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GILLRAUME DUPUYTREN. 

FROM THE FRENCH, 

Oxe of those water-carriers who attend the 
houses of the poorest and most populous guar- 
ters of Paris, was going along the street one 
morning in November, 1794. He wasa young 
man, whose ruddy complexion and firm open 
countenance indicated both bealth and good 
humor. He sometimes laid down his buckets, 
that he might rub his benumbed fingers, for 
the weather was intensely cold; and as ef- 
ten as he so did he took the opportunity of 
crying out, in a voice that did credit to his 
Jungs, ¢ A ean, a l'eau!’ ; 
On reaching an old-looking house in the Rue 

Hautefeuille, he entered the court, and called 
out to the woman at the lodge, ¢ Do you want 
water, mistress?’ On recieving an answer in 
the affirmative, he took in his buckets, and 
had just emptied them into tha fountain, when 
the postman entering, thiew a letter onthe ta- 
ble, saying, ©post-puid,” and continued his 
way. 
ie you are going up stairs now, Chas- 

sagne, perhaps you will take up this letter? 
It is for the young student in the next room to 
yours,” 

¢ Is he now above?’ said Chassagae, taking 
the letter. 3 

“ He has not been down stairs these three 
days,’ said the porteresss; ¢ and J have reasen 
to fear that he has not had a morsel to eat ei- 
ther yesterday or to day, If he were not so 
proud, I would carry him up a little bread and 
milk; but I am afraid of offending him. 

¢ We must take him something, Madame de 
Gibard; we must indeed, said the waterman, 
quite affected by what he had heard. 

¢ Yen, to have him say as he did last week, 
¢ Who desired you 10 bring. that to me, ma- 
dame? [am very much oblige to you, bat T 
do not require it; and as he ssid that, Monsieur 
Chassagne. the tears came ino his fine blue 
eves.’ ' 
“¢ Well,” said the waterman, holding up the 

letter, <I think there is-sumething here to com- 
fort him: post-paid letters always coatan mo - 
ney, I know that,” then whistling a little mer- 
ry air. he proceeded up the stairs till he 
reached the student’s room at the top of the 
house, when, rapping at his door, a low and 
melancholy voice desired him to come in. On 
entering, Chassagne beheld with compassion 
tha scene that presented itself to his view ; it 
was one of complete misery and desolation. 
On a low truckle bed, barely covered with a 
thia mattrasy, a pale,  delicate-looking youth 
sat writing; and from the number of well fill- 
ed sheets which lay scattered on his wretched 
coverlet, it was evident he had been writing for 
sone time. His books were on a small table 
at his bedside, and on an eld straw chair (the 
only one in the room) his clothes weie care- 
fally folded. 

¢ What de yon want?’ inquired the youth, 
over whose fine countenance a faint blush was 
diffused. 

¢ The porteress begged me to bring you this 
letter,” replied the waterman as he handed it 
to the young student. 

¢ From Pierrie Buffiere!” exclaimed the Jat- 
ter, eagerly breaking ths seal; but no sooner 
had he glanced over the contents than he ‘turn. 
ed pale, his eyes closed, and he sunk back on 
his pillow. ~ For a few minutes he 2ppeared to 
ba struggling with some severe mental suffer- 
ing; bat quickly recovering himself, he raised 
his bead, indignation flashed in his fine expres- 
sive eye, and crumbling upthe letter with his 
thin white bands, he exclaims ¢ How cruel! 
how shameful!” he then remained as if stupefi- 
ed and unconscious that he was not alone. 

Chassagne, who had lingered in the hope of 
witnessing his .neighvot’s joy, when he saw 
the different effect the letter had produced, was 
afraid of being considered an intruder, and 
was about te retire, when a square piece of 
paper lying on the ground canght bis eye. 
Guessing what it was, and thinking it had fal- 

Jen from the letter umperceived, he picked it 
up, aad presented it to the"student, who mere- 
ly thanked hin, without looking at either kim 
or the paper. 

This was not what the waterman was aim- 
ing at; his compassionate feelings were strong- 
ly excited, and though he could not compre- 
head the nature of the youth’s distress, he saw 
that be suffered much. On looking attentively 
about the room he could not perceive the slight- 
est vestige of food. The words of the porter- 
e33 rang in his ears: ‘J fear that be has net 
had 4 morsel to eut either yesterday er to day!’ 
There were, then, greater evils to be endored 
than working for small wages, and walking 
the streets of Paris exposed to tha severity of 
the winter frost or the buraing heat of a sun- 
mer’s sun, 

A long pause ensued, during which Chas- 
sagne was considering the best means of re- 
newing the conversation. At length he said 
abraptly, It is not right of you, neighbor, to 
keep so much to yourself, just because yon 
are better dresed and richer than [ am.’ 

¢ Richer!’ exclaimed the student; ¢ richer! 
1 am dving of hunger.’ 

That is but too evident,” said Chassagne; 
¢ and if you will allow me, T will just come in 
= neighbourly way and breakfust with yon.” 
And while the student stared in ignorance of 
his meaning, Chussagne cleared the table; and 
spreading on it a sheet of clean white paper, he 
laid on a small leaf of bread and two sous’ 

worth of cheese, which he had purchased ‘or 
his own breakfast. ¢ Now,’ faid he, * I must 
go and bring in something to moisten it; and 
when, in sbout ten minutes, he retnrned with 
a bottle of wine and two glasses, he found his 
companion in the same state of stupor and 
dumb despair. Without making any remarks, 
Chassagne quietly divided the bread in equal 
shares, and placing one half before the stadent, 
he helped himself 10 the other; then filling out 
two glasses of wine, he said, © your health, 
friend.” Bat suddenly the good humored comn- 
tenance of Chassagne became clouded; he put 
down his glass with some emotion. You will 
not drink with me, because I am a poor water- 
man, and you are a gentleman!” 

This reproach seemed to recall the studen 
to himself. < Forgive,” said he, © forgive me ; 
and siezing the glass, was about to raise it te 
his lips, when a flood of tears compelled him 
to place it back upon the table. < Oh,” said 
he, ¢ you can have no idea of what I am suf- 
fering. And you, a perfect, stranger to me, 
to be so kind, while a wear relation of my own 
one who is wealthy, and has known me from 
my birth, would leave me to perish with hun- 
ger! wrote him a full account of my sitnati- 
on, and told him that, in coneqdense of the 
breaking up of all the public estatlisment, I 
would be obliged to leave the college of La 
Marche, but that I continmed to pursue my 
studies with unabated assidaity. 1 told him 
that 1 was without means, without money, 
without clothes. 1 begged of him a few louis 
to pay for my lodgings, to buy books, to buy 
even food: well,” continued the unhappy youth, 
taking the letter and paper (which was a post 
office order), ¢ he sends me one louis, and for 
this miserable louis he thinks he has purchased 
the right of rewmonstrating, advising and re- 
proaching me. He reproaches me with hav- 
ing left the country to come and starve 1n Pa— 
ris, and be a burthen to my family.’ 
You ought to return that louis to your hard- | 

hearted relative,” said Chassagne, wiping 
away a tear with the cuff of his coat. 
The student warmly pressed the hand of his 

companion. © You are right,” said he, ¢ you | 
have a heart, and that is a comfort and haliafy 
to mine. I will share your breakfast wiik ! 
you, my friend, and after that 1 will send back | 
to the relation on whom I had depended, beth 
his money and his letter, even though 1 should 
die of hunger.” 

¢ Oh, as to that, Monsieur Gillaume, as 
long as Chassagne can carry a pair of buckets, 
he will never allow a neighbor to die of hun- | 
ger. I, who was left a poor destitute orphan, ' 
have never been allowed (0 want—and should I 
suffer a fellow creature to die of h beside | 

¢ Oh, monsieur Bouvard, do not do such a 
thing as that,” said poor Chassagne, clasping 
his hands in the most supplicating manner. 
¢ Monsieur Dupuytren is honest: he will pay 
you.’ 

¢ When?’ inquired the proprietor, endeavor- 
ing to get between the wall and the wateiman, 
who was stopping the passage. 

« As soon as he is able,’ replied the later. 
¢ But you, sir, who are rich, do not, for a pal- 
try sum, bring such ruin on a poor young man. 
Oh what can I do to excite your compassion?’ 

¢ Pay me,’ said the landlord roughly. 
¢ And you are depriving him of his books 

and his papers, 2g if he bad net troubie encugh 
without that. Monsiear Bouvard, give me 
that key,” said Chassagne, ‘ give me back 
that key I’ 

¢ What? —do you menace me, do you,’ said 
the proprietor turning pale with anger. © Take 
care that I do not turn you out along with him. 
Come, let me pass directly.’ 
“Oh Monsieur Bouvard,” sad  Chassagae, 

whose quick ear had recognised tho voice of 
the student speaking to the porteress, ¢ he 1s 
here already! Oh Monsieur Bouvard give 
me the key! I bessech you to give it to me; 
and,’ added he lowering his voice, ¢ if he does 
not pay you I will.’ 

« With what money,’ inquired the landlord, 
in a tone of ccntempt, which made the color 
rise to the forhead of the young waterman, 

* With the money of an honest Aavergnat, 
which he earned by thelsweat of his brow.’ 

¢ These are mere word,” said the landlord 
again endeavoring te pass, 

¢ Pat back the key, and come into my room,’ 
said the kind hearted ~aterman, opening a door 
beside him. 
The landlord did go. Guillaume who had 

nearly reached the top of the stairs, turned 
pale at seeing Monsieur Bouverd, and was on 
the point of speaking to him, and requesting a 
little more time; but Chassagne prevented him 
by almost pushing the landlord into his room, 

i when he immediately followed him, and closed 
the door. 

[To be concluded.] 

From the London People’s Journal. 

MENTAL POWER. 

THE CREATIVE AND THE IMPULSIVE. 

By Clara Walbey. 

There are few faculties that display more 
forcibly the difference between the creative and 
impulsive power than that of courage. The 
courage of impulse is the mere instrument of 

me? No, no; we must help one another: is 
my tarn to help you te day, and it may be 
yours to help mie or some one else to-morrow.’ 

« Noble, generous sentiments!” exclaimed 
the student, who had risen, and was dressing 
himself while Chassagne was speaking, and 
had with difficulty swallowed a few morsels 
of bread, and taken a few sips of wine. ¢ Chas- 
sagne,” he continued, * I accept your kindness, 
for I shall not always be a poor, sorrowful, 
medical student: 1 have abilities; and if I live I 
shall endeavor to acquire a reputation, and 
then 1 will repay a hvudredfold for all your 
kindness to me. OL} am ambitious ,Chassagae; 
and | hope one day to be head surgeon of the 
hospital. 3 

«1 am ambitious, too, Monsieur Guillaume, 
but my ambition is not like yours: my ambi- 
tion is to have a water cask instead of two 
buckets—a new water cask of my own, paint- 
ed red with blue hoops. Oh what a happy 
day that will be when I can draw my own 
water carl. 

In spite of his grief, the young student could 
not help smiling at the ambition of the water 
man. * Woosld a water cask be very expensive?’ 
Guillaume inguired, as he sealed up the letter 
and order. 

¢ Why, monsieur, a new one, with cart and 
buckets , would cost at least two hundred 
aad sixty francs; buat,” he added in a zonfiden- 
tial tone, ¢ I bave two hundred put by for it. 
Aud now,’ he added, ‘what are you gong to 
do? You had better leave me in care of your 
room, aud go and put your letter in the post- 
office: a walk will refresh you, and I will ar- 
range everything here: my customers are seiv- 
ed, and 1 have nothing else to do at present.’ 
The two friends again warmly pressed 

each other's hand; and the student having de- | 
parted with his letter, Chassagne set down to: 
finish his breakfast. : 

Five minutes bad scarcely elapsed, when the | 
waterman, hearing a step at the door, exclaim- | 
ed, © What, back already?’ when, turning ; 
about, expecting to see Guillaume, to his sur- | 
prise he beheid Monsieur Bouvard the proprie- ! 
tor of the house. 

¢ Where is Guillaume Dupuyiren the stu- 
dent?’ he inquired, 

* He is gone out, monsieur Bouvard; but I 
will deliver any message to him,’ said the wa- 
terma civilly. ( 

¢ Very well; then begin by coming out 
yourself replied the proprietor. | 

Chassagne obeved, expecting to be sent on 
some errend after bis corupanien, when to his 
amazement, - Monsiear Bouvare locked the 
door and pat the key in his pocket, 

¢ What are you doing?’ exclained Chas. 
sagne. 

¢ You shall see,” replied the landlord, 
coldly. © 1 take possession of the key, in or- 
der to prevent the late tenant from entering 
the room again ’ 

¢ And where is he to go’ inquired Chas. 
sagne in a tone of pity. 

* Wherever he pleases; that is no concern 
of mine: he owes mie five month’s reat; that is 
enough.’ 

{ 

eir tances ; it may be roused to frenzy by 
the call of trumpets, the booming of cannon, 
the rush of the war-steed, and the visions of 
victory ; it may paes through each danger it 
has been accustomed to with eclat; it may 

even perform what are iermed prodigies of 
valour without dreaming of the risks it ens 
counters; but can it, hke the courage that is 
bore of thought and trust, the parent of action 
and selt coniroul, narelying on itself, undismay- 
ed at vthers, pass calmly on amidst the minor, 
the inglorious ('n & negative sense) trisls of 
obscure existence * Can ruin, torture, and 
death exhibit themselves in all their cold and 
dreaded truthfulness—not robed in the illusions 
of romance, not crowned with the garland or 
fame—and impulsive courage stand the test 
unprepared, and unsupported, and unshrinking ? 
Yeu the stern disciplive ot thought and futh 
has enabled even the naturally dependant and 
diffident to effect this, to the unutterable won. 
der of those that knew not the quenchles 
power that worked wi hin them 

There is an eloquence that stirs but with the 
breath of applause, or under the influence of a 
vividly foreshadowed fame ; and, though it 
may dazzle awhile with its brilliance, let but 
the tempest awake, the mighty force of a na- 
tion’s will rolls back upon it; let the serpent- 
hiss of derisive hate greet its attempts, and it 
has vanished : no generous enthusiasm feeds 
the flame: no patient hope guards over it; 
no sanguine faith restores its splendour: it 
passes as it came, the creation, not the originas 
tor ol circumstances. An energy there is, als 
go, that nothing seems to daunt, to weary, to 
quell: indefatigable, irresistible, indomitable ; 
apparently spontaneous in is appearance, aod 
equally so in its declination, but, in reality, 
swayed by those infinitesimal and multifarious 
physical causes that influence the animal econ 
omy. Uncreated, unsupported by mind, it ap- 
pears aad disappears like the tempest gleams 
amidst the sultriness of some starless and moon- 
Jess night ; while creative energy, though even 
lit from a tiny epark, that ghtters like a glows 
worm from some eheltercd obscure nook, 
grows with the growth of time, and, fanned by 
the wing of knowledge, becomes, perchance, 
a beacon for present, aud a landmark for fu- 
ture generations. 

Tu religion we perceive the same distinction ; 
—there are (hose who weep over a pathetic 
relation of pious fiction, as if suffering from 
some dreadful visitaiion; who are 10 raptures 
with the eloquent exhortations of some pious 
preacher; who forthwith perform what are 
termed noble acts of charity for some sudden 
favorite, deserving or undeserving—until book, 
protege, or pastor are exchanged for newly- 
chosen objeets of admiration ; who criticize 
with the most thoughtless and injurious free- 
dom, according to the reigning mood, and 
deem themselves, and are huply deemed by 
others, most zealous and meritorious individua 
als;—yet they are only under the influence of 
impulee. The creative mind studies itself, —~ 
striving to «tect, mite by mite, a new edifice 
in the place of natural or acquired instincts, it 
studies the great primitive models as displayed 
in Revelation, that it my re-form a faintly- 
shadowed copy in itaelf. 

p——— 

So in education, an image of good, an ex- 
ample, must be first created, ere preceple— 
however beautiful in language, exalted mn con® 
ception, or hallowed in selection—can ye! 
rendered available. What permanent «fect 
has the brilliant harangue, though glowing 
with metaphor, rich with allegorical imagetyy 
splendid in peroration, if from lips whoee 
words belie the lite of the rhetorician ; he mey 
feel his subject for a moment, but he has not 
the deep, earnest, hallowed purpose breathing 
in every word and act, that morks him who 
breathes the atmosphere of truth and purity, 
and who strives to create responsive feelings i 
his hearers. x 
Turn to the successful legielater, the irresis: 

tible diplomatist—their ends may be unhallow= 
ed, their aime short-sighted, but still they deve 
elope a species of the same mighty power 
Broadly and boldy they weuve the vast W 
of international laws, of dynastic politics, sha~ 
ding oft national with private interests, coms 
merciel with ecclesiastical, monarchical wih 
subject, ambition, with inimitable tact and skill 
in the stupendous but invisible fabric ; creating 
objects for their desires, and desires for their 
objects—quarrels for the quarrelsome—amuse- 
ments for the amusable—and often, alas, war? 
for the creatures of war. dis 
Bu! let us return, in conclusion, to one more 

legitimate use of this power ; one that has ben 
traly noble in ite results, one which has had 8 
mighty effect upon the people, which has bees 
found in their ranks as among othere, and whic 
has borne impetishable fruits for the past! As 
innate power which has guided the step? oe 
progress, which gave a voice to music 80 
bade it speak with seraphic tones of civiliza® 
tion ; which contrived the printing-press, ® 
bade it prepare her way and prepare the eal 
for the reception of civilization ; which form 
ed the barque that defies the adverse wl 
and waves, and sill carries civilization farther 
and farther over the globe ; which every day 
manifests new and startling proofs of its, 10 A 
at present, illimitable power—the power © 
INvEsTION! May it still sweep on its mig! 
course—still tend to the amelioration of the 
PropLe! May it find them each year wie 
beter, healthier, physizally and mentally i 
more enlightened with regard to the deeignt 
and purposes of existence ; more fearful © 
wars and contentions ; more desirous of 
and improvement ; and more conscious. and 
capable of estimating that sublime Powe’ 
which, divinely aided, renders morality €8P% 
ble of creating its own destiny. 

THE HUNGARIAN COMMANDER 
IN CHIEF. 

It is but a brief biography which we 8ré 
able to give of this young military gew! 

whose glory as a general is to be compar 
with that of Napoleon.—All we know of hi 
is since the beginning of the gigantic Rusgh 
rian war, in which he takes a most promine® 
part; aod we possess but a few particular® 
respecting his earlier life, He was born in! 
year 1819, in the Zips, (Northern Hungarie? 
county) on the deelivity of the Carpathia® 
Mountains, not far from the Hungarian-Ger* 
man city Kasmark, where the young H 
Gorgey attended school. His family 18 an © 
Hungarian one, who hed a manor on the ro 
mantic river Hernath, on which was 

perty of bis uncle. - His education was mor® 
that of a German than that of a Magyar, 8° 
the whole county of Zips is inhabited by ® 
German population; although he learned the 
Magyar language when a boy, at the coun'Th 
seat of his uncle. For the continuation © 
his studies he was sent by his uncle to Pres 
burg. In that city he devoted himself assid? 
ously to his favorite sciences, Mineralogy, A 
tany, and Natural Philosophy. His teacher 
ard professors admired his great talents, ro 
called him ‘vir ingenio pieditus In tb’ 
same city of Presburg the first impressions 
political pursuits were made upon him, 88 
Hungarian Congress had its sittings there- : 
Young Gorgey early found opportunity * 

become acquainted with Kossuth, whose gr 
dencies he admired and approved. But b 
was unsatisfied with the licentiousness lite of 8 
Jurat (student of Taw), and left Presburs: 
By the influence of his uncle he was admit!® 
into the military institution of Tulp, near vie 
enna, where he soon became highly disti®y 
guished for his progress in ma:zhematice 8% 
chemistry. Warmly recommended by Nh 
professcrs, and cherished by his fellow studen'® 
he left the institation and went to Yieond 
where he wes appointed. Lieutenant of 19 
Hungarian Hussar Regiment * Vacqual 
which regiment belongs now to the Hungori®h 
army ; bat his active and energetic mind, pir 
high capacities, could not bear to be restraif® 
within the capital, in a sphere so limited. 
accordingly laid dewn the sword, asd ret® 
to his scientifical pursuits, particalarly Nare/ 
Philosophy. Alternately he travelled throué 
the diffrent countries of Europe, and was 8¢ 
tive for another period in some scientific 2 
vestigatione. At Prague he was known by a 
friends es “the geaius of Hungary.’ He oe 
devoted all his time to chemistry, aod made ! 
this science some valuable discoveries. 
was often seen iv his shirt sleeves at the Dues 
ratory, working like a mechanic at the 5 
with the baloon, retort, or other tools, 1? 
hand. He became afterwards manager © of 
chemical factory ; but he soon relinquiehed 12 
and continted his travels, which he extend 
into Asia. Retarning from there, he marries 
in the year 1844, a fine young lady, who bole 
teacher in the Imperial Female Academy: oo 
took possession of the manor of hie UBC” 
who has since died. ¢ the 

In the March revolution, he wae amoP€ © 
chief leaders at Pesth, and therefore connect 7 
with Kossuth; buc hie extraordinary #¢4Y 
commenced, and his military genius wef 

rned 

deve 


