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TERMS =Two dollars per annum in sdvance—Two dollars
and a guarter, half yveariy—aod if not paud before the end of
tiue wour, Two dollars and a half. Those who receive Lheir
papars by a carvier or stage drivers emploved by the proprie-
tars, will be eharged 37 1-2 cis, per yoar, exira. |

No paners diccontinued until all arrearages ave paid, except
al the oplion of the Editors. ‘

ILPAdvertisenents not excesling one square {Slxtl_‘f-n lines)
will be (userted thiree weeks for one dollar: twenly-five cenls
for every subsequent tnsertion - larger ones in proportion. A
fioeral discount will be made to yearly advertisers

17 All letrers addressed to the Bditors must be post pad.

JOB PRINTING.

Having a general assortment of large, elegant, plnin and orna- |
mental Type, we are prepared 1o execute every
description of

FANOY DRI G,
Cards, Circualars, Bill Heads, Notes,
EBlank Receipts,
JUSTICES, LEGAL AND OTHER
BLANKS,
PAMPHLETS, &ec.

with neatnessand despateh, onreasonable tegmis
AT THE OFFICE OF THE
Jeffersonian Republican.

Printed

Unscen Spiriis.
BY N. P. WILLIS.
The shadows lay along the street;
"I'was near the twilight tide,
Anil r!n\lly there a Iad_\’ [air
Was walking in her pride--
Alone walked she, vet viewlessly
Walked spirits at her side.

Peace charmed the street beneath her feet,
And bonor charmed the air,

Aud all astir looked kind on her,
And called her good as fair--

For all God ever gave 1o her
She kzpt with chary care.

She kept with care her beauties rare,
I'rom lovers warm and true,

For her heart was cold 10 all but gold,
And the rich came not 10 woo.

Ah, hovored well are charms 10 sell,
When priests the selling do!

Now, walking there was one more fair--
A slight girl, Lily-pale,

And she had unseen company
To make the spirit quail---

"Twixt want and scorn she walked forlorn,
And nothiag could avail.

No mercy now can clear her brow
For this world's peace 10 pray---

For as luve’s wild prayer dissolved in air,
Her woman's heant gave way ;

And the sin forgiven by Christ in leaven,
By man is cursed alway.

A Brilliant Bridal.

A London correspondent of the Bostop Trav-
eller says, tha! great preparations * have been
made in Russia for the forthcoming nuptials of
the Duchess Olga, daughier of the Emperor,
and the Hereduary Prince of Wirlemberg —
This ceremony will surpass in magnificence
any thing of the kind that has taken place in
Europe in modern tines.  The Duchess Olga
1s represented as a very beautiful woman, and
surpassed in_persoual sppearance by none o
A series of grand
fetes will be given, and continged for three

the Princesses of Europe.
days. The Empress of Russia will be presen;
and join the throng of crowned heads. These
fetes will 1ake place at ihe Emperot’'s summer
palace and garden a1 Peiethoff, on the borders
of the gulf, and 1two hour's drve from St l‘t':-T
tersburgh.  They will be the most brllant and
expensive ever gol up in Evrope. The artists
uf every eation have a long time been employed
to contnbuie their handicraft or 1alents 10 ren-
der every ihing unequalled in modern times.---
It is supposed ihat amongst the enteriainments
thete will be a grand review of fil'y thousand

men. Lvery ragiment of cavaliv will have a

different colored horse, and

every horse 1 each
Such

a military dirplay, it 1s sald, cannot be equalled

regiment, even to a spat, will be alike,

in the world

Iwo Yankees wok lodgings for about ten

| inspires.

double repeat of the words, “ We meet to pant

The Last Parting.
BY JOSEPH R. CHANDLER.

On the liule cross-cui, called Pear sireet,
ronning down from Third to Dock street, there
is a large lugubrious building, which in the
course of the last (wenty years, has been used
for almost every conceivable purpose, from a
turner's shop 10 a meeting house, and even a
Jewish synagogue.

The character of the building is not inaptly
set forth by a scriptural quotation, which our
lTebrew brethiren placed on the outer wall,
while they were tenants and worshippers with-
n:

“ How dreadful is this place.”

The rear of this ancient building extends to-

wands our establishment, and i1s back windows
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are within a few feet of the windows of our
sanclum, .
I.ast Autumn, the Directors of the Public!
Schools hired thé lower part of the building for |
a 'rimary School, and placed within its walls |
a host ot litle children. With their windows
and ours closed, we could hear their noise, the |
tumult of & hundred tiny voices; and we thought
here was weight in the monition of a friend
that *‘next spring we should be finely énno}-ed
with their claver, when the windows of both
buildings, and the throats of the youngsters
should be wide open.” "
L.ate in the spring the windows were opened,
and occasionally, the muliitudinous voices of
this host reached across the short distance.—
They were singing their morning hymn, or
closing the day with their evening song. But!
neither martins or vespers disturbed us; our pen
slid easily over the paper, and our thoughts
moved as regularly in the small noise of these

songsiers, as il “ silence ard night, twin sis-!

ters,” had sat at our elbows, with finger on lip,
gazing into that distance which suggests no
words and asks no voice for the thought that it

Occasionally we would pause in our busi-
ness, as the anthem rose, and feel our heart’
rise with gratitude to Hlim that had perfected
praise from such mouths. ‘

We rarely saw the liule folks. A high brick '
wall cut off all sight from our lower windows,
and there was much harmony in the singing !
that we never learned to distinguish one voice
from anvther. ]t was a perfect whole, made,
perbaps from the perfection of parts, but more
likely from the skilful combination of little voi-
ces.

It was rare indeed that we could understand
a word of the hymn which the liule choristers |
gave forth. Their low. delicate utterance was |

'breailied out so genly that we could only guess |

at the music. |
A shont ume since we were struck with|
sounds from the room at an unusval hour fori

music. We listened and the school was appa- |
rently in full song. We could caich a few
Apparewly the burden of the hymn

And as!

words.
was, “ Shall mcet 1o part no more.”
the singers reached this “reflrain,” there was a
peculiar distinctuess in their utterance. As-
cending towards the composing room of the of-
fico, we cast our eye out of the window of the |
stairway, and saw a single scholar leaning from
the back window of the schiool room, listening |
to, but not joining in, the music of her mates. J

She was a thun, pale girl, with cleanly, p|aini

babilaments. She could scarcely be more than |

ten years of age; and her eyes wonderfully ex-
pressive, and as the scholars reached the cho- |
rus of their song, we thought her upturned eve
denoted a peculiar depth of thought; its black
conmrasied strongly with the paleness of her |
cheek, and its inactivity seemed scarcely in|
harmony with her frail, bony form. When the
linle band had concluded their anithem by the |

|
0o more, |

one of them came to the window,

' “Well, I thank Heaven for giving me resigna-

daoye, 2! @ tavera in Lancaster county, and fared and calling the child by her name, intimatec
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so necessaty to their faithful teachers, and we |
felt a loss—felt that a part of the incitement to |
devotion, il not to composition, had ceased. We |
felt for a moment as if we had parted from those |
whom we should not meet_again—and it may |
be so. Their litile throats may swell with the!
sound of thanksgiving and devotion in their|
wonted place, while the ear that was delighted |
at the performance shall be closed and dull.|
The eveut is one in the order of nature, 'I’he;
old die and the young come up to fill their place, |

It was only on Monday afiernoon, thar, driv- |
ing down towards the Neck, we met a funeral.

Life.
We are born, we laugh, we weep,
We love, we droop, we die!
Ah! wherefore do we laugh or weep.?
Why do we live, or die?
Who knows that secret deep ?
Alas, not !

Why doth the violet spring
 Unseen by human eye?
Why do the radiant seasons bring
Sweet thoughts that quickly fiy?
Why do our fond hearts cling
To things that die?
It was of lile ceremony—a small coriege, and |
no carriages. They were conveying 10 the!
grave a child, and judging from the number of |
young females, the deceased was a girl, 'l'heE
procession turned into a burying ground, and as
the occasion might be made one of profit o
our litle ones,
followed the train to the resting place designa- |
ted by a heap of [resh earth. |

i
When the company was gathered into a cir- Saturday have editorial notices of the death of
cle around the coffin, we placed our charge

a remarkable dog of that city, well known to
upon a newly sodded hillock, and leaning for he **oldest inhabitant.”  The flerald suys thas
rest over the head-sione, we awaited the sim-

for twenty years past he has resided there and
ple ceremonies. When the narrow coffin had

been lowered into the grave, the aitending cler- sobriety, all grand processions.
gyman (such we supposed the speaker 1o have With due honors in the yard belonging 1o the
been) addressed the audience upon the mutabil- Gazefte building, and it is in contemplation, we
ity of human affzirs, and the unceriainty of that learn, to rear a monument 10 his memory.
life so precious in our eyes. And he closed by | Cist, in his Advertiser, has the following notice
a soiemn appeal to the liule nues, to lay these of him :
things to heart, that they miglt number their  One of the greatest curiosities of Cincinnaii
uncertain days, and apply their hearts 10 wis- 19 Lear, the old brown dog, who may be seen
dom; that they should cherish grief at the loss 3! almost any hour of the day in the purlieus of
of a friend, that it may wean them away from the city posioffice, and as he has not and prob-
earthly affection; for it was the order of a just ably never had any owner, may be numbered
Providence, that “lover and friend should be 3% one of the familiars of that establishment.
put from us, and acquaintance into darkness.” . Amidst the various succession of postmasters
He paused-—and the circle of little ones, that | — during the whole incumbencies of DBurke,
sicod on the edge of the grave, broke forth into | Taylor, and Crawiord—amidst all the Presi-
a hymn. Itsounded sweeily amid the evidence dential changes of Monroe, Adams, Jackson,
of mortality around us, and there was some- Van Buren, Harrison, Tyler and Polk, ke still
thing not unfamiliar in the harmony. The del- holds his post. How far back he made his firs!
icate tunes of the young voices lost their wiry appearance the oldest inhabitant cannot tell,
sound by muliiplication and union, and the song but I can find several who have known and re-
seemed 1o ascend upwards from the open grave. collect him for twenty years and more. Du-

We toil—through pain and wrong;
We fight and fly;

We love, we lose—and then, ere long,
Sione-dead we lie.

Oh, life! is all thy song

. “ Eundure and—die 1
we stopped the carriage, and !

“Death of the O0ld Brown Dog.f'

They ceased for a moment, and then with uni-
ted voices, sirengthened as if by newness ol
hope, they closed the service and the hymn
'ith the emphatic assertion of the chorus, that
they and their little friend below would soon
* Meel to part no more.”
And so we suppused,ﬂ;r we could not Iearu|

or the offer of food, in fact he has never been
Known to receive food from any person, iaivari-
ably refusing it when offered at his post. He
Lias been foilowed by persons curious 10 ascer-
tain where he leeds, but by some singular pro-
cess contrives to defeat their purpose, by dis-
appearing the moment their eye 1s turned to
any other object il but for one moment.

[n each successive removal of the post office
he has always gene along, as il considering
himself a part of the establishment, In the last

the name. Death, who had set his mark upon
“Elizabeth,” had gathered her to his garner.—
And a place is vacant in the author's heart, and
one voice has ceased from the school choir,
and been added 1v that company who “meet

part no more."

A Tespern Wire.—Dr. Mounsey, of Chel-
sea College, was apt to quarrel with his wife.
Returning home from Fulham, he was overta-
ken by a terrible storm; a return hearse was
going up to Chelsea. * Any portina storm.'
The doctor crept in with pall and plumes for
his companions. The hearse stopped at his
door; his lady looked out:—* Who have you
got there, coachman "  *“The doctor, madam.”

and remaining at the new office ever since.

He autends all firemen's parades, military
processions, political mass meetings, and every
funeral of note in the city. At the funeral pa-
geant, last year, in memery of General Jackson,
he crawled under the hearse and kept under it
‘the whole route—nearly two miles—although
considerably exhausted by the effort, the day
being uncommonly sultry and close.

During the whole course of his long life, he
tion '—so the poor man's gone to his long home ' 45 never been known to have been meddled
at last?” “Thank you, my love!” said the  with by other dogs, or to have taken any notice
doctor, getting out of the hearse, “ for your kind o Lis species, nor to have received any ill
regard for my safety.’ usage from any individual, man or boy, by

. - | whom he is extensively known and regarded as
For tne Heavis or Broken WiNDED| R
a privileged character.

HHorses.—~Whoever is so unforiunate as (o e
. (iness at the post office, who would unhesitating-
have a heavy or broken winded horse, and de-|

sires 1o cure or make him better, should um'l-" kick any other dog out of the road, step

suffer him to drick for some time any (:nherﬁl“i‘je cyselitly; Bowprer gret the Luvog;, o8-
ARSI i ther than tread on or insult the noble brute.——

The horse will| : : :
: - . ! He may be seen occasionally sunning himself

soon relish this, and it seldom fails to produce | o <& :
dical |at the door of the T'rust or Franklin Bank, or
MRS DK es the Bank Exchange, but is never guilty of ly-
ing at the door of a private residence. My

I will state another way for those who may

Under this head all the Cincinnati papers ol

has signalized himsell by attending with great
He was buried

Mr.

ring this period he was never known to follow |
any individusl even when tempted by caresses

- case fellowing the first dray load of moveables,

IHundreds having bus-

P —— —_————— N ——a——

A Mau suspended By his Thumb.
The New York Gazette and Tines has tha
‘I'u“(l“'il'lg thrilling account of a ll-l.'nl helng sty
immléel by his thumb: )

A Mr. Gray of Providence while engaged in

painting the Congregational merting livuse of

Kingsion, ascended the steeple 1o take off e

vane for gilding. The ladders reached the Yoo
tol the iron spire on which the vaue turnsd, |2
to 15 feet above. Mr. Gray ascended the iron

i spire by grasping with his hands and wisting

lis legs round the bar of fron, which Bid v
exceed two and a hall inehies in diameter, ce-
Iymg upon the ball, hall way up the spie, 1w
rest his feet on, and from which posinon Le
could take the vane off with his dight Land

{

While he was in the very act, the bal

onow tieh

his feer rested gave way and run dewn the
spire. At this moment, Mr. Gray was raining
the vane over the end of the spire; as he il
‘w0, the spire growing smaller, made a conveni-
ent place [or his thumb 10 keep the balance i
the gudgeon bore, when the ball gave %ay un-
der his feet and he sunk. The vane fulling
back with his thumb in the gudgeon bore, held
him fast, with his feet three or four feet above
'any thing to rest upon.
effurts 1o extricate his thumb, but without suc-
‘cess, and afier his sirength was nearly exhansr.
ed he called for help.

upon the strength of his lelt hand.

Ile made two or thiee

His life now depended
The cou-
sternation of the beholders was greai—-somne
running one way and soms the other 1o obiain
something 1o release the man from his perilous
| sitzation, while oihiers wirned away unwilling
to witness thie catastrophe they apprehended n
Mr. J. II. Clerke, one of the
painters, came immediately up the spire, sad

a few minutss.

| placing his shoulder under the feet ol 1he sus-
| pended man, at cnce relieved him.
‘was terrible 1o behold.

The scena

A Velunieer.

. Qur [riead, Capt. Church, of the Bulletin, on
his late trip up from New Orleans, brought
with Lim a number of officers just from the ar-

They were full of anecdote, of course,

and the following little illustration of characrer

my.

Is interesting es well as amusing: —

Amorg the volunteers wasa “gentlewman’s
son”—a full private, who, heartily sick of ramny
weather, mud, and no shelter, first went 1o lus
capt2in with his complaints, but meeting with
no particular sympathy, resolved to have a talk
with General Taylor himself.

Arrived at the commander’s quartecs, tle
(leneral was pointed out to him, but he was
rather incredulous. * That old Gen. Taylo: ?
Nonsense.” Satisfied, however, that such was
even the case, he marched up, rather patroniz-
ingly, opened his business,

“ Gen. Taylor, | believe !”

“ Yas, sir.”

“ Well, General, I'm dev'lish glad to see you
---am indeed.”

The General returned the civility.

" General, you'll excuse me, but since ['ve
‘been here I've been doing all 1 covld for you---
| have, indeed ; but the fact is, the accommonla-
tions are very bad---are, indeed ; mud, sic’ ac-
tuaily mud !---'bleeged to lie down in it, actual-
rl}'; and the fact is, General, I'm a gentleman’s
son, and not used w it!"”
| The General, no doubt deeply impressed
with the fact of having a gentleman’s sou in fus
itarmy. expressed his regret that such annoyan-
'ces should ever exist, under any circumsiances,
'in a civilized army.
4 Well---but General, what am [ to do”
| “ Why, really, 1 don't know, ualess you take
' my place.”

“ Well, now, that's civil '---"tis indeed. Of
course don't mean to turn you out, but a Few
hours’ sleep----a cot or a bunk or any'bing..--
would be so refreshing! Your plags,...whero
is it, General 1"

“ Oh, just drop down---anywbere about here,

sumpiuous!s denking two or three boiles of
wine datly. The last doy a dispute arose about
the speed of thieir horses, they at jast agreed 10
‘l he lapd-
was appointed judge, each being the rider

- "
iy DN oWl Dorse.

enter on ihe “profiatle coutest ™

]
lorag

When they wete mounted,
e gudge, ke those st the Olympic games,
Of

ey went, and have never been seen or heard

rive the words one, two, tliree and “60 "

o ginze, leaving the landlord fully compensaied | the little ones’ valediciory for the season.

1 ks Whennr i b ) - 1
Uad Ut BUNROT 10 O dCIr EL] .
v e

!i..i;'!-‘}- had commenced, so pleasant o them

that she was needed at the other end of the
room. “Elizabeth™ (that was the name used)
turned away with a severe coughing epell, and
we prosecuted our errand vpwaids., The nex:
morning we missed our musical neighbors —
There was no hum of siudies, no loud utterance
“of lessons by classes, that took with them our

'

‘l " .
hear; all was still and quiet.  Aund the song

]
(we had listened 10 with so much delight, was

The
]

prefer it. Take [rom one 10 two table spoon-

friend Rabbi Jonas, who believes in the trans-|any place about the camp w'] aswer.”

fuls of ground plaster of Paris, and stir the same
into his messes three times a day. At first, if
at hand, bran for two or three days—then bran
and oats for two or three days more, and then
clear vats for a few days with ground plaster,
as above directed, in each of the messes.
[Prutrie Farmer.

migration of souls, suggests that the spirit which
animates Lear, was once that of a public offi-
cer and an individual of the most aristocratic
bearing. Apart from the vsual instincts and re-
markable sagacity of dogs there is much that is
mysteriously unaccountable in the history and

habits of Lear, a part only of which are here
stated. '

The Louisiana Graud Lodge of Odd Fellows
have forbidden its members to act in any way
in a duel, under pe nulty of expulsion.

The Corn crop in Lllinuts never gave promise
of 4 better )'lcld

|

The look which the “ gentlaman’s son” gave
the General was rather pecaliar.

“ Well, no wonder they call you * Rough and
Ready !" " said he ; and, amid the smiles of all
but “* Rough and Ready” himself, the ** gewle

man’s son” returned 1o take his chance of the
weather.-.-S¢, Louis Reveille.

l

A good work is an easy obligation : but not
to speak ill, requires only our silence, which
| costs us nothng.




