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vpon this vaiversal flower-bed. And the sun
never sets the summer losg without haviog
openad more fully some dems¢i’s rose-tree, or
heightened the tulip’s glow. No traveller visits
us, bat he sees the garden immediately. He
caonat weoder far without seeing the happy
cot@ar and his hoe, and the maiden with her
posies ; bowers and roseries, grotloes and
biedge-rows, all green snd flowery, captivate
Mo whetever he journeys, Lino®os fovad &
gerden in our couniry commons, smongst the
wild {urze bushes, that wave Jike a sea of goid,
Aad we will lay it down as & rath that Eng-
lezd eaunot but be happy if she prosper iu her
gerdens. The more fowers and fruit, the more
«rchards acd petatoe grounds, the more enlti-
waied plots for vegetables and for amusement,
«od the more peace. What need has a pation
Yor the sabre or the bomb when the delight of
Rer enas 18 the prusing-hook 1

Thers’s something about an old gerden that
is wonderfully tascinsting; aud, let me say,
mevar alter an old gardem merely 1o make it
took newer If you require & new garden,
wake oue, but dou’t toweh the old one. En-
elowa it inone of newer design, but let it re-
man =ligible fur a walk where one can breathe
the odour of laugssyne Howers. Once touched
by the plough, or uprooted by the careless
fiend, and its glory i8 departed for ever. It is
tinked with the dearest memories, ¢nd no art
can again make it whit it was, It is pleasant
to reminate on the spot that is hallowed by
Yiappy-days; where every shrub is a romence
of the actual in life. Many a maiden that our
youthood loved sat under the weeping ash in
the moonlight. The tree that has sent 1e
®oughs so high, was planted on an early birthe
day with & weoden shovel. Tae round, quaint
graseplot wes mown by‘the old gardener, who
is withered like his own flowers; but we re.
colleay how one summer’s morn he took ue o
eec the fawry thing of a bird’s nest in the stand-
ward thorn. lo tnat sycamore shade s'ood the
swing, sad the old figures and names that the
penkaife graved on the bark are perceptible
even yet. Sancho and Wallace play=d here
among our pine pins and blue-ribbops, A
brother, now in heaven, perhaps, planted that
taft of London-pride just where 1t is—it would
be like saerilege 1o steal it away; and the fairy
fingers of a sister, delicate as the flower itseli,
placed those lilies of the valley under the Por-
tugal lawrel,—who would remove them 1 Here
the father watked, and there the mother en-
eouraged our jollities; and ie it puerile to re-
member those puerile times? Maust they be
recogoised in owr maohood, or perish with all
their tender influences with our boyhood and
girlhood T No! the botanist is not worthy the
name who cen forget his rocking borse sod
tus childhood while counting the stamens of
the marigold that decked hie bonnet when a
ehild.  Such thoughis are designed to make us
more manly, and to render ue pure like the
flowers that were sent to be our prototypes.

It is not Green or Linnmus, therefore, with
their quarto pages and illuetrations, that open
the garden-gate lor us so regulariy. We tske
our hearts into the garden. The tedious mon-
andrias and gener® of the books 13 gort all we
want. We wish to handle the pot and mingle
the mould with our own hands, acdfind emuse-
ment inthe upspringing bud, the aroma, the
new creation, the chalice from which the wild
bee drinks ita nectar. We love the flowers
because they are beautiful, because they are of
the few things which man eannot infeet orspoil
by his paughtiness.

We have no sympathy with those who talk
of eold fashioned flowers and ore anxious 1o get
nid of them because 1t i fashionable to have
something newer, Youmay call the duiey old
fazhioned—so much the better; it grows no
sicklier far aa epithet; it is no common thing
to va; 10 usthe blue-beil is a delicious blossom ;
and the pretty little hedgerow celendine is not
the flower which
“isborn to blush uaseen,

And waste 1ls sweetn=ss on the desert gir.’

Many & time, in my country rambles, does
the field hyaciach ask me why 1t s refused the
more cultored nook of the garden, and why
might 1t not ghake bands with its sisters of a
foreign soil 1 I have oiten pulled it, and won-
dered why emigrants should lie saugly under the
bothouse leaves, and this wilding be called too
commna. c ymmoa ! '\V" have (0 much laste
to seundalize a flower with soch @ name, and
why cannot som= Kind hand bring it in triumph
to the fliwer-bed, end why should we thigk it
waworthy such u place because it has happened
to become wore plent:ful than the darlings
we tend with such coasideration and partiality 1

So we will love ovr garden. New oc old,
small or large, stocked with proud evergreens
or growing ity one white rose-tr=s, we will
love it. We will not be anxious abour 1ts size.
or sges, or shape, it it can make us happy ; but
it ‘shall be formed as tastefully and cared for 18
regularly s cirsumstances will permit, Here
we wiil take our Endymion and our Milion,
our Shakapeare aud osr Cowpsr, and find

* Society where none intrudes.’

Alter a toilsome day many a bright thought
will come 1o us in the garden Wearied in
limb the lowers will refresh vs.  And ihose of
us who poesess no garden should Wssured y get
one, if 1t be only four yardssquare. The gar-
den will then haunt oor fancies and dreams ;
we shail ever fiod some:hiog i re-arrange or
dregs afresh ; every sno will put @ new value
on owr dahlia ; every dew.drop will s=cond our
offorts ; and we shall retura to our desks and
studios with a rose Upon the cheek that maver
bloomed there before, and our lfives will magi-
cally become 4 @ARDEN

True giory conssis tn doing what deserves
18 be written—writing what deserves (0 be
read, and wakiug the world happier and bet-
ver for haviag lived ia it.

From (he London People’s d ournal.
DAY I8 BREARKING
BY G. LINNJEUS BANKS. $
Day is breaking
On the mountain-tops of Time,
As they stand, head-bared and hoary,
Wetching, from their heights sublime,
The sew Morning vpward elimb
In its respiendent glory.

Day is breaking !
Like a bubbling sez of light
Stretchiog over Time's dark ocean ;
And the darknees of the Night
Melts before jts gathering might,
Like a spectral thing in motion.

Day is breaking !
As, when in eome pleassnt dream,
The Soul goes forth exploring,
And heaven’s pavements windows seem,
Through which, in one eternal beam,
Iis light on earth is pouring.

Duy 18 breakiog !
Like a host of Angels bent
On some Divine commission ;
Aad o’er the cloudless firmament
1t epreadeth, 23 & rainbow seat
Oa ite Angelic mission.

Day is breaking !
Ia the valleys, on the hills,
The earth is as 2o infant swathed in brights
nese—
And the rivere and the rills
With a_sparkling joy 1t filla,
As to lyric measuce turns their rippling lighte
nees,

Day is breaking !
And the gladssme early bird,
As t ray of morn, distilled in wusie, wing-
ing;
Through the welkin far is heard,
Thrilling, like the parting word
Of a lover, 10 his earthly idol clioging,

Day is breaking !
And the wicket of the Soul
Thrown back, that they may enter. while it
proudly
Drinks in the sun-waves as they roll,
And pointing to the Past’s dark seroll,
Calls on the Future loudly,

Bay is breaking !
The Mind’s flood-gates are opened wide,
And Light, in torrents rushing,
Q'erpowera the gaze of Pomp and Pride,
Horls Wrong and Ignorance sside,
With its impetuous gushieg.

Day is breaking!
And, from the grave of other years,
Tn new birth Man is waking,
Who o’er the dns: of Death oprears
Rie face bedecked, with smiles, not tears
For Munkind’s Day is breaking.

Day is breaking !
And, with a giant-conqu’ring shont,
Released frotm gloom and danger,
The spirit of true Mea leaps out,
Beyond the paths of fear and doubt,
To Good no more a strauger.

Day is breaking !
1o the dark unhealthy mine;
Around the fact’ry wheel and laborers dwels
ling,
Bright hopes and great achievements shine,
lospiring energy divine,
With whieh his breast, for purpose poerz'is
swelliipg.

Day is breaking !
A crimson rust (eeds on the sword,
Devoured wiih blood of its own ehedding,
And, where the cannon thuud’ring roared,
To smobler Peace und Self restored,
Maa, by the Light of God, is treading.

Day i3 breaking,
As a vast earthquake, on the world,
Fraoght with « mighty shakiog :
Grim Prejudice iedownward hatled,
Aod Troth’s bright banner, wide uofarled,
Procluims the * Day is breaking.’

From the St. Lonis Reveille
INCIDENT BEPORE MARRIAGE.
" THEREBRY HANGS A TAIL !’

By Solitaire.

Waiker’s celebrated exchunge, in Louisville,
18 the Iavorite resort of the citizeds of that
burgh —eod its geatlemanly proprietor enjoys a
popularity there, which would almost elect
him Goveraor of the Stat=, if be would but
zogsent 10 run for the office. Strangers, of

course, g0 10 Walker’s, and he takes them in,
but sometimes he puts them out—a ease ol the

<~

| latier kind was related to vs the otlier day,

which deserves 1o be chronicled.

A young geatleman arrived in Louisville
sbout two weeks ¥ince, on & matrimonial visit,
&nd of course he donned his best suit to visit
his dory, He made his call, erranged the pre-
liminacies, passed a delightful afternoon and
evening, sipped @ honeyed kiss from the lips
of hiw fair jnemora at parting, and staried
dowa’to his lodginge at the Galt House. The
wedding was set for the next day, and the hape
py youngdog tripped along, #o buoyed up by
anucipation, that youn would bave guessed, to
beve ssen him, thst he had, mercury-like,
wings to his heels. On his way down he ohser-
ved thal the hght was still burning in * Walk-
er’s,” and the large placard at the door of
¢ fresh oysters in the shell,’ was 100 tempiing &n
inviiation, 8t thet interesting period, to be gtoi-
cally pass=d by, eo he thought he would juet
#ep io and taste a dozen by way of invigorze
ting his dreams. He eatered, a dozen was
called lor, eerved, tasied, and washed down
with a glass of the proprietor’s choiceet ma-
deira.  The general good feeling of the younge
ster wes immessurably heightened! He turn-
ed to leave, and a8 he was the Jast customer,
ke barkeeper followed m 1o the door to lock
it after him At that moment & jolly erowd
came around the corver singing —

* Picayune Butler’'s come to town,!

The barkeeper knowing the crowd was maa.
king for Welker's, and it being already after
midnight, he degired to ehot them out, eo he
politely hurried the young siranger through the
door, slermmed 1t to, locked it, put the bar
ecross, and retreated with his lamp up stairs.
Presently there was a tremendous rapping at
the front door, but the barkeeper, satishied
that it was the moisy company he bad barred
out, rolled himself vp in the quills, and turoed
over to teke his * winks’ )

* Mike, will you open this door, you d—n
fool,” shouted one of the ecrowd, with siento-
rian longs

* I eint no such fool,” grumbled Mike, as he
pulled the covering tighter erourd him.

* Will you open this d-o:o-r ¢ wag yelled
again. *

* 1 weont—tha’s flat I’ growled Mike to him-
eell, in answer, and off he dropped into the
land of dreams. He slept és it might be sup-
posed & soldier would, who weas listening to the
etorming of Chapuliepee,

An amosing scene was transpiriog wll this
times on'the outside. The young stranger, in
hastily passisg through the portal, bruehed vp
one of the tails'of his new coat, and the bar~
keeper in shutting one half the door, securely
faslened the coat tail in the opening. Suppo-
sing, ol counree, that he would observe it, and
instantly release himy, he etood etill for a mo-
ment, gnd the noisy party serrounded him,

*8tand aside, stranger, gnd let us in,” said
the toremost of the party.

“1 would like to do 8o, gentlemen, if T could,’
was the reply, *but vpor my word, just at
preeent, I am upable to camply.’

*Well, we'll help you,” said another, and
seizing him by the sarm, he slung him, minus
the coat tail, out upon the pavement.

Here was a fine opening for a small fighte
but one ot the party percerving the difficulty at
v glunce, intertered with 8 thousand apologies
for his impetuous (riend, stated that the torn
garment ehould be paid for, &e., und offered
10 lend bim his own coat uatil the merning.
The destruction of the wedding garment was
very unforiuonate, and the young siranger lost
temper &t the idea of his being so awkward-
ly fasiened to the door by the bar-keeper, but
wnat was his (urther horror, to find that a peek+
age of money, amounting to §500,1ntended to
bear the expenses of himeelt wnd bride to her
future home, was in the coat tsil pocket, snd
like ii, fustin the door, He did not exacily
koow whether iLwas prudent io let the present
crowd iuto a knowledge of the fact that esch
an amouol was ,a the pocket, but to get the
door oprn he 1ola them that the marriage cers
tificate was in the wedged-upscoat-tail. On
thie annovacement, all vowed they wonld res«
cue the precions document, or rear the tails of
their combined vader garments in the effor,
und accordingly they assailed the barred pore
tal in & mess. They were prépanng to tollow
vp their frui:less efforts of assault with feet and
fists, by aubstituring an awning post for a bat-
tering ram, when a watchman interfered, 1n-
quired the cauee of the trouble, snd volunteers
ed 1o vivit the rear of Mr Walker’s premises,
end have the rear of the gentlemnan’s wedding
coat released—this arrangement was generally
agreed to, end watchy started In the mean
tume, the outsiders held a ewmall caucus of cone
golence with tho groom, duriug which several
snimated resolves were passed, that they wou ld
victimize the barkeeper, when they got in, by
keeping vim up until daylight ! The banging
of the door behind them, and the shock of the
bar cioging in the iron hasp aronsed their at=
tention, but it was too late!

The barkeeper, on leatning the trouble, bac
quietly descended, opened the door, pushed out
the cost tail, and tastening the entrance, beat a
reireat again, The outsiders stormed, but it
was no use ; they therefore coneluded o pick
up the trophy, bear it along 1o some open esta.
blishment, and hold 2 jollifcation over 1ts res.
cue. The owner recovered his packege of
mouey, and wished to retreat, but they were
in no mood to part with him-~they wished (o
heal all difl=rences betore they eeparated, Grink
the health of ine lady named 18 the recaptured
document, apd fiil out an order for a sew wed.
ding suit. Toe stranger wes forced to yield,
&nd we oced not add, that he got home very
late the vext moraing,

The day had grown old before the victim
wae abls 1o visit his bride, and of course she
potied & little, but on his promise to sssign
sofficicnt esose after the wedding, the artanges
meat wis allowed 10 proceed,

)

Palitical.

Kossuth's Letter to Lord Pal.
merston.

The follewing affecting letter from the
ebove named patriotic individval, is
copied from a late London paper,

Wiopin, (Turxey) Bept. 30.
Your excellency is, no coubt,already inforin-
ed of the fall of my country—unhappy Hon-
gury, eesuradly worthy ‘of a better fate. It was
not prompted by the spirit of disorder, or the
nmbitious views of fuction| it was not a reve-

lutionary meaning which induced my mative

country to accept the mortal stroggle main-
tained 80 gloriously, and brought by nefarious
mean3 (o g0 unfortunate an end.” Hungary
has deserved from her kings the histerica
epithet of * geaerous nation,” for shie never al<
lowed herselfl to be surpassed in loyalty and
faithful acherence te her sovereigng by
any nation in the world. Nothing but tha
most revolting treachery, the most tyrannical
oppression, end cruelties unheard of in the re-
cords of history—nothing but the infernal doom
of snnihilatioa te her national existence pre-
served through a thousand yegrs, throngh sd-
versities 50 nomerous—were able toronse her to
oppose the fatal stroke aimed at her very life,
to enable her to repnlse the tyrannical nssault
of the ungrateful Hapsburgs, or 1o secept the
struggle for life, honor and liberty, forced vp-
on her. And she has nobly fought that hely
battle, in which with: the aid of Almighty God

(she prevailed against Austria, whom we crush-

ed 1o the earth, slancing firm even when nt-
tacked by the Russian giant, in the censcious-
ness of jastice, in our hope in God, and in our
hope, my lord, in the generouvs feelings of your
great and glorious nation, the natural support-
er of justice and humanity throughout the
world.  But this is over—what tyranny be-
gon has been by treachery concluded; on all
sides abandoned, my poor country has fallen,
not through the overwhalming power of twe
great empires, but by the faunlts, and 1 may
say the treason of her sons, To these wnto-
ward events, I pray God that my unhappy
country may be the only sacrifice, and that the
true interests of peace, {reedom and civilization
through the world, may not be involved in out
unhappy fate. Mr Francis Pulsky, our diplo-
matic agent in London, has received ample -
formation as 0 toe cavse of this sudden apd
unlooked-for change in the affairg of Hungary,
and is instructed to communicate it to your ex-
cellency, if you are giaciously pleused to re-
ceive the same. It is not entipathy to Austrin,
though so well merited at the hands of every
Hungarian, but a true conviction which makes
mesay that even Austria has lost far wore by
her victory, gained through Russian aid, thes
she would have lost in merited defeat though
honorable arrangement. - Fallen from her poi-
tion of a first rate power, she has now forfei-
ted  her: solf-consistency, and has sunk inte
the obedient instrament of Russian ambition,
and of Russian commands. 'Ruesia only has
guined at this sangvinary game; she has extend-
ed and strengthened her influence in the east
of Evrope, and threatens already in a fearful
menner, with oulsiretchivg arms, not only the
integrity but the morel basis of the Turkish em«
pire

May it please you, my lord, to allow me to’
communtcate to your excellency a most revolt«
ing condition which the Turkish government,
at the suggestion o! Russia, is about to impose’
upon us poor homelegs exiles, I,the Governor'
of wnhappy Hungary,afier havipg, as T believe,
8g 2 good citizen and honest man, ful«
filled to the last my duties to my country, hed
no cioice left me between the repose of the'
grave and the inexpressible angnish of expa-
triation.  Many of my brethren in misfortane
had preceded me on the Turkish territory. I
followed thither in the hope that I should be
permitied to pass to England, and there, under
the protection of the English people—a pros
tection uever yet denied to persecuted men—
allowed o repose for awhile my wearied head
cn the hoepituble shores of your happy lsland.
But even with these views J would rather
have svrrendered myself 10 my  deadliest
enemy than 1o cause any. difficulties to the
Turkish Government, whose situation 1 well
knew how to appreciate, and therefore did net
intrude on the Turkish territories without prew
viously inquiring whether ] snd my compsn-
1008 1a ‘nisfortune would be wiliingly received,
and the protection of the Sultan gianted to us,

We received the nssurance that we were wele
come guests, and should enjoy the full protee-
tion o1 Padisha, who would rather sacnfice
50,000 of bis own subjects than allow one hair
of our heads to be igjored. It was only upon
Ih1s as:urance that we paesed into the Turkich
terri‘ory, and according to the generous . aemar-
aoce we were received and tended on Eour
journey, received in Widdin as the Sultan’s
guests, and treated hospitebly, during four
weeks, whilst waiting from Constantinople fare
ther orders a8 1o the continvation of our sad
juurney to some distaht shore,

BEven the ambassadors of England and Frenee,
to whom I ventured in the name of humanity
to appral, were g0 kind as to assure me of their
fuli sympathy. His Majesty the Sultan wag
also €0 pracious ae 1o give a decided negative
to the ishuman pretensions of our extreditios’
demanded by Rusein and Austria. But nﬁrd'
letter from his Majesty the Czar arrived®

Cong'antinople, and iis coprequence wan the
Buggesnon sent to ue by an expreas messenger
of the Turkish Government, that the Poles
eud Hungeriune, and in particular myeelf




