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THE BRIDAL EVE. 
A Legend from George Lippard, Esqr's., 

Fourth Lecture on the « Romance of the 
Revotution,” delivered before the William 

Wirt Institute, New York. 

_, [This Legend was introduced by the Lectu- 
rer, as a contrast to one of his illustrations of 
thn Hero-Women of the Revolution. The 
time of this legend was in the early part of the 
war, in 1776, during Arnold’s command near 
Fort Edward, on the Hudson river.] 

"OnE summer night, the blaze of many lights 
“streaming from the windows of an old mansion 

yonder among the rocks and woods, 
flashed far over the dark Waters of Lake Cham- 

"Ina quiet and comfortable chamber of that 
mansion, a y of British officers, sitting 
around a table spread with wines and viands, 
discussed a topic of some interest, if it was not 
the most important in the world, while the 
tread of the dancers shook the" floor of the ad- 

room. 
Ri 74 while all was gaiety, and dance and 
en her largest hall of ‘the old mansion 
whose handred lights glanced far over the wa- 
ters of Champlain—bhere in this quiet room, 
with the cool evening breeze blowing in upon 
their faces through the opened windows, here 
this party of British officers had assembled to 
discuss their wines and their favorite topic. 
That topic was the comparative beauty of the 

women of the world. ; 
_* As for me,’ said a handsome young Ensign, 
I will match the voluptuous forms and dark 

Qeegiinly against the beauties of all the 
wor. ) 

‘And I,’ said a bronzed old veteran, who 
/had risen to a Colonelcy by his long service 
and hard fighting; ‘and I bave a pretty lass of 

: here 1 » whose blue eyes 
and flaxen hair would shame your tragic. beau- 
ties of Italy into very ugliness.’ 
“I have served in India, as you all must 
know,’ said the Major, who sat next to the ve- 

~ teran, ‘and I will confess, that I never saw 
painting or statue, much less living woman, half 

y as some of those Hindoo maidens, s0 lo 
bending down with waterlilies in their hands; 
bending down by the light of torches, over the 
dark waves of the Ganges.’ : ; 
And thus, one after another, Ensign, Colonel, 

and Major; had given their opinion, until that 
Jeune, mericau Refugee yonder, at the foot of’ 

the table, is left to decide the argument. That 
American—for 1 blush to say it—handsome 
oung fellow as he is, with a face full of manly 

Wi 

¢ Come, Captain, pass the wine this way,’ 
shouted the Ensign; ¢ pass the wine, and de- 
cide this great question! Which are the most 
“beautiful; the red cheeks of Merry England, the 
cng of Italy, or the graceful forms of Hiu- 

+. The Captain hesitated for a moment, and 
BV, Juang. of a bumper of old Madeira, 
somewhat as he was with wine, replied: 
..* Mould your three models of beauty, your 
English lass, your Italian queen, your Hiwdoo 
‘nymph, into one, and add to their charms a 
t nd graces of color, and form and feature, 
and. 1..would not compare this perfection of 
loveliness for a single moment with the wild 
artless beauty of an American girl.’ 
~The laugh of the three officers for a moment 
drowned the echo of the dance in the next rooms. 

pare his American milk-maid with the 
women of Maly.” 

¢ Or the lass of England!’ 
* Or the graceful Hindoo gir}!® 

- This laughing scorn of the British officers 
stung the handsome Refugee to the quick. 
Hark ye!’ he cried, half rising from his 

‘seat, with a flushed brow, but a deep and deh- 
rm aber A - I marry a wife; an 

A merican girl! o-night, at midnight too, 
that ra. girl will 5 the dancers in the 

: 8 

nextroom. You shall see her—yon shuil jadge | 
Aor yourselves, whether the American woman 
is not the most beautiful in the world? 

‘There was something in ths manner of the 
young Refugee, more in the nature of his infur- 
mation, that arrested the attention of his bro- 
+ther officers. For a moment they were silent. i 

* We have heard something of your marrings, 
Captain,’ said the gay ensign; but we did not 
think it ‘would occur so enly! Only think 
.of it! “To-morrow, you will be gone—settled 
“verdict brought in—sentence passed—g 
married man! But, tell me, how will voor 
Indye-love be brought to this house to night? 
I thought she resided within the rebel fines?” 
“'*She does reside there! But 1 have sent a 
messenger, a frisndly Indian chief, on whom 1 

‘ean place the utmost dependence, to bring her 
from hier present home, at dead of night throogh 
the forest, to this mansion. He is to return by 

e; it is now half-past eleven.’ 

gi Sd Lofiphl SShieq op veteran Co- 
lonel; ¢ rather an odd guardian for. a pretty wo- 
£SRA uf nite an original idea of a Dueana, 1 
Yow. 
_.* And you will match this lady against all the 

¢ Yes! and if you do not agree with me, this 
handeed guineas which lay upon the table, 
shall serve our'mesy for wines, for a month to 

refugee, | any accident befallen her hy the way! [know 
| the forest is dark, and the wild a7 HEE difi- 

out a doubt you will—then you are to replace 
this gold with an hundred guineas of your own.’ 
cA ! It is a wager” chorussed the 

Colonel and the two other officers. 
And at that Te while the door-way 

was thr by fair ladies and gay officers, 
rt. the next room by the debate, us 
that young Refugee stood with one hand resting 
upon the little pile of gold, his ruddy face grew 
suddenly dale asa shroud, his blue eyes dilated 
until they were each encircled by a line of 
white enamel, he remained standing there, as 
if frozen to stone. 

* Why, Captain, what is the matter?’ cried 
the Colonel, starting up inalarm; * do you see 
a font ou stand gazing there at the black 
wall?’ 

The other officers also started up in alarm, 
and asked the cause of this singular demeanor, 
but still for the space of a minute or more, the 
Refugee Captain stood there, more like a dead 
man, suddenly recalled to life, than a living bei 
eing. 
That moment past, he sat down with a cold 

shiver; made a strong effort as if to command 
his reason; and then gave utterance to a forced 
laugh. : 
“ih, Bat ses ike ve frightened you! he 

said, and then laughed that cold, unnatural, 
hollow langh again. 
And yet, an hour from that time, ho 

freely confessed the nature of the horrid picture 
which he had seen drawn upon that black, 
Rainapstief wall, as ifby some supernatural 

But now, with the wine cup in his hand 
he turned from one comrade to another, ut- 
tering some forced jest, or looking towards the 
door way, crowded by officers and ladies he 
gaily invited them to share in this remarkable 
argament: Which were the most beautiful 
women in the World? 
As he spoke, the hour struck. 
Twelve o'clock was there, and with it a 

footstep, and then a bold Indian form came 
urging through the crowd of ladies thronging | 
yonder door-way. 
gr his arms folded on his war-blanket, 

a look of calm stoicism. on his dusky brow, 
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yonder by the Hudson river, mounting to Hea- 
ven in smoke and flames! The red forms 
of Indians going to and fro, amid flame 
and  smoke—tomahawks and torch in 
hand! There, amid dead bodies and smoking 
embers, I beheld her form—my bride—for 
whom I had sent the messenger—kneeling, 
pleading for mercy, even as the tomahawk 
crashed into her brain!’ : 
As the horrid picture again came o’er his 

mind, he sank senseless again, still clutchin 
that terrible memorial —the bloody scalp 
long black hair! 
"hat was an awful Bridal Eve! 

From the Knickerbocker. 

PETER FUNK'S REVENGE. 
BY ITARRY FRANCO. 

WarkiNG dewn Broadway a few mornings 
since, I discovered a man stationed opposite a 
store, which had a small red flag hanging at the 
door, with a large muslin banner, impended 
from a tall staff, which he held, on which was 
inseribed this strange device: ¢ Beware of Mock 
Auctions?” Upon inquiry, T learned that this 
was intended as a caution to Peter Funk, and 
a warning to strangers not to part with their 
money without getting its full value in return, 
Upon further inquiry, 1 learned that this inge- | 
nious and benevolent et ed has been sug- | 
gested by His Honor the Mayor, who in many 
other ways has entitled himself to the gratitude 
of our citizens. . 

I had often heard of Peter Funk, but had ne- 
ver seen the gentleman, and having a curiosity 
that way, determined to make the acquaintance 
of so noted a person. I accordingly entered the 
store, and saw a dressed in very 
style, with a satin scarf and gold chain, stand- 
ing behind a counter, with a small hammer in 
his hand. He was a young man, with an air 
of the most entire self-satisfaction, and nothing 
seemed to give him any. uneasiness excepting 
the * Beware!” on the sidd-walk, which not only 
kept bidders from entering the store, but caused 
a crowd of gaping idlers and ragged news-boys 
to collect around his door. He had watches, 
chains and other trinkets, which he seemed the Indian advanced along the room and stood 

at the head of the table. There was no lady ! 
with him! 
Where is the fair girl? She who is to be 

‘the Bride to-morrow? Perhaps the Indian has | 
pn - ay Xr storems orm one of the oth- | 
er halls of 1 mansion, or perhaps—but the | 
thought is a foolish one, she has refused toobey 
rie lover's request, refused to come to meet 
m! 
There was something awful in the deep si- 

lence, that reigned the room, as the 
solitary Indian stood there, at the head of the 
table, gazing silently in the lover's face. 

“ Where is she’ at last gasped the Refugee. 
© She has not refused to come? Tell me has 

cult, tell'me where is the lady for whom I 
sent you into the Rebel lines?® { 
For a moment, ns the strange horror of that 

lover's face was before him, the Indian was 
silent. Then, as his a ewer seemed trembling 
on his lips, the ladies in yonder door-way, the 
officers from the ball-room, and the party round 
the table, formed a group around the two cen- 
tral figures—that Indian standing ot the head 
of the table, his arms folded in his war blanket 
—that young officer, half rising from his seat, 
his lips parted, his face ashy, his clenched 
Dands rébting on the lark mahogany of the ta- 

le. ' : 
The Indian answered first by an action then 

by a word. 
First the action: Slowly drawicz his ‘right 

hand from kis war ave f he held. y bh be 
= oy Tighe hand clutched ‘with blood: 
stainad fingers a bleeding scalp, and 
béautifu! dark hair! = ; »e i 
Thea came the word: ¢ Young warrior sent the red man for the scalp of the pale faced 

squzw! Here it is?” , 
Yes, the rade savage had mistaken his 

message! instead of bringing the bride to her 
lovers arms, he had gone on his way determi- 
ned to bring the scalp of the victim to the grasp 
of her pale face enemy. : 

Not even a groan disturbed the deep silence 
off that dreads moment. Look there! The 
lover rises, presses that long hair—so black, so ves Tred gry his heart, sad then 
—ns a huge weight, falling on hi 
brain, crushed him, fell org 2 So 
es nd on the bard pe 

ie lay there—s(ifl, and pale, and cold— 
his clenched right hand hart will clutching the 
bloody scalp and the long dark bair falling in 
glossy tresses over the floor! 

This was his bridal eve! 
Now tell me = friends, you who have 

heard some silly and ignorant pretender pitiful- 
Iy complain of the destitation of Legend, Poe- 
try, Romance. which characterises our Nation- 
al History—tell me did you ever read a traditi- 
an of England, or Frane, or Italy, or Spain, or any land under the Heavens, that might 

compare the simple 
. Ld ¥ 
in point of awful tragady, 
histori. David Jones and Jane M'Crea? for itis but a scene from this narrative, with which you have all been famiiiar f "ehild- hood, that I bave given you. yg 
When that bride , flong there on the ! floor, with the bloidy ceil and Job dir tres: ses in his hands, arose again to the terrible con sciousness of fife ‘words trembled from his lips, in a faint and whisper, © 
* Do you remember how, half an Nor ago, | stood there—by the table—sileht and pale and 

me, asking me what horrid sight 1 saw? come! Butif you doagree with me—as with- 

horror stricken—while you all started up round 
~ Then ob 'then T beheld the horrid scene —thay home 

anxious to sell to the highest bidder, but nobo- 
dy would bid. ; 

In one of the pauses of his continuous and 
commingled exhortations to the crowd to walk 
in and secure a great bargain,” I asked ‘him if 
he was a regularly licensed auctioneer, and was 
told that he was, and that furthermore, he had 
always ted his busi in the most ho- 

norable manner, and ‘could produce first-rate 
recommendations from his last employer. 
This might ba true or it might not, but Mr. 
Funk impressed me with the idea that he was 
an iil-used gentleman, If Mr. Funk enjoyed 
any immunities to commit crime, like Mr. No- 
body and other pel s who are often spo- 
ken of but never seen, it would be very just in 
our civic Aristides to warn the == inst 

that he was amenable to the laws, like any 
other merchant, and that he wouldnt reg 
at paying the penalty of any crime of which he 
might be convicted; and he thought it a little 

uliar, to say the least of it, that he. should 
selected out from among the fraternity of 

tradesmen, to be victimized. * However,’ said 
Mr. Funk, thrusting his hammer into his coat- 

et, “walk into my back effice, Mister, and 
if I don't make your hair stand on end Iam a 
demijohn, and no mistake!” 

This was making rather free with a stranger; 
but there was something in the gentleman's 
manner ‘which interested me, and 1 followed 
him, through a small door in the partition, jnto 
his den, which was ornamented by an engra- 
ving of a lady in a satin gown, that, viewed at 
a certain distance, loo like a white horse 
rearing on his hind legs. Thero were two or 
three choice works of arts beside, including a 
French enuff-box with a highly “objectionable 
picture in the inside of the cover, indicative of 
Mr. Fank's taste in such matters. Having 
lighted a cigar and offered me one, which he 
assured me was a ¢ splendid regalia, and no 
mistake,” he seated himself in his arm-chair 
and unfolded the following stupendous plan for 
revenging his own wrongs, and at the same 
time doing a good turn to his fallow eitizens, 
+ “My legal adviser,’ said Mr. Funk, “tells 
me I can recover immense damages from the 
Mayor, for injury done to my business, by his 
bewaring strangers from my store; but,” conti- 
nued Mr. Funi, as hie knocked the ashes fron 
the end of his cigar with his jewelled little fin- | 
ger, in a. manner which Prince Albert might 
be proud of, “I have thought of a plan which 
<knocis that into all sorts of cocked: hats. But 
wait a bit, there’s a countryman.’ 

"The countryman only put one foot into the 
store and immediately withdrew it; so Mr, 
Func at once worse his seat and his cigar, 
and went on; , . J 

‘ Here’s my programmy,” said Mr. Funk, ¢ 1 
am getting up some ‘ Bewares’ myself and a 
most immense sensation I'l nee with them, 
T assure you. First, ] will have a | ban- 
ner carried’ by a Kentucky giant opposite the 
City Hall, with this inscription in bloody red 

Lawyers.’ letters: « Beware of 
“Opjosite: Trinity. church, at the Wall treat, 1 will piation x ¥ ile Nor Bed ed by a lame individual, with this inscription in gilt letters: ¢ Beware of Fancy Stocks!” At the corner of Park Placd and Broadway T'll havea flashy gentleman carrying a black and 

mottos. ¢ Bewaro of | 
Fis, banner ph this 

ncklogs!’ n Pll ha ing regiment of boys with pink silk tage key Bs cd 
of French Millenery and Fancy Goods'® and theso shall run wp and down 

they shall k ing the flags in their faces. 
Another rods 7 A stationed opposite the 
hotels and coffee houses, with this poy wr 
blue capitals: * Beware of Cocktails and Brandy 

DS —— the publishers’ shop I will hay ¢ Opposite the publishers’ shop I will have 
a young woman in a night-cap, holding a 
banner with these words in gambole: ‘To 
Readers: Beware of Trash!” ge 

1 confessed to Mr. Funk that 1 was str 
with the novelty of his plan, and hoped 
would not lay himself open to a prosecution 
libel; and 1 cautioned him to be vety carefal 
not to insinuate anything uginst our * free in- 
stitutions.’ 18 

¢ Perhaps you mean the House of Deten- 
tion ?* said Mr. Funk, inquiringly. I then ex- 
plained to him what 1 did mean,-and to my 
great surprise fonnd that his mind had been $0 
much affected by the well meant-expedient of 
the civic authorities for driving Noga gtr 
from his store, that be could not comprehend 
my meaning at all; and instead of expressing 
any reverence for our institutions, he n= 
ced an opinion which I should be very sorry to 
Ip t ph ; second hand. ford Fd é : 
told me that he had given an order for no 
than five hindred standatds, to be emblazonéd. 
with these remarkable words, * ts 
Humbugs!” But my respect for a 
learning will not admit of naming the 
where these banners wero w be i 
‘The invention of Mr. Funk could fd fo wo 
led by his malignity. ve 
more maliciously inappropria ! 
a punkin-headed effigy, in a black, coat, 
ing one of these standards painted in ray 
letters, before the residence of Professor —* 
Or to put a man of straw, with a similar 4 
pial: Thug in green capitals, before the oHE8 

Tt was at last pradent in you, 
a § 38 

said, * not to station any of your * bewares’ 
fore the doors of our city presses; the gentle 
ye sia wera a them, you areaware, wed P 

abused with impunity. $89 y 
"Poh | poh! replied this unprincipled: per 

see here.” Aad so saying, he unrolled 8 P= 
per which lay before” him, upon which We 
emblazoned “in miniature a dozen or We % 
banners, to be paraded before the doar of some 

ht orat least it 
of our most highly-esteemed 
blood carled at the 
have dono so, if any thing could have Caufe 
such a phenomenon. Here was a nner for 
the ‘ Virtoous Virgil,” inscribed” with : 
words: ¢ Beware of Venality?” The Me 
ing Glory, was honored at whally 
meani affiche, * Beware : i: 
whips ys pore Vesper’ was destined, 20 
the signalized with this detesta 
Beware of Soft Crabs!’ than which 
could be more vile, its conductors beiog 
sally known as two of the \ 
about town. The ‘Weekly Wonder 
entirely unmeaning s R¥4 
which was to be borne by a rg Ty ; 
“clean shirt, an TT at TP 
pocket pr 14 bottle in a the 
ters in deep blue: “ Beware of False 0 
ses!’ 

1 

. 

i 

Funk no longer without losing my self- 
1 therefore rose and spoke to him as mildly 
my feeling would allow, as follows: 

“1 perceive, Sir, that you richly 
character which yon bear in this con 
I did believe that you were a1 injured 
al, but the mayor knew you better than 
when he sent a cohort of paupers into 
way, with banners to « beware” sim , 
people from your door. It will be a lessen 
‘me in future to mistrust my own jodgmest 
when it comes in conflict with the decision® 
those having anthority, Tet me soy 10 
beware! Beware how you cast 
«vo respectable citizens who are 
a. vancing their own interests; seek some = 
est employment, and when the authoriter 50 ‘ 
deavor to undermine your business 
customers from your shops, remenbel_ Toy 
they did it for the puplic g 
seck revenge by depriving honest. mest 
means of growing rich.’ 

Contrary to my expectation, this tom 
stead of an apology only drew a JAvg% So. 
Mr. Pas, who ted another cigar, 404 £2 

. while your young! qovard 
«1 ava to diopeniioa'sy $e too bars esd 
om said, ¢ and ore 1 
you for not uttering a ¢ 
the clergy, ven. enerally made & BCT 
by men like yourselt A “Wait a bit," said Mr. Fak, leaping Co 
his chair. <I suppose there con be no’ * 
quoting Scripture 2’ ac 

¢ Of course not,’ I said, 
* Well, then, what do you 

the Gothic churches ?* and 
bluck banner, inscribed with 

« Beware of Wolves in Sheep's 
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Broadway every day between twelve and two, and whenever they ses a earringe full of ladies, 


