=
ous, with the poor as with the rich, noth-
ing 1sstalionary, except pens, ink, and
paper. The time of ¢ryst herefore arri-
ved *in due course,” and the ten years
were accomplished,

It was on Sunday in autumn, at ten
m'nutes before six. The gardens of (he
I'nileries were, in the language of Hia
bernia, ¢ to the fore,” but as yet not one
of the three friends appeared,—five mi.
nutes later the factionnaire at the gate
still paced his appointed ground, undis-
turbed by friendship en emeute. But hark!
the clock strkes, and behold as the last
ve!l toles, a carringe rolis up with its
four hor:es, T'he carricge was covered
with go!d, the horses with gennine En-
ghsh.  The door opened, aud a lady, still
voung, alighted and cast an enquiring
glance on every side. She was beautis
tal and splendidly dressed, and all
the world gathered round her to ad-
mire.

This glittering personage was no
other than Maria-~—Maria, the poor
daughter of the poor lientenant. W hat
had operated such a change?

Ten years, we have said, had passed,
—and ten years we were taught at
school were too much for Troy,—a sin-
cle day indeed sufficed to overthrow
Nineveh and the 'I'rocedero: nine years
aceording to Horace, will ripen a trage-
dry, and as many heurs will create =
perfect and first rate melodrama. Time,
though 1t measares all things, is itsef
measured by the clock maker alone,
The reader, therefore, wiil not be surs
prised to learn than two nights—a night
of fire and a night of snow—should suffice
to explain the phenomenon ol Muaria’s
equpage and appearance. Moscow had
not burned in vain, ¢ the winter’s flaw’
bad triampbed over Napoleon, the
¢ Grand Restorateur’ was reseated on
his throne, and among other restorations
that followed, was that of Maria’s fam:ly
to the ample estates they had forfeited at
the emigration. It is, indeed, an ill
wind that blows nobody good.

While Maria thus stuod, the observed
of all observers, but intent only on the
expected advent of her two great Iriends
8 female modestly dressed in clothes
whose neatness could not conceal their
poverty, approsched with a hesitating
step, and addressed her. In an instant
Maria was in the arms of Clurissa,

Ciarissn, the rieh Clarissa, the daugh.-
ter of the peculating General of the em
pire, the wife oi the millionsire banker,
had been long ruined: Her husband was
a bankrapt and a fugitive.

¢ You will tell me your story st night,’
said Maria, hastily, ¢ for we part no
more. | was poor at Ecouen, and you
disdained not to 'ove me. 1 am now
rich in my tarn and you must not let
pride come between us, but accept the
old equality of our school.’

Clari:sa, less hurt prohably than supris-
ed at the generosity thus blarted out,
was about to enter her friend’s car-
riage when they passed by one aecord,
and looked at each other,

¢ But Hortense, where 1s Hortense,’
they asked at an instant,

* You knew what she was,’ said Maria
with a sigh. ¢ You know ihat she is,
added Ciarisss, and a tear dropped as
she spoke,

Ten years had made Mana rich and
poor. Ten years had carried Horlense
an exile to Germany.

At that moment they were addressed
by a thrd person who was evidently
seeking for them.

¢ Are nat you Clarissa—and you ma-
dame, are you not Maria,’ said the gar-
dener George: for it was he who spoke.
¢« This,” he continued, * 1s for you.’

He placed as he spoke, into the hands
of each a smali box, and disappeared in
the crowd.

The two [riends opened their respec-

tive boxes and found within, the two
halves of a erown. [t was that worn by
the ex Queen of Holland, the eleganty
the accomplished sister-in-law of Napo-
leon.

HORRORS OF WAR.

Col. Struzier was one of the most able
and efficient military officers in the
Frenach service under Napoleon, and
from his Military Memo::s a correspon®
dent of the New York Evening Post
translates the following, from Chapter
1V., Battle of Austerlitz:

¢ At the moment in which the Russian
aramy was iaking its retreat, painfully,
but in good order, on the ice of the lakes
the Emperor Napoleon came riding at
full speed towards the artillery,—¢ Yot
are loosing t:me!” he cried, * fice upon
those masses—they must be engulphed!
fire upon the ice!” The order gived
remained unexecuted for ten minutes
in vain several cofficers and myself weré
placed on the slope of & hill, to produce
the grester effect: their balls and min€
rolled upon the ice without breaking
up. Seecing that, I tried a simple mé-
thed of elevaling eight bow tzers,—the
almost perpendicular fall of these heavy
projectiles produced the desired effect:
My method was followed immediately bY
the adjoining batteries, snd in less than
no time we buried 15,000 Rassians an
Austriuns  under the waters of the
lake.

From Sketches of Italy.
THE BEAD MANUFACTORY AT
VENICE.

Went to see the manufactory of head®
for which Venice has been famed 1'wrf100
years.—We saw sheaves of gluss waving
like corn, in the laps of women, who i
assorting the vitreous harvest accordi®f
to itssize. In another stage, a namber
of men with shears were clapping the
long threads into very small bits, the
elements of the beils. In the nest
room lay fragments of 300 colors, 8P
patterns innumerabie, filling forty 0';.
fifty baskets, A very distressing part ©
the operation was to be seen beloW’
where, on approaching s lung shed, ope®
on one side 1o theair, and glowing Wit
thirty fires 1n all its length stood a pums#
ber of poor wretches, whose daily af
hourly employment is to receive the bits
of sifted glass: cut as we have reen above
melt them into heads by means of chaf
coal and sard, in the midst of these (lreﬂ‘:
ful fire blasts, which they were constah

tly feeding, and within three feet 0
which they stood, stre:ming at every

pore, stooping o draw out the cauldron
and pour its contents upon a ll'uy."h“"
they then, in this state of their own
dies, draw fourth into the air. A new
copper of cold muterials already n“"’,‘l;
them wbich must be thrust fort_hW"
into the (urpace; and a cool superinte™
dant is there, o see that there is no rte
misston!  The turning, the feeding th
renewed sweat, cease not i}l night C°mco
to put & pause to miseries which are
list for life! The gnlleys ure a jﬂke
this work. The workmen all die )'Oung'
We never thought of beads as such ar
expensive luxury before. A sixpenny
necklsce may cost the life of the arsizen*
Look at a rosary in this respect.

By William Howit!:
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