
THE GLEANER. 

Present to his mistress, and she kept it till 
Row, 
The husband understood it all. She had 

died with no stain outwardly pon her name { 
~within her.own heart and his with whom | 
it was shared, was locked the secret of her | 
guilt. Hers had been a bitter and a lasting | 
Yepentance. The seal had been set upon her’ 
crime, the retribution was to be hereafier, | 
he wronged! husband and wounded soldier } 

lifted the cold form upon the couch, and 
drawing tha curtain around the beautiful 
corpse, turned from the chamber ot death, 
saying, with a hollow voice : 
‘My dead Isora, my beautiful, unfortu- 

Mute bride, the avenger lives. 
* * * * 

It was the winter.of 1526, the year in which 
transpired the ending scene of this * strange, 
eventful history.” In one of the steamboats 
Aloating upon the * father of waters, an old 
~nd a young man had taken passage for New 
‘Orleans. The former from the moment the 
Plank was hauled on, had not taken his eye | 
from his younger companion. At length, 
‘covering his brow with his hand, he mutter- 
ed, - 

‘ Itis him. I have tracked him for.eleven 
ong years, and, now be has crossed my 
path)? 
The stranger was.alone upon the deck; 

the old man walked towayds him, and placing 
his hand upon his sheulder, muttered 
& name !—Jdgar Grantly.——He started as 
though a serpent had stung him. He fixed 
his eye upon his fellow traveller, and through 
the gray hair, the long white beard, the 
shrunken form, the stooping gait. the glaring 
eye, the trembling voice, he recognised the 
companion of his earlier years—the husband 
ot Isora: 
“You will meet me to-night,’ said the sol- 

dier, ‘in my state-room, Ne. 9. You will 
not fail ¥ 

¢ No. At what hour’ 
‘ Midnight. 
+1 will be there.’ 
Midnight came. The two strange ‘ravel- 

lars were locked in the state-ronm together. 
No sooner did Grantly cross the threshold 
than the soldier spoke : 

* Wretch,I had ashappy home : you desola- 
ted it; Thad a trusting wife: you seduced her; 
1 had honor, the honor of a husband, but you 
Mroished it ; and you shall not live toexult 
over the ruin yon have wrought. 
He held a knife in his hand, and it was 

but the work of a moment to sheathe it in 
dhe bicast of the destroyer of his peace. 

here was a fall, a deep groan, and the souls 
of the erring wife and the cruel tempter were 
at the bar. 
The husband and the soldier gazed a mo: 

ment at the lifeless form at his feet, then 
locking the door of his state room, went on 
deck. There was a splash as of some body 
falling in the water, a ery, and all was still 

ut the noise of the engine, and the roar of 
ihe wheels. 

STEAM MOTIVE POWER IN 1700. 

Tux discoveries which are from time to 
time made in the Egyptian tombs authorise 
the belief that many of the inventions and 
machines of the present day were known to 
ihe ancients and used by them. 
A gentleman who is curious in such things, 

says the Baltimore Patriot, sends us the sub- 
Jjomed extract from the History of China, by 
Pere du Halde, which was published ia 1741. 
At is certainly nothing less than a miniature 
ocomotive and steamboat which was 

there noticed. The extract is taken from a 
description given by Du Halde of the various 
inventions made by the Jesuit missionaries 
In China, for the instruction and amusement 
of the Emperor Khangi, who died in 1722. 
The inventions there described wee made 
about the beginning of the eighteenth centu- 
Ty 

‘ The pneumatic engine did no less excite 
Aig majesty’s curiosity. ‘They caused a wa- 
Bon to be made of light wood, about two feet 
dorig, in the middie whereof they placed a bra. 
xen vessel full of live coals, and upon them 
an eolipile, the wind of which issued through 
a little pipe upon a sort of wheel, made like 
the sails of a windmill, This little wheel 
turned another with an axletree, and by that 

means the waggon was get a-running for two 
Hours together ; but for fear there should nop 
‘be room enough for it to proceed constantly 
forwards, it was contrived to move circularly 
in the following manner: To the axletree of 
the two hind wheels was fixed « small beam, 
aud at the end of this beam another axletiee 
passed through the stock of another wheel, 
*omewhat larger than the rest; and accor. 
#angly as this wheel was nearer or further 
‘rom the wagon, it described a greater or les. 
ser cirele. The same contrivance was like. 
Wise applied to a little ship with four wheels: 
the eolipile being hidden in the middle of the 
ship, and the wind issuing out at two small 
Mpes, filled the little sails, and made them 
turn arofnd a long time. The artifice being 
€oncealed, there was nothing heard but a 
Noise like wind, or that which water makes 
about a vessal.— Boston Journal. 

—
 

Rewanrp or Lasor—Speed the spade he 
Your motio, and speed the plough, too; for 
live and let live is the golden rule of good 
neighborhood. Selfishness is not prudence, 
and he who cares for himself alone will not 
Prosper. Keep to your land, and your land 
will keep you; the better you cultivate it 
the greater will be its produce, and thus la- 

© will bring its own reward. 
Act uprightly and fearlessly, and you may defy the devil and all his works, Past labor 

18 present delight. 

' 

;sixty years old, entered the garden of an inn 

From Hogg’s Instructor. 

THE BEAUTIFUL AND PURE. 

BY WILLIAM CADENHEAD. 

0! why, when manhood steals oa youth, 
Do all the roseate hues 

That once weiewont through every scene 
‘Their beauty to infuse— 

The sunny gleams of early joy, 
Love's fair impurpled blooms, 

And all the fitful sanguine tints 
‘That youthful hope assumes— 

Why do they all grow dim and dark, 
And powerless to allure, 

And leave a wreck of dreams, for all 
So beautiful and pure? 

0! can it be that all the hopes 
And aspirations high 

That weli up in youth's inmost soul 
And sparkle from his eye— 

That all the generous thoughts which burn 
Withsn his thiebhing breast 

Are but the fragile rainbow tints 
By fancy’s finger traced — 

Are but imagination’s freaks, 
Unsuited to endure, 

And that on earth we near can reach 
The beaatiful and pure! 

Is there indeed no love jike that 
Which feeds the poet's dream, 

As wrapt in pleasing thought, he roves 
Beside the greenwood stream? 

No faith and constancy like those 
Which fill ‘his midnight trance, 

When porirg o'er the love that lights 
The tales of old romance ? 

‘Can friendships altar now no more 
A holy flame procure ? 

Nor patriot feeling nrge to deeds— 
The beautitul and pure? = 

Forbid it, ye whose souls the world 
Has fail'd as yet to win 

To all its hollow heartless ways, 
ts folly and its sin. 

By all the high and holy hopes 
That cheei’d your youthful day, 

Lift your voices and proclaim 
A loud impassion’d Yea !'— 

Wea! there are love and friendship yet 
And faith doth yet endure ; 

And there are hearts that cherish still 
The beautiful and pure! 

Then, wherefore thus from age to age 
Do we our hopes outlive, 

And yearn in youth for noble ends 
The future fails to give ? 

Why! but that, faithless to those hopes, 
And pleased with idle toys, 

We barter all our large desires 
For momentary joys; ; 

©€harm'd with their tints we pluck the 
blooms— 

A fading prize secure ; 
Eut lose the ripen’d lasting fruit— 
~The beautiful and pure | 

In holy league, ye ardent souls, 
0, join and lead the van, 

And teach our age by noblest deeds, 
The dignity of man! 

Abjure the cold world’s callous ways, 
Which would reward your pains 

By hollow, unsubstantial praise, 
Or ill-assorted gains ; 

And bnild ye up this lofty faith, 
That man may yet procure, 

If faithful to his God and self, 
The beautiful and pure! 

STORY OF A DRAMATIST. 

FROM THE FRENCH OF T. H. BERTHOUD, 

OxE cold morning in February, 1810, a 
short, stout, commonplace looking man, about 

situated in the suburbs of Paris. Although 
the air was sharp and frosty, he seated him- 
self near one of the tables placed ont of doors 
and taking off his hat, passed his finoers thro’ 
his long gray hair. 3 

His hands contrasted strangely with the 
remainder of his person ; they were small, 
white, and terminated in such delicately form- 
ed pink nails, as might excita the envy of 
many a young lady. Presently one of the 
waiters came up, and placed before him a 
bettle of wine. g 

¢ Not any to-day, thank you’ said the old 
man, ‘ I feel fatigued, and will just rest a 
moment. 

* The best way of resting, monsieur,’ re- 
plied the waiter, gaily, “is te drink a good 
glass of wine. | 

He drew the cork and poured out some of 
the wine, 

. The old man rose and walked away. The 
Waiter was a young lad ; and it was with a 
confused and embarrassed air that he ran af- 
ter the guest, and said : 

* Sir, there is credit tor vou at the Lion {’- 
Orr: if you have forgotten your purse, that's 
10 reason von should lose your breaklast.— 
To-morrow of whenever you like you can 
ask for your bij)? 

‘The old man turned, looked at the yonth, 
and a tear sparkled in his eye. ’ Thou art 
right, Jean! he gajd ; poverty must not be 
proud. Taccept thy kindness as fiankly as it 
1s offered. Help thyself to a glass of wine. 

¢ Idrink to your good health,monsieur,’ said 
the waiter ; and naving emptied bis glass, 
he went and fetched some spiced meat, bread, | 
cheese, fruit, and everything necessary for a | 
tempting and nourishing repast ; then with 
native politeness, in order to lessen the pain- 
ful sense of obligation to his guest, he said : 
* When next one of your pieces is played will 
you give mea ticket ; 

¢ Thou shalt have two this very evening, 
my good lad. Iwill goand get them from 
Brunet, and bring them back to thee. 

* The walk would be too much for your 
strength monsieur; some other day, when, 
you happen to pass by, will do as well? 
‘Thou shalt have ticket to-day,for they are 

going to perform one of my pieces. ‘Le De- 
sespoir de Jocrisee, at the Theatre des Varije- 
tes and it may amuse thee. 

* Ah, thank you monsieur! What laughing 
1 shall have.’ 

* Yes ; the poor old man, who but for thy 
charity would not have had a morsel to «at 
to-day, will this evening entertain a nume- 
rous assembly. They will applaud his plea. 
santry, they will langh at his wit, but none 
of them will inquire about his destiny.’ 

¢ But, monsiear, do not your pieces bring 
youn money ?’ 

‘ Not now, my friend. In order to support 
life during the past vhonth, I was obliged to 
forestall the resources of the present one.— 
These ave their only slender returns from my 
former productions, for now age and misfor- 
tune have robbed me of my former powers. 
I no longer offer any vaudevilles to the ma- 
nagers ; for although they accept them, and 
pay me, they never have them played. I 
perceive they only take them from motives of 
compassion, and as a pretext for giving me 
alms. Now, my fiend, thou art the first 
from whom I have received charity, and 
thou shalt be the last, The son ot Louis 
Quinze may have descended to write in the | 
character of a buffoon, and as it were to set 
‘his wit dancing on the tight rope of a vaude- 
ville, but he will not become a beggar, were 
he expiring of hunger. You look as if you 
thought'I have lost my senses; but it is not 
go. Louis Dorvigny isthe son ofa king. My 
mother, the young orphan daughter of Count 
d’Archambaud, died in giving me birth. My 
father was Louis Quinze. During my child- 
‘hood, aud youth, an invisible protector watch 
-ed.over me, and provided amply for my sup- 
port and education. Suddenly the fostering 
hand was withdrawn, and Iwas cast on the 
world to work unaided for my support. 1 
did so until the moment when the powers ol 
both mind and body failed me. This js my 
history --a royal origin, success, reputation 
almost glory ; and its end a meal owed to thy 
charity | Adieu, young man, and thanks : | 
will bring thee the tickets for the play.’ 
So the old man departed ; but as he stepped 

into the road he found himself intercepted by 
two or three cavalry regiments returning to 
their barracks after a review. 
The band was playing a lively air, and in 

the midst of his troops rode, in the place of 
honor, a general dressed in a magnificent nni- 
form, and mounted on a splendid Andalusian 
charger. Happening as he passed to cast. a 
glance at Dorvigny, he uttered a lend excla. 
mation of surprise. Withont heeding the, 
soldiers he stopped, jumped off his horse, and 
taking the old man by the hand, saluted him 
with great affection. Dorvigny stared with 
astonishment, not recognizing his features. 

* You do not know. Have twenty long 
vears caused Monsier Dorvigny to forget his 
idle, good for-nothing servant boy 2’ 

“Jean Dubois!’ 
* Yes, Jean Dubois—Joerisse as you used to 

call him. You oughtuot to have forgotten 
me, for Iserved asa model of one of your 
happiest dramatic creations.” 

¢ What my poor boy—monsieur, I mean— 
thou art—you are become a general 2’ 

¢ Precisely. While in your service I wasa 
terrible destroyer of plates ; now in the Em- 
peror’s, [ perform the same office for his ene- 
mies. How glad L am to have met you! 
During the two or three days after my arrival 
in Parts, | have sent to seek for you in every 
direction, but I could not discover your ad- 
dress.’ 

‘ Recanse Ihave no longer an address, 
¢ Then you must come and take up your 

abode at mine. ) 
* General I” 
* A Generalisaccustomed to be obeyed. I 

arrest you as my prisoner. Go.’ he continued 
addressing a soldier, ¢ fetch me a carriage, 
and lead my horse home. Now, Monsieur 
Dorvigny, step in. 

Half laughing, half.resisting, the ald man 
oe his place in the earriage next the Gene. 
ral. 

* Do yon remember,’ said the latter ag they 
drove ou, * the day [left your service, because 
as you told me, you were no longer rich 
enough to keep a servant ¢ IX tried my for- 
tune in several situations, but did not find 
any master so lenient as you; so ag ga Jae 
resource enlisted in a regiment. 1 wae jeeved by my comrades for my awkwardness an 
for many months led an unhappy life any 
one day we found ourselves at Bormio, in the 
Valteline, facing a redoubt which opened a 
murderous fire an ow ranks. The ardey ak 
given to advance, and we rushed to (he at. 
tack ; but presently most of o wei 
mowed down, and those who escaped hesitat. 
ed and drew back. Jthrew myself alone into 
the redonbt, shouting * Follow me, boys! 
They did so. The Austrians astonished a 
this unlooked-for attack, flad, and we took 
twelve pieces of cannon, The a day I 
was made a sergeant; ang afterwards, by 
dediren and the fortunes of war, rose to the 

hors occupy. Perhaps I may get still 
Dorvigny was installa by the General in a 

pleasant” apartment next his own, and lor some time the old man enjoyed all the com- 
forts and luxuries of life, At length his frien 
received an order to set out for Russia. Daur ing the first three months of the campaign, | 
General Dubois sent letters and remittances 
to his former master, hut they suddenly ceas- 
ed, and one morning, from the column of'a 
newspaper, Dorvigny learned that his friend’ 

ur men were ' 

had fallen at Moscow. He was forced te 
leave his pleasant lodgings and take vefq e in an attic in an obscure part of Paris. ‘There 
after selling the coat off bis back, overwhelm. 
ed with age and illness, he went to the T0- 
prietor of the Theatre des Varietes, whose 
fortune he had made, and: begged a small 
weekly piftance. Tt was refused. The old 
man smiled bitterly when the sentence wos 
pronounced, and from that time he ‘shunned / 
meeting his acquaintances, The bookseller, Barba, who felt some friendship for him 
sought him in’ various paits of the city but 
in vain. A short time afterwards Barba’ 
heard that in a mean lodging in the Rue 
Grenetat, was lying unelaimed and unknown 
the corpse of an old man. With a sad pre- 
sehtiment he hastened thither. It was; ju- deed, Dorvigny—dead: from cold and hunger , 
uncaved for alike in life and death.” ihe 
The son of a peasant theawkward servant 

boy, became a Genetal, and “atter a glorious 
career, died the death of'a hero ; the son ofa 
king, the charming poet, the bewitching dra. matist, lived in poverty, and died tae death of an outcast. Such ig life. Ma OMI i 

THE LATE BARON ROTHSCHILD 
- OUTWITTED. 7 i 
When the Hebrew: financier lived on Stam. | ford Hill, ther# resided AA 10 Mean ED ther very wealthy dealer in stock exchange, » Lucas by name. The latter jeturned one Piatt very late, from : convivial pasts he 

observed a carriage and four stand; Rothschilds gate, holy PAR 18 OWN carriage to go out of the way. and commanded his coachman to A Toul 4 ndss his return. Lucas went stealthily, and watched, unobserved, the movements at. Rothschilds gate, He did not lie long in ambush before he heard a party leaving the 
Hebrew millionaire’s mansion, and gning to- wards the carriage. He. saw Rotschild nc. companied by two muffled figures, step into the carriage, and heard the word of command, ‘to the city. . 

closely, But when he reached the top of 
street in which Rothschild’s office i, 
ated, Lucas ordered his carriage to stop, from 
which he stepped ant, and procesded frecling 
to and fro, feigning to. be mortally drunk, He 
made hig way in the same mood, as far as 
Rothschild's office, and sans ceremonies, opened the door, to the great consternation and terror ot the honsekeeper, uttering. sundry, ejaculas lations, in the broken accents of. Bacchus’ ve. 
taries.  Heedless of the affrighted housekeer- ers remonstrances, he opened Rothschiliy ririvate office in the same staggering altitude and fell down flat on the floor. Rothschild add his friends became greatly alnrmed. Ef. forts were made to restore and remove the | would-be drunkard, but Lucas was too good i an actor, and was therefore in such a fit ag Pa bs moved LIBRE or thither, Should a phys:ciar "ask 
Rothschild. THVBIEIAR 0:80 Rin SAAR 

But the housekeeper threw some cold wa 
terinto Lucas's face, and the patient began to breathe a little more naturally, and fell into a, sound snoring sleep. He was covered over, and Rothschild and the strangers proceeded. unsuspertingly to business. re ” 
The strangers brought the good intelligenen 

that the affairs in Spain were all right, res- pecting which the members of the Exchange were, for a few days previous, very apprehens 
sive, and the funds were therefore in a rapid- ly sinking condition. The good news, how- 
ever, could not, in the common course of des- 
patch, be publicly known for another da Rothschild therefore planned to order his brokers to buy up, cantionsly, gl) the stork that should be in the market, by twelve e” clock the following day. He sent for his principal broker thus early, in order to intrest 
him with the important inatrnetion: + The 
broker was rather tardier than Rothschild’s 
patience could brook; he therefore determine 
ed to go himself, s 
As soon 2s Rothschild was gone, Lucas 

bezan to recover, and by degrees was able to 
get up, being distracted as he said * witha 
violent headache, and insisted—in spite ofthe 
housekeepey’s expostulotions. ~upon going 
home, But Lucas went to his broker, and 1nstrncted him to buy up all the stork he 
could get by ten o'clock the following maorn- 
ing. Abont eleven o'clock, Lucas met Rothi- 
schild, aad inquired satinéally how he, Roth- 
schild was off for'stock. Lucas won thedar, 
and Rothschild is is said never to have forgiv- 
en * the base, dishonest, and nefarious stratys 
gem.’ g ! 

EVILS OF HABITUAL NOVEL-RE AD. 
ING. 

Tt cannot but be injurious that tha human 
mind should never be called into effort, The 
habit of receiving pleasure without any exer- 
tion of thought bv the mete excitement of ew- 
riosity and. sensibilit v, may he justly ranked 
among the worst effects of hahityaj novel 
reading. Those who confine ther reading to such books, dwarf their own faculties, and &- 
nally reduce their undevstanginos to " deplo- 
rable imbecility, Like idle morning visitors, 
the brisk ann breathless parinds harry in and 
hurry off in quick and pinfitless suceessiogy 
each indeed, for the moment of its stay pre. 
vents the pain of vacancy, while it induloeg 
the love of sloth bot, altogether, they leave 
the mistress of the house (the soul’ I mean) 
flat and exhaasteq, incapable of attending to 
their own concerns, and nnfitted for the eon- 
versation of mote rational guests.—S. 7% €ole- 
ridge. 

Success is the child of confidence and pes- 
Severapce. 

Take heed wil] surely speed. 

He followed Rothschilds carrigge very | 


