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From the Boston Yankee Nation. 

NEW ENGLAND ARISTOCRACY. 
PEL A TALE. 

TrE morn was bright and beautiful—the sun, 
who it would seem had a more refreshing sleep 
last wight than usual, was smiling on the glad 
scene created by his presence—the azure wing- 
ed insects were flitting in his all-reviving beams 
—the carols of nature’s songsters were more 
joyous than is their wont—and earth, air and 
sea, seemed joined in one glad anthem of gra- 
titude and praise to the Omnipotence which 
created and sustained them. Must we record 
a tale of human grief which such a scene of 
enlivening beauty could not for a moment alle- 
viate? Alas that man, the noblest work in this 
picture, should find his voice to fail him in this 
concert of nature! 
On this blithe morning might be seen, strol- 

ling on the banks of the peaceful Connecticut, 
a man of noble bearing, in the prime of life, 
dressed in the uniform of a captain of the U. 
S. Navy. His gait was sad, but diguified and 
graceful, and it needed but a glance at his 
esuatenance (which was weather-beaten, but 
full of manly pride and beauty) to be struck 
with the expression of deep-seated melancholy 
which it wore. Ever and anon the clouds 
which hung on hishrow would, as if by a strange 
effort within himself, be partially dispelled, 
giving place to an expression more in keeping 
with the scene around,—and then as his steps 
brought other objects to his view, bringing with 
them recollections of former days, the shade of 
melancholy would again gather in blackness 
nearly to despair. 

But why should the favored and honored offi- 
cer of the Republic wear this appearance of 
sadness on revisiting the scenes of his youth?— 
for such they were. The tale is long—have 
patience, gentle reader, while Irelate it to you. 

EpwARD SAYBROOK, the person introduced 
to the reader, wasa member of one of the aris- 
tocratic Puritan families of New England. His 
schoel and eollegs days were passed like those 
of all other New England boys, till, at the age 
of seventeen, his family influence procured for 
him a midshipman’s appointment in the Navy. 
The first few years of his naval career were 
marked by nothing of particular interest. 

After making a cruise of three years, he re- 
turned home on leave of absence, at the very 
susceptible age of twenty. Grace Marsden, the 
daughter and heiress of a neighbouring purse- 
proud and ambitious New Englander, was then 
spending the summer months with the sisters of 
our hero. Possessed of all the endearing and 
fascinating amiabilities of the most perfect of 
her sex, asshe was, our young sailor must have 
been either more or less than man not to have 
loved her; and it may easily be supposed that a 
gay young middy, with all the character and 
nsbleness of heart which distinguished Edward, 
could not have been indifferent to the charms 
of the young lady. Their acquaintance pro- 
gressed—thelr intimacy increased—all their 
pleasures and pastimes, all their thoughts and 
actions, were with each other.—After an ac- 
quaintance of but a single week, they lived but 
for one another. 
Months passed on—their mutual vows of love 

and constancy were plighted—the ambitious 
father, not hoping fora more aristocratic match 
for his heiress, yielded his consent to their nup- 
tials. Happy would it have been for them both 
had they listened more to the promptings of their 
love than to the worldly prudence of the father, 
who, for worldly considerations, deferred for a 
short period the marriage. Many of their long, 
long years of hopeless melancholy might have 
been passed in love and happiness but for this 
manceuvring of the father. 
At this period of our tale, the war which had 

20 long threatenzd the United States with a 
contes: with the most powerful nation on earth, 
broke out. Edward (whose love, though all- 
powerful, did not for a moment make him for- 
get hisduty to his country) bade farewell for a 
year to all he held dear on earth, and with a 
heavy heart joined his ship,—which, though she 
was to be the scene of future triumphs and glory 
to him, was also to be the home of his most 
miserable aad cheerless days. 
We have said that the father of Grace, whose 

ruling passien was family ambition, gave herto 
Edward on that eonsideration alone. “Hisam- 
bition was not of that kind which is worthy of 
an American: it was rather of that bigotry which 
prides itself in being descended from a long line 
of ancestors, whether a line of tyrants or other- 
wise. To lini himself with such a family, and 
to know that his blood circled in their veins, 
was the dearest wish of his heart.—Not being 
able to find such a match for his daughter, he 
was fein to do the best he could where all men 
are born equal. He could see that the defead- 
ers of the nation, and particularly one with the 
high qualities which were Edward’s, would, in 
spite of all our democratic principles, be consi- 
dered the aristocracy of America —Considera- 
tion for his daughter’s happiness not entering 
for a moment iuto his plans, he was ever oa ths 
alert to form a more ambitions match for her. 
He had given up this hope whan he acceded to 
his danghter’s wishes and gave her to Edward 
Soon after, however, circumstances brought 
back and gratified his most sanguine hopes, bat 
which condemned poor Grace to vears of hope- 
less misery. 

Grace, who was sad and disheartened at the 
departure of her lover, did not obj=et to a pro- 
position of her father to visit Saratoga, which 
was just then becoming the fashionable water. 
ing-place of America, in the hope that he 
would torget her sorrow for a time. The Vis. 
connt of St. Elm, a noble fortune-hunter of the 
court of France, after having long sought in 
vain for success with the heiresses of Paris, was 

now trying the effect of his title among the 
millionaires at the Spring. Mr. Marsden hav- 
ing determined to secure this title and coronet 
to his daughter, wasnrow at a loss how to pro- 
ceed. He wellknew thatthe Viscount, although 
a pleasing and amiable man, could never win 
his daughter’s love, which she had plighted to 
Edward. He at last thought that if Edward 
were out of the case, he could persuade his 
daughter to accede to his wishes, and win the 
Viscount. To accomplish this, by fair means 
or foul, he was determined; and at length he hit 
upon the expedient of deceiving her into the 
belief that her lover was dead. To do this, the 
news of naval battles which were so often re- 
ceived, aided his design. He caused to be 
published in one of the newspapers of the day, 
a fictitious account of an action between the 
U. S. ship *I— A——,” and H. B. M. ship 
«John Bull,” in which the former was captured; 
then followed a list of the killed, at the head of 
which stood the name of Lieutenant Edward 
Saybrook, who, it went on to state, (and as 
was really the case) had recently been promoted 
for many gallant deeds. This paper, after a due 
preparation for bad news and consolation to his 
daughter, the unfeeling father put it into her 
hands. We will not pain the reader with te 
sufferings of Grace on the receipt of this news; 
it is sufficient to say, that after recovering 
from the short butsevere illness which it caused 
her, she was ready, through her sense of duty 
to her father, to accede to his wishes. 
To fascinate and bring the Viscount St. Elm 

to her feet, required but little effort on the 
part of the beautiful heiress. Already the 
father saw in the future a long line of nobles, 
with his own blood running in their veins; 
while the daughter, supposing that death had 
annulled her vows to Edward, had the satis- 
faction of gratifying the deerest wish of her 
parent’s heart. 
Poor Grace! would that you could have lived 

even in the wretched belief that your lover 
was really dead! how meny hours of bitter 
regret and self-reproach would it have spared 
you! but even this miserable consolation was 
denied her. Buta short week after her mar- 
riage disclosed to Grace the falsehood of that 
cruel repert which had caused her so much 
misery. Her first sensation at this intelligence 
was a brief but intense and heartfelt joy; but 
then casting her eyes on her husband, the 
thoughts and recollections that rushed upon 
her were maddening ;—the Viscount breke 
her fall by his arm. 
For fificen long years after this event, al- 

though at times she was the brightest star of 
the court of Frasce, yet often would her grief 
dim her lustre, and now and then oblige her to 
disappear altogether, like a cemet trom that 
bright galaxy. : 
Edward, soon after his promotion which we 

have mentioned, obtained a short leave of 
absence to visit: his beloved Grace; and he 
then learaed the circumstances of her marriage 
with amother. Although he was sure of her 
faithfulness to himself and of her unhappiness at 
the French court, yet hope was dead within 
him. Perhaps these were the feelings that led 
him to do the deeds of migaty and suecessful 
daring, for which in his case the Republic was 
not ungrateful—for well did he earn, at the 
early age of thirty, the high rack in which we 
see him when our tale commences. His tri- 
umphs, however, would convince us that how- 
ever regardless he might have been ef nimself, 
he never forgot discretion in his valer, or that 
greater interests than his own life were at stake 
1n ali his deeds; and that he never undertook to 
do that in which he had not reasonable grounds 
to hope for success. ; 
The war had long been closed. We in'ro- 

duce our hero to the render while he is again 
on a visit to his native town, en the banks of 
the bright Conaccticui. As he walked on, lost 
in tormenting recollections, as we have des- 
cribed him, he was aroused from these reflec- 
tions by a hearty shake of the hand. He raised 
his head, and his eyes met the countenance of 
Graee’s father. : 

¢ Joy and happiness to thee, Edward!’ said 
the old maa, with an expression of confidenee 
on his face and in lus words. 

¢ Joy and happiness to me, sir I" replied Ed- 
ward ; alas! you must kuow that from your 
daughter and myself they are clean gone for 
ever.” 

¢ Say not so, my dear boy,’ said the old man, 
¢ I hope there are maay years of happiness yet 
in store for you —Ride over with me to my 
house, and we wiil see what can be done for 
you.’ 
Edward was far {rom anticipating relieffrom 

his bitter thoughts by visiting the former home 
of his loug-losi one—neverineless the confident 
manner of the old man’s words induced hum to 
accept the invitation. 
Seated at » window when Edward entered 

the mansion of Mr. Mersden, were two ladies 
—one of them dressed in deep mourning, in all 
the ripeness and beauty of womanhood, but 
weartag oa her features an air of melancholy 
which 1t was easy to ses had fong been seated 
there. The otaer, an ciderly lady, advanced to 
meet her bu Ve and to welcome him 
to her maasion 

C said the old man, 
taking Edward 
towards the tudy 1a black, © allow me to 1atro- 

duce you to the Dowager Viscountess of Saint 
Eim. 

¢ I'ne Dowager Viscountess of Sal 
exclaimed Edward, as the 12d upon 
him; and in one moment he was at her feet 
-—his hands clasped hers, and were bathed in 
their tears. 

¢ Edward !" Grace ’ exclaimed the cld mas, 
‘be happy—let me ead the sufferings my weak- 
ness has bro upon you. Edward, tite 
childless wedicek of my daughter with the Vis- 

connr St. Bim is dissolved by tae death of the 
latter. The disappointment which their child- 

nt Elm? 

Fat 

eseness hh caused me», is a tir punishment to 
me for my foslish ambition. My daughter's 
band is (as her heart has ever been) again 
yours. Heaven bless your union, and send me 

grandchildren whose virTUEs, like yours, 
shall make them the aristocracy, and whose 
birth shall make them the equals of the proud. 
est noblemen on earth, American citizens I” 

From the Dublin University Magazine. 

RECOLLECTIONS OF THE ORGAN OF 
ST. PATRICK'S, DUBLIN, 

THE glorious burst of music! how it swelled, 
And rolled in thunderous transport through 

the aisle! 
The sudden gush of music! how it held 
Inawe the worshippers within that pile! 
How did the spirit seem 
Wrapped in a wondrous dream 

Yet all awake to Heaven’s own voiee the 
while! 

The glorious music! surely some deep soul 
Dwelt in the instrument that poured it forth 

Some bright intelligence had there control, 
Some being of a more than mortal birth, 

Proclaiming, full and high, 
Some message of the sky, 

Some triumph of the Lord upon the earth! 

Ard there is triamph—those who often listened 
Unmoved to Wisdom’s precepts, tremble 

BOW— 
In hardy eyes the friendly tears have glistened, 

Delight hath smoothed my early wrirkled 
brow, 

And hearts, too worldly oft, 
Have humbled grown, and soft, 

With springs, fresh gushing forth, they know 
not how. 

Now, now in victory seems it to rejoice, 
Now sinks to plaintive accents low and 

clear 
As if au angel’s full, majestic voice 
Had stooped to whisper in a mortal’s ear, 

Reaching the inmost heart 
With tones that seem to dart 

Straight from the fountains of another 
sphere! 

And yet again, triumphaut chorus swell! 
Reverently be it spoken—yet it seems 

Of birth beside the throne of God to tell, 
Of the deep, echoing voice of Heaven’s own 

streams ; 
Of where, beyond the sky, 
Shrined with his majesty, 

Meledious thunder rolls, and starry lighten: 
ing gleams. 

The strain is o’er—the echo dies away, 
But not its influence—many shall go home, 

Bearing its memory, like a spell to stay 
Upon their spirits *midst the toils to come ; 

‘Who would not grateful be 
For such strange harmony— 

Transport to all, deep blessing unto some? 

: PLEASURES OF A TRIP IN A BUDGE- 
ROW. 

BY H. R. ABDISON. 
Waxes I first embarked on board of my budge- 

row, near Calenita, en rouie for Berhampore, 
fo joinmy my regiment, [ could not help feel- 
img the superiority of this mode of travelling 
over the less luxurious coaveyances of Europe. 
It is true that it is not expeditious, ([ expected 
to be eight days performing a_jeurney, which 
might be accomplished by a © yellow post 
chaise’ in about twelve hours;) but I found 
on the other hund that my splendid barge 
contained a good sitting-room, large enough 
for eight persons to dine in with comfort, an 
excellent bed room, and above these, a half 
deck, where after sunset, I could sit and enjoy 
my hookah. The river up which I was tra- 
velling was broad, its banks were picturesque 
and provisions plentiful. I was not even to be 
annoyed by the smell of cookery, or the pre- 
sence of any supernumerary servants ; they had 
a separate boat, which followed at a respectful 
distance. Ina word, I discovered the vast dif- 
ference, so far as living goes, between an en- 
sign in theservice of the Honourable the Com- 
pany trading to the Kast Indies, and an officer 
of the szme rank struggling to keep up the ap- 
pearance of a gentleman in one of his (or her) 
Majesty's Corps in Great Britain. 
A couple of military friends, quartered at 

Barrackpore, accompanied me as far as that 
beautiful spot, some fifteen miles from the 
capita], where we arrived late on the first even- 
ing. Never had [passed a more delightful day. 
We had partaken of an excellent tiffin and din- 
mer, played half a dozen rubbers of dummy- 
whist, and smoked our pipes al fresco, met 
several of our friends going up and down the 
river, talked of Larope, made several bets, 
speculated upon promotion, drank several 
bottles of Carbonell’s claret, and enjoyed our- 
selves to the very acme of every Indian 
luxury. 

Arrived at our destination, we landed, and 
passing through the’ park-like grounds of the 
Government house, went to a tent, under which 
a grand aaulch wasto be held. Here we saw 
several half-naked black girls twisting about 
one foot, with one of their arms raised in the 
air ; while others sat by, singing a lugabrious 
tune through their noses, accompanying them- 
selves on 8 hand-drum. An overpowering 
smell of attar of roses and cajeput oil turned me 
perfectly siek ; so I left almost immediately, to 
the great surprise o {my brother officers, who 
were in ecs'acies, and who could not manage 
to understand how I could feel otherwise than 
pleased at these wretched twistings of an ebony 
Venus ; and returned to my budgerow, where! 

i slept soundly. 
{ My second day’s journey was not quite fo 

delightful as my first. ‘We began to lose sigh 
of all human habitations ; the flat country wad 
sadly monotonous ; and I began to suspect tha 
my admiration for this splendid style of tra~ 
velling was already dimimshing. This 687 
we only preceeded ten miles. The dandit® 
(native boatmen) were forced to jump mor 
than once during the day into the water, 0 # 
the boat off some sand-bank, and they tracke 
oftener and farther than they rowed. My ¢18~ 
ner was as good perhaps as that of the preces 
ding day ; but I reallv began to get sicK © 
chickens, and my cousomer (purveyor) sect: 
determined to give me nothing else. 2 
glare of the water hurt my eyes, the musquito® 
were more troublesome than ever, so I went! 
bed early. ne 
The great curse of going to bed early 18 ¥ 

probable chance of awaking proportienatelf 
soon inthe morning. I was sitting up in BY 
bed ; sleep had flown from me about four © 
clock next morning, so 1 heartily repented 
ing retired at such an unconscionable hour; 
as that availed me nothing, I got up, althous® 
Isaw a terribly long day before me. 
boat was still lugowed (moored) ; for I ought 10 
have informed my reader that at sunset 
budgerow is directed up to the bank, and 
made fast by a rope to a staple driven 11 a 
ground. The dandies then cook their. nigh 
meal, finish it, and strewing themselves OY 
different parts of the vessel, cover their po 
with a cloth, and on the bare planks, benef 
the powerful rays of the moon, (which inl 
are more potent, and supposed to be far m 
dangerous, than those of the sun;) sleep throug” 
the night. The boat is freed at about five 
the morning, to recommence its wearying P! 
gress. 
As 1 said before, I was up, and dress 

before the hour of starting. My breakfast-HO% 
was eight,—till then what should I do? rt 
should [ pass my time? While I was del 1H 
‘rating, | happened to east my eyes en my © 
ing piece, which stood in the corner. ad 
morning was cool, the country aronnd opef % 
promising ; 1 therefore determined on sho0* 
for a couple of hours. In accordance 
this resolve, I desired one of my kitmud! 
and a bearer with a chatler (a large umbre 
in case of extreme heat, to aceompany “oy 
ordered the boat to meet us at a point shes 
a mile und a half off; and jumped ashore, br 
pleased with the discovery 1 had just mad 
how to kill time before breakfast. of 

I had very indifferent eport,—indeed I pe: | 
almost say I had none ; for I saw noth? 
shoot at, save a few wretched paddy birds; 
therefore, after an hour’s wandering abot te 
determined on returning to my boat, and © 
sed a wild field to do so, in which I rd it 
animals grazing. No sooner had I entelt pg 
than a sleek-looking Brahmin bull immedi 
singled me out as the object of his Soils 
Now, though they are emaller than a 8 
animal in Europe, they are far more £8 
far more active, and were it not for@ 
they have on their shoulders, a hap 
beast than the English bull. 1n India the¥5, 
held sacred. To slaughter one woul oi 
commit a erime; to wound or maim ona 
punishable by law ; to attempt to comb?! af 
would be sure destruction: I, therefores fie 
the approach of my enemy with no in€o™ 
rable feeling of terror. As my bearer 0 
a second gun, and there were three © ¥EL 
one, I thought it but fair to stand my groul fired 
pointing steadily athim as he came uP» ~ ;48 
at him from the barrel in which 1 had plate : 
ball, and hit him close to the shouldel found 
made him pause a moment then turnidg othe 
I looked for the man who carried mY o fit 
gun ; but, alas! he had fled. On seeing ™ put 
at the holy beast, he had not hesitate awd] 
throwing down the fowling piece, ha TUG for? 
asswiftly as his legs would carry him. 
I again turned my fice towards the % : 
quadruped, he had recovered the hot ail! 
was again coming full on me HIS hed»? i 
were dilated with auger and pain, he Jos pond 
sides with his tail, and ploughed up the Bye 
as he came tearing on. 1 had no ume ol 

8p? 

i 

load, ne timé for deliberation. I quitte 
gun, and flew for my very life towards the "pe: 
where I had ordered my budgerow to 10 " oF 
I did not dare to turn round ; but I oo in 
the furious beast close behind me. EY iia # 
stant brought him nearer. He was Bg 10 
dozen yards of me when my hat flew. 2 i 
that trivial circumstance [ owe my Ls: I: 
bull stopped for an instant in his full hs” ins" ; 
trample an it. Finding it, however, po HE 
mate object, he again started off in P a 
me. There were now about a huadrEl gf o 
betwen ua. 1 need not say how I €X¢X5ogels 
seif, my very cxistence depending 0B my i 
The animal, in spite of all my efforté ; 
on me. At length 1 doubled or b 4 
where I expected to find my boat. po 
artived ; [ looked on the broad strea®’ pif 
vessel was to be seen. Jcasta § pot obi 
me,—not a soul was visible ; no hv rit 

broke the quiet of the scene, save the Hy [A 
monster who now came up more qu falls 
ever. I already bein to pant Wit 
My last hope, my last chance was 
agony of that moment I can never 
describe it would be impossible. an 
Isaw but ene course before I resel 

was elmost as full of danger as my, Pl 

ation; yet it. presented a less Palih) 0 
perhaps assure a. doom I was und 
the river was deep aad rapid, 80 
alligators. The chances were 8 
one that J waa either drowned of 
these monsters if [plunged in; 
was hetter tl being gored ape 
death. 1n a single thought Icom 
oul to its Creator, and plunged ans 

so, I thought I heard a rudden a in 
mingled with the gnsh of waters go wb 

sunk. In the next momeat I ros€; ged ¥ 

gon Av 

El thoUs® 4 
destro¥ 

evel 

I was suddenly laid kold ef, and drag 


