T'H

COLUMBIA S

AND LANCASTER AND YORK COUNTY RECORD.

New Series, Vour. I, No. 24.7]

COLUMBIA, Ps. SATURDAY, DECEMBER 11, 1547.

{Waor.e NoMBER. 915.

CHARRICK WESTBROOK,
EDITOR AND PROPRIETOR.
Printing Ofice—Front Street, opposite Barr’e Hotel
Pubdlication Ofice—Locust Strect, opposile the P. O,
Tenus. —The Corumpia 8ey ig published every

Baturday marming atthe low price of ONL DOLLAR A
YEAR IN ADVANCE, or one doliar and fifty cents, if
ant paid witlun one manth of the time of subscribing.
Stngie copies, THREE CENTS,

TERMS OF ADVERTISING—Adverlisements not exceed-
fng n squnare three tunes for &1, and 25 cents for ench
additional insernton. ‘T hose of a greaterlengthin pro-
portion. A liberal discount made to yearlyadver-
tinprs.

JoB Printine — Snch as HHand-bills, Posting-hills,
Cards. Labels, Pamphiets, Binnks of every deacription
Circulars, ete.ele., execnted withreatnessanddespatch
and on reasonablcterms.

——————

A vigorous prosccution of the VWar, the best means
20 secure a speedy and

COLONNADE,

CHEAP FASHIONABLE

CLOTHING EMPORIUM
[ ]
SAURE L. DRBLOUAT,
0. 42, Front street, dircctly opposite the
Bridge, and three doors below Black's Hotel,

COLUMBIA, PENNA,,

Would respectfully eall the attention of the public
to his stock of Fashionable and Cheap Clothing,
which excecds in extent, elegance, and variety,
any hitherto opened in this vicinity, and which he
pledges himseif to sell at priecs lower than even he
has before offered.  Just look at the prices:
Gentlemen's Fine Cloth Dress
Coats, from $85.00 to $10.00

Gentlemen's  Fine Cloth Frock

Coats, from 4.00 to 10.00
Gentlemnen's Fine Cloth  Sacks

and Coatces, from 2.50 to 5.00
Gentlemen's Fine Cloth and Cas-

simerc Pants, from 200 to 4.00
Batin and Silk Velvet Vests, Plain

and Fancy, being the only kind

of this quality for sale in this

place, from 250 to 4.00
Roundabounts und Pea Jackets, 1.00 to 3.00
Shirts, plain and fancy, 3710 1.50
Satinet Puntaloons, 1.50 to 3.00
Gontlemcen's Cotton Half-hose, 6} to 183

[ Silk Handkerchicfs, 373to 1.00
(0 Cotton do 6} o 12

Cravats, a new arlicle, 375t0 1.00
Suspenders, 63 to 373
Umbrellas, 31} to 150
Leuther and Hair Trunks, 50 to 1.00
‘Travelling Bags und Vulices, 1.00 to 250
Ladies' ‘Travelling Bags, a beauti- :

ful article, 2.00 to 250

A Large Assortment of Fine and Medium Cloaks.
ALSO—A large assortment of

BOYS’ CLOTHING,

Such as Pants, Vests, Roundabouts, and Shirts,and,
in short, every article of apparel required by the
gentleman, the mechanic or the luborer, with a va.
riety of fancy goods, calculated to tickie the taste
and accure the patronage of all classes and condi-
tions of men,

My thanks arc due, and I hereby tender then to
the world of my patrons, for former fuvors, and I
am determined to prove the sincerity of my grati-
tude, by untiting efforts to furnish a Fashionable
Wardrobe to every patron of the Colonade Hall of
Fashions, as cheap as the ehcapest, and as good as
the best.

REMEMBER THE 3 BIG DOORS,
the place to buy cheap Clothing, No. 42, Front
Street, Columbia, Pa., direcily opposite the Bridge,
and three doore below Black's Hotel

For further particulass, 2nquire of the Captain on
board. JAMES L. PRETSMAN,

Columbia, Oct. 9th, 1847,

N. B. Abranch of the above establishment, where
all the articles cnumerated, and at the same prices,
may be obtained, has been opened in No. 4, Shrei.
ner's Walnut Front,

NEW FALL GOODS.

HE subseribers bave justrcecived their supply

Fall and Winter, Forcign and Domestic Dry
Goods, to which they invite the attention of their
fricnds and the public generally.

CLCTIIS, CASSIMERES, &c.

*Pheir stock consists of suprrior French, and
Eaglish Black, Blue, Brown, Mixcd, and pllvc
Cloths; plain and Fancy Cassimers, Sattinets,
Tweeds, Jeans; Velvetand other Vestings.

Grv dv Rhine, Swiss and Matteona Dress Silks.

ALPACAS.—Ploin, Pluid, and Striped, at 18,
25, 31, 37, 50 cts, &c.  English, German, and
French Merinoes ; Plain Paris Cashmeres and De
Laines, T.amna and Tarter Plaids,

French, Earlston and Manchester Ginghams;
Prints of every style and price; Plain und Plaid
Lin«eys; Tuper (Gauze and other Wiiite and color-
ad Flaunels.

SHIRTINGS.—Three quarters, four quarters,
five quarters, six quarters and ten quarters Bleached
and Brown Sheetings, Blankets, Tickings, Checks,
Doeskins, &c. . .

A splendid assortment of Trimmings, Gimps,
Siltk and Cotton Fringes; Thread, Yltlonp and
Bobhin Edgings #nd lIasertings; Lisle, Victoria
and Brussels Luce, Collerettes, Gloves, Hosiery, &c.

GRVERRTES,

Loaf, Pulverised, Crushed, Havanna znd Brown
Sagars; Syrup, L. H. N. O. Molasses; Honey;
Rio, Laguayra and Java Coffees; and the superior
Teas of tho Canton Tea Company of New York.
Oils, Fish, &c. ALSO:

China, Glass & Queensware.

T All ot which will be sold as LOW as the
LOWEST, for cash or produce.

Thankful for the liberal share of patronage
heretofore reccived, they will by strict atlention to
busincss cndeavor 1o merit a continuance of the
public’s favar, J. D. & J. WRIGHT.

Columbia, Sept. 1847.—f.

Stoves; Stoves.
HE subscribers have constanily on hand a
tull assort ment of Wood.Coal,and Cooking
Stoves of every size and descrintion, Cannon
Stoves. Also, Headenburg's Patent
AIR-TIGHT PARLOR STOVES,
which has given full satisfaction in all cases.
The public are invitedtocall and examine for

themselves, at the Hardware Store of
ggz.eﬂv—e-:f'l ) RUMPLE & HESS.

FRESH assortment of all kinds of the best

The following pretty lines were written by a lit-
tle girl not yet in her teens, and are intended as a
thank-offoring to a gentlemun who presented the
authuress with a volume of poems, It gives us
pleasure to be the chosen medium of communica-
tion between the gified and the generous :—

For the Spy und Columbian.
FOR MY FRIEND.

I thank thee for thy gift to me

Of precious thoughts, and poesy,

And hope that thou thyselfinay’st be
Sonietime a poet;

Faor they of all mankindare blest,
Tho' oftentimes with grief onpressed,
1t cankers not within the breast,
And nonemizy know it.

Campbell has struck the Albwn lyre

To tones of beauty, and of fire,

Such music fromthe Scottish wire
Nelercame before:

Bave when the Poet, the peasant’s son,

Warbled a song,and suchan one

As fame for the peasant Burns, hath won ;
That song is 0’er.

Alas! my muse hath fled away,
*“fwill come not till another day 3
Whereit his gone I cannot say
3 sing no more.
Owego, 8ept. 30, 1817, T, a. D,
POV
BETTING.

Beta are the blockhend’s arguinent,
The only fogic he can veut,

s mwmor aud hismajor ;
’Tts to confesa your head « worse
Iuvestigator thas your purse,

Lo reason with a wager.

-
hl rd k4 1
’TIS USELESS TRYING.
You will never succeced—'tis uscless teying,”
wae the answer we received one day when talking
of something quite unimportanito you, dear read-
er, but very ncar our own heart,  The voice was
onc we slways listen to, and not scldom follow;
but this time its discouraging argaments were un.
heeded. We did try, and we did suceeed.
The fact set us morslizing on the good or evil
tendency of these three words— "1y useless try.
ing." And the conclasion we came to wus this,
that for ous vain idea dispelled, one wild project
overturned by their prudent sufluence, these chill.
ing words have rung the kncllof a hundred bril.
liant and life.sustuiming hopes, and paralyzed into
apathy a thousand active and ardent winds, who
might otherwise have elevated themselves, and
lielped the world on in its progress. What would
Anierica have been if that strung-hearted Coluin.
bus had Leen discouraged by sncers and arguments
about the uselessness of his attempt to discover u
new world?  Or where would have been Newton's
stupendous theory, if, at the commencement of his
researches, some meddling friend at his car had
whispered, ** Don’t try; you will be sure tofuil 2 In
aid of the » Never.try” doctrine comes vanity, with
its potent arguments that no attempt atall is better
than a failure. We deny the factin (oo, Should
a man fail in a project too high for him, he at
least becomes acquainted with the extent of his
own powers; he loses that influted self:cxaltation
which is the greatest bane of real merit; and in
finding his own level, he may yet do well. And
better, far better, thut all the pretenders in the
world should sink back into deserved obscurity,
than that one spark of real tslent should be extin.
guished by the cold-hearted-check—*I1s useless
trying!” Now, having prosed enough, let us ea.
lightened our arguments by u story.
Between ten and twenty years ago—the precise
date is immaterinl—there wus in the city of New
York a barber's apprentice,a young boy named
Reuben Vandrest. His Dutch lincage was shown
by his surname, which, 1n course of ycars and
generation, had becn corrupted from Van der Dest
to Vandrest, while for his Scriptural name he was
indebted to a worthy Quaker, his maternal grand.
father, whu had come over with William Penn.—
These names were in truth, all the boy owed to his
progenators, as from his eradle he had heen an
aorphan, cast on the charity of the wide world. Bat
the excellent scct to which Rcuben’s motler had
belonged, is one of the few who never cast the
lambs from their bosom, and the orphan child was
not deserted. The Friends took care of kim; and
when he was able to carn his livelilivod, one of
their number received him as an apprentice. Such
was the short and simple slory of the barber’s boy.
Without entering ou metaphysics, every human
being has some inner life which the world knows
nothing of. Thus frum his ecarliest childboud the
passion of Reuben Vandrest had been music. He
would follow the itinerant ministrels of the city
through one street afier another, often thus losing
his menls, his rest, everything except his school
ing, which precious thing he wus too wise 1o throw
away even for music. Ile made friendship with
Llind pipers, Ttaltan hurdy.guedy-ists, and, above
all, with wandering fiddlers; for with an intutive
perception, the violin—the prince of stringed in.
struments—was the chief favorite. From all and
each of the wandering musicians Reuben was
inten on gaining somthing ; they were won by
his childish manners and his carnest admiration—
for love of praisc is the samein a blind fiddler as
in an opera-singer—and by degrees Reuben not
only listencd, but learned to play. No instrument
camec amiss to him; but his svle private property
was anold fifc ; and with this simplest of all or.
chestral varictics the poor barber's boy uscd to creep
to his garret, and there strive with his acute ear
and reientive memory,to make out the tuues he
Iod heard inthe streets, or invent others.

But the grand cra in the boy’s ife was coming.
Onc day as he stood wistfully locking ut a violin
which he held in his arms fondly und lingeringly,
prior to returning it to itsright owner, a poorstreet
musician, the idea of its construction first entered
Reuben's mind, He had been aceustomed to re.
gnrd a vialin asa mysteriousthing—a self-creating,
sonnd-producing being; and never ounce had he
considered of what it was made, or how. Now he
began to peep into ils mysterics, and to find out
that it was only wood and eatgut after all. He
questioned his friend the fiddler, but the man had
scraped awny during a lifelime without once cast.
ing a thought on the mechunism of his instrament.
True, he could replace a broken string, and at
times cven manufacture a bridge with his penknife,
but that was all. Wlcn Reuben inquisitively
wanted to learn how vivlins were made, the fiddler
shook his head, and said he did not knaw.

« Do you think I could make one 7" pursued the
anxious boy. . L.

A bust of laughter, so cuttingly derisive, that
Reuben’s face grew crimson, was the only answer.
“ Why you litle ximpleton,” cried the fiddler, when
his mirth had subsided, “surcly you'll not be so
silly as to try?  You could as soon build a house.”

« Bnt vinlins must be made by somcbody.”

« Yes by people whoknow all about it : net bya
lad like you. Take my advice, and don't try.”

Reuben said no more; but he could not get the
idea from his mind. Every violin that he suw he

spices just received at

scptll'd7-tf YOUNG & CASSEL'S No. 50.

begged to look at: he examined the varicties of
coostruction, the sart of wood used, tho thicknesy

and fashion of the strings; and after weeks of con-
sideration, he at last determined to try and make
one for himself. During the long hght summer
nights, he worked houar after hour in hisgarret, or
on the roof of the house; his natural mcchunical
skill was aided by patience und ardor: and with
the few tools which he borrowed from the good.
natured cargenter who had given him the wood, he
succeeded in forming the body of the violin, But
herc a long cessation took place in Reuben’s toil;
for he had not even the few pence necessary to pur-
chase the strings ; and the bow, which he could not
make, it was utterly out of his power to buy. He
sat looking in despairat the halffinished instru-
ment—a body without & soul—and even his fife
could not console him.

But one day a kind.hearted customer noticed the
slight, pale.lnoking boy who had arranged his locks
so0 gefitly and carclully, and Renben became the
glad recepient of a doliar. Ile flew to buy catgut
and an old bow, and with trembling hands strung
his instrament.  Who can describe the important
moment?  Leverrier's crowning calenlation for
the now planet, Lord Rosse’s first peep through his
ziant telescope,arc little compared with Recuben’s
first attempt to druw sounds from his violin,  The
sounds came; and string after string was applicd;
and the violin hada soul! Fecble and thinthe notes
were, but still they were distinct musical tones;
and the boy hugged his selfimode treasure to his
beating heart, aclually sobbing with joy.

He played tune after tune; he never noticed that
evening durkened into night; he forgot his supper;
he forgot too—what but for hiv musicalenthusiasm
would long since bave come into his mind—that
though the childish fife might pass musler in the
house of his master, a violin never would, The
good Quaker, onc of the strictest of his secct,
thought music was uscless, sinful, heuthenish ; and
a fiddler in his cyes was equal with a thief. There.
fore whocan picture Reuben's consternation when
hig garret door opened, and his master stood before
him? Reuben bore all Bphraim's wrath insilence,
only he took care to keep his dirling vivlin <afe
from the storm, by pressing it closcly in his arins,

“ Thou hast been neglecting thy work and steal-
ing fiddles,” cried the angry man.

“1 havenot neglected my work,” timidly an.
swered the boy; and I have not stelen the violin—
indeed I have not.”

« How didst thou get it

¢ 1 ade it mysclt”’

Old Ephriam looked surprised. All the music
in the world was nothing to Lim,but he had a
faney for mechanical employments, und the idea of
making a violin struck him as ingenioua. He ex-
amined it, and became less angry. “Will it play 7
asked le.

Reuben, delighted, began one of his most
touching airs; but his master stopped him. *“That
will do, said he; “1 only want to see if it
sounds—all tunes are the same. And 1 supposc
you willturn musician 7

Reuben hung his head and said nothing.

«\Vell, that thou canst never do, so I would ad-
vise thee not to try.  Forget the fiddle, and be a
good barber, However, 1 will say no more; only
thou must play out of doors next time."”

But al! the” discouragements of the nld Quaker
could not repress Rcuben's love for music. Ile
cut, and curled, and shaved, as in daly bound, and
then flcd away to his violin,  From the roof of the
house the musie went forth ; and in this most ori-
ginal sonnet.-room, with the open sky abuve him,
and the pert city sparrow, now used to his mclody,
liopping by his side, did the boy grudually acquire
the first scerets of his art. 1t is needless to cnu.
merate the contrivances hic resorted to for instruc-
tion—how hc wandered throngh the streels with
his viulin at night, to gain a few cents to purchase
old music; and how he” gradually acquired skill,
s0 us to be admitled intoa wandering band.

One night when this primitive orchestra was
engaged for a ballata private housein thie city, the
first violin mysteriously disappeared. In this di.
lemma young Reubeniound courage to offer bimself
as a substitute. It was a daring thing, The other
musicians first laughed at him; then heard him
play the part, which no one clse could take; and
finally suffered him to try. For the first time in
his lite the barlber’s boy witnessed the glare of &
ball. It scemed to him a fairy scene; he was daz-
zled, bewildered, excited, and in his enthusiasm he
played excellently,  "The night wore away; the
duncers scemed never weary; not so the aching
fingers of the musicians. Reuben, especialiy, to
whotmn the excitement was new, grew more and
more exhausted, and at last, just as he had finished
playing a waltz, fell fainting from his chuir. Most
of the gay couplea passed on—it was only a poor
musician; but one young girl, in whom the com.
passionate and sinple nature of a child had not
Leen swept away by the farmalities of young lady.
hood, held a glass of water to the hoy's tips.

#Cora Dacrea bringing to life a fuinting fiddler!™
81id z tittering voice. *Oh what a nicestory when
we oo bacl to school!"

‘I'he girl tarned rourd indignently, saying,
“Cora Dacres is never arha ned of doing what 18
right.  Are you better now 77 she added gently to
poor Reuben, who had opeacd his eyes,

‘T'he boy recovered, and she disappeared again
among the danccrs; but many atime did the au-
burn curls, and soft, brown, sympathizing eyes of
the littlc school-girl float before the vision of Rcuben
Vandrest; and the young musician often caught
himselfrepeating to his sole confidant—lis violin—
the pretty name he had heard on his waking, and
dimly recognized as hicr's—Cora Dacres.

Long before hie was twenty.one, Reuben had en-
tircly devoted himself to the musical profession.—
The tarning point in his carcer was given by a
curious incident.  Onac moonlight night, as he was
playing on the roof as usual, he saw a head peep
out from the uppermost window of the npposite
housc. This hecad was drawn in when he ceased
playing, aund again pat forward as soon as he re-
commenced. A natural fecling ol” gratified vanity
prevented the young man from yielding to his first
shy impulsc of retiring; and besides, sympathy in
anything relating to hisart was so new to Reuben,
that it gave him pleasurc to be nttentively listencd
to cven by an unknown neighhor over the way.—
He threw all his soul into his violin, and played
until midnight.

Next day, while at his duties in his master’s
shop, the apprentice was sent for to the house op-
posite. Reuben went, bearing the insigna of his
lowly trude; but instead of a patient castomer, he
saw a gentleman who only smiled at his array of
brushes.

« 1 did not send for you toact as barber,” snid the
stranger in English, which was strongly tinctured
with a fareign accent, * but to speak to you about
the wiolin-playing which I heard last night. Am1I
rightly informed that the performer was yoursel(7”

« 11 was, sir,” answered Reuben, trembling with
eagerness.

“Who tanght you?”

“T myselfl”

“Then you love music "

“With iny whole heart and soul!" cried the
young man enthusiastically.

The stranger skilfully drew from Reuben the
Tittle history of himecIfand hia violin, und tufked tn
him long and earnestly. * You have a true fecling
for that noble art, to which I, too, belong,” he s1:d.
“ You may have many difficultics to encounter;
but pever be discouraged—you will surmount them

all You have had many bindrances; but listen,

I will tell you what befell me at your age. T once
came, a paor boy like you, to the greatest capital in
Europe, niy heart full of music, but utterly without
mecans. My only wealth was my violin. I left it
one day in my poor chamber, while I went out to
buy & loaf with my last coin.  When I eame back,
my violin was gone! It had been stolen. May
God forgive me the crime I contempluted in my
{ mud dispair! T rushed to the river; I plunged
in; but 1 was saved from the death I sought, and
saved to live for better things. My friend,” con.
tinued the musician, after a long silence, during
which his'fuce was hidden by his hands, “in all the
trials of yuur carcer remember this, and take
warning.”

s [ will—1 will!” cried Reuben, much moved.

“ And now, after having told you this terrible
secret in my life, it is well that I should not reveal
my name; and besides, it could do yuu no gond, as
I sct out for Europe to-morrow.  But shouid you
cver be in Paris, come to this address, leave this
writing, and you will hear of me,”

The gentleman wrote some lines in a foreign
language, which Rcuben could not make out,
though among his musical acqunaintence he had
gained a lutle knowledge of both French and ltail-
ian. He then zave Vaudrest the address, and bade
himadica. The young man long pondered over
hia adventure, and it was the final point wliclh
mude him relinquish u trade so unpleasing to him
for the practice of his beloved art,

It is n mistake to suppose that the profession of
music is.an casy, careless life, to which any one
may turn who has a distaste fur more sohid pursuits,
In no calling is intellectual activity and arduons
study more imperatively required.  He who would
attain to even moderate eminence in it, must devote
vears of daily paticat toil to dry and uninteresting
branclies of study. A poet may be one by nature;
it is utterly impossible that a musician can be
greut without as deep science as cver puzzeled a
mathemautical brain, He must work—work—cvery
wich of his way; must dig the foundatios, and en.
rich the soil, befrre he can form his garden and
plant his flowerd. 'I'bus did our youny ex-barber
of New York; he studicd by science what he had
before learncd through his natural genius, and rose
slowly and graduaally in his profession. Snmetimes
his slight and ordinary appearance, which made
him look more boyish than he reully was~.his quaint
old-world name—and, above all,a simplicity and
Quaker-like peculiarity in his dress and manner,
aroused the ridicule of his companions, who follow-
c¢d music more for show than through real genius
and love of the art. But the story of his early per.
severance always dizarmed them; and it wasa
cummon saying, in reference to young Vandrest,
that he who could make a violin, would surcly lcarn
to play it.

By degrees the young violinist rosc to note, and
beeame received into society where he could hardly
liave dreamncd that lic should ever set his foot.  Buat
it is a happy peculurity in the domestic manncrs
of the new world, tiat real talent ever finds its way,
and takes its own rank in society. Thus many a
rich citizen was pleased to welcome tu his house
Mr. Vundrest, the young and unassuming musician,
whose gentle manners and acknowledged talent
were cquully prized,  The barber’s apprentice of
New York was utterly forgotten, or only thought
of as a poof of how much a man's fortune lies in
Lis own hands, if he will only try.

In one of those clegant re.unions which were
established when worthy Brother Jonathan was
first beginning to show his soul and mind—when
Bryant's pocms, and  Allston's pictures, and Chan-
ning's lectures, first gave evidence of transatlantic
gentas—Vandrest again heard the name which had
never vtterly gone from his memory through all his
vicissitudes—Cora Dacres. He turned round cnd
saw the sltered likeness of the girl who held the
water to his lips on the night of the ball.  She had
grown into womanly beauty ; but he remembered
the face still.  She had not the faintest menory of
him—how could it he so? I.ght and darkness
were not more different than the pleasing, intellect-
ual, gentleman.like man who was inttoduced to her,
and the pale, angular, ill-clad bl{])’ whorm she had
pitied and ailed, Sometimes Vandrest thought
lic would remind herof the circumstance ; but then
a vague fecling of sensitiveness and shame, not
entirely the result of the memory of those poverty-
stricken days, prevented him. He went home, and
again Mis old violin might have heard breathed
over it the narne of Cora Dacres; but thistime not
in bnyish enthusiasmn for whatever was pleasing
and beautiful, but in the firat strong, all-absorbing
love of manliood, awakened in a nature which was
every way caleulited to reccive and retain that sen-
timent in its highest, purest,and most enduring
chutacter.

Reuben Vandrest (hate him nol, dear reader, for
having so unhero.dike a name; I will engage that,
if Cora loved him, she thought it most beautiful;
and so would you, if any one dear lo you bore the
same ;) well, Reuben Vandrest, who had hitherto
cared for nothing on carth but his violin, soon learn.
ed to regard Miss Dacrea with the cnthusiastic at-
tachment of an carncst and upright nature; for
with all the allurements of a musical career, Reu-
bzn continued as simple-minded and guifeless in
character as the primitive sect f{rom which he
sprung. And Cora was worthy to inspire the love
of such a man; whether she retarned it or not,
Reuben did not cons<ider~—he was too utterly ab.
sarbed in the new delight of loving,and of loving
her, to think of asking himeclf the question. Hs
visited ut her house, and became a favorite with
her father—a would.be amateur, who teok pleasure
in filling his drawing-rooms with inusiciazs, and
treating them as costly and not disagreeable play-
things,

Bat at last Mr. Dacres was rouscd from lis apa-
thy by the cvident and close fricndship between his
daughter and young Vandrest. ‘Though he liked
thie violinist well enough, the hint of Reuben mar-
rying Cora sounded ill in the cara of the prudent
man, cspecialiy when given by one of those odions,
good-natured fricnds with whom the world abounds.
The result was a conversalion between himself ana
Vaudrest, in which, utterly bewildered and  dis-
pairing, poor Reuben declared his hidden and trea-
sured love, first with theshrinking timidity of 2 man
who sees his inmost heart rudely lnid bare, and
then with a firmness given by a consciousness that
there is in that hcart nothing for which an horest
man nced blush.

“Iam sorry for you, Mr. Vandrest,” said the
blunt, yet not ill-meaning citizen. “ Butitis im-
possible that you can cver hope for Cora's hund.”

“Why impossible?” said thc young man, re.
covering all his just pride and self-possession. I
am notrich; but 1 have an unspotted name, and the
world is all before me. Do you object to tay pro-
fession 1

“ By no mcans; a masician isan honorable man,
just as much so as a store-keeper.”

At any other time tho very complimentary com-
parison would have made Reuben smile; but now
he only wnswered, while the color deepencd on his
check, % Ia it hecause of my carly life? My futher
was of gond family ; but, it nay be, that yon would
blush 10 remember that your Jnughter’s husband
once served in a barher’e thop 77

« My denr gir,” suid Mr. Dacres, ¥ you forzet we
are Republicans, and talent ond wealth are our
only aristoceacy. The first you undoubtedly possess;
but without the second, you cannot marry Cora,
and thers is no chance of yoar ever becoming 2
rich man™

*Will you let me try 7" eagerly cried Vandrest.

“ It would be of no use; you could not succeed.”

“1 could—I conld!” exclaimed the young man
impetoously. “Only letme hope. 1 would try
anything to win Cora!”

And in this earncsiness of love did Reuben pursue
his almost hopeless way. He had pledged his word
that he would not speak of his love to Cora, that he
would not try to win hers—this her father impera-
tively demanded; but Mr. Dacres alse promised
that he would Teave his daughter free, nar urge her
to aceept any other hushand during thethree years
of absence that he required of Reuben Vandrest.

They parted—Rcuben und Cora—with the out.
ward sceming of ordinary acquaintance; but was
it likely that a love g0 deep and absorbed as that of
the young musician should have been entirely sup-
pressed by him, and unappreciated by her who was
its object 7 ‘I'hey parted without any open conles-
sion; but did not Cora’s heart follow the wanderer
us hic sailed towards Europe ?—did she not call up
his image, and repeat his unmusical name, as
though it iad contained a word of mclody in itself?
~znd did she not feel as certain in her heart of
hearts that he loved her, ns if he had told hicr s0 a
hundred times ?

When Vandrest was preparing for the vayage he
accidentally found the long-forgntten note of the
stranger musician. 1t directed lum to Puaris; and
to Paris he determined to proceed, as all Furope
was alike to one who knew not a single soul on
the wide expause of the old world. He arrived
there; and found in his unknown friend the kind-
hearted and talented Swede, who, on the death of
Paganini, had become the first violinist in the
world—Ole Bull,

The success of the young American was now
made sure. ‘The greatvioliaist had too much truc
genius to fear competitors, and no mean jealousy
kept him from advanciag the fortuncs of Vandrest
by every means in his power. Reuben traversed
LEurope, going from capital to capital, everywhere
making fricnds, and, what was still more important
to him, money.  Ile allowed himself no pleasures,
only the necessarics of lifc; and laid up all his
gains for the onc grand object of his earc—the
acquiring a fortune for Cora. Ile rarely heard of
her; he knew not but that her Iove might change;
and fomic times a sense of the utter wildness of his
project came upon him with freczing reality. But
intense love like his, in an otherwise caln and un.
impassioned natare, acqurics a strength unknown
tothose who are ulive to every passing impulse;
und Reuben's love,

By jtsownenergy, fulfitled iteelf **

Ere the tiree years had expired he returned to
America, having rcalized a competence. With a
beating heart the young musician stood before his
mistresy, told Ler all his love, and knew that she
loved him ton, It was sweet to hear Cara reveal,
in the frankness of her true heart, which feit no
shame for having laved onc so worthy, how her
thoughts had continually followed her wandering
lover, and how every success of his had been doub.
ly sweet to her. But human happiness is never
unmixed with pain; and when Cora looked at the
altercd form of her betrothed, his sunken and color-
fess face, and his large bright eyes, a dreadful fear
took possession of her, and she felt that joy itself
might be bought with too dear a price. It was so
indeed. Reuben's encrgy had sustained him until
eame the reaclion of hope {ulfilled, and then his
health fuiled. And a long iliness followed. But
fte had nne blessing; his affianced wife was near
him ; and amidst ail his anguish, Cora felt thankful
that he had come home first, and that it was her
hand and her voice which brought comfort to her
}mloved, and that she could pray he might live for
ier.

And Reuben did live. Love struggled with death,
and won the victory. In the next year,in the

“cconomical, and as it praved dangerons, for his bil-

lovely seison of American spring,the musician
wedded his betrothed, and taok ficr to a swect
country home, such as he had often dreamt of when
he used to sil on summer cvenings o the house-top
in New York looking at the bluc sky, and bring-
ing music from his rude violin. And in Reuben's
pleasant home was there no relic more treasured
than this same violin, which had firat taught him
how much can be done with a brave heart and a
good courage to try.

Reader, the whole of Reuben Vandrest's life
was influenced by his acting up to that little word
—stry 1" Two old proverbs—and there is_much
sterling wisdom in old proverbs—say, * Every-
thing must have a beginning,” and *Nn man
knows what he can do until he trics.” Now, kind
reader, kecp this in mind; and never, while you
live, damp the energies of yourself or any other
person by the heartless and dangerous sentence,
«*Tis useless trying.”

A

ArroNavTIcs.~-From Galignani'e Messenger we
learn that Mr. Green, the English acronaut, made
his 1741h azcent on Oct. 24th, at Brusscls, taking up
with ki an officer of the British navy,ana M.
Bischoffuheim, son of the barker at Amsterdam.
Afier floating in the air for about two hours, and |
having attained the beight of 2,500 yards, Mr.
Green and his companions alighted sfely on the
plain outsidc of the gates of Licrre. On the ap.
pearance of the balloon the commandant of the
station saluted it by hoisting the National flag,
which the aeronauts answered by waving the Eng-
lish and Belgian colors, which they had with them.
On the same day a M. Godard made an aseent
from Lille. But his aerostatic appiratus was too

loan was of paper,and his car consisted of a decl
plank. Tn the ascent the bhalloon had scveral fis.
sures madec in it, and the gas escaped in large vol-
umes, After rizing to about forly yards it sank
azain, and was canght by a chimney. M. Gadard
was dragged along the roofof the house, and struck
on the head by bricks furced from the chimney.~—
Atlength, however, he was able to make his escape
through a sky.light, and got down to terra firma,
with only a few shight braises. Three acronantic
ascents tnok place al Bordcaux—~two by M. Mever,
and M. Bechmann, and 3d by Madame Masse. The
two gentlemen d jed without accident ncar
the fown ; but the balloon came down un the roof
of the house ocrupicd by M. Ezpeleta. By some
chance the cords which connected the balloon to
the car got cut across, dividing the apparatus in
two parts.  Fortunately the net work of the car,
canght in the corner uf the entablature of the
house, and remained there suspended. Tieslightest
mnovement would hsve precipitated the whole to
the ground, and the utmost nlsrm was felt for
Madame Marsc's safety. Ladders were brought
but they proved to b 100 short, and she was oblig-
cd to remain in her very uncnviable position for
nearly ten minutes. At last longer Jaddera were
procured, and she descended in safety, amidst tho

cheers of the spectators.
-

The difference between the weather in this coun.
try and England may be judged from a fact which
we stated ina London lefter written on the 3d
instant. The writer says that the office oceupicd
by himis called a light room: yet, he adda, T am
pow writing, at 12, noon, with twa large candles,
and can ecracely ace what I write,”” Well may he
say 1o his American readers “rejoice in yonr bright
skicn and pare atmosphere™ ; for whilst ho has been
groping in darkness, oa? people have been enjoying

Asiatic Cuortra TreaTep witit SuLPRURIC
Erier.—1In tie present emergency, when Asiatic
Cholera is advancing, for the second time, towards
Eurape, the following fact, related in the Gazette
des Iospitauz, scems Lo us worthy the attention of
the medical faculty :

Dr. Bruno-Taron, surgeon in the Ottoman army,
ex-inspector of lrealtl in Bulgaria, Syria, &c., was,
in 1837, practising medscine at Mirseilles at tho
time the cholera inadc its stccond appearance in
that city. Devoted entircly Lo the duties of his
city and hospital practice, hc was, one day, sudden-
ly attacked by the cpidemic £o severely as to have
no doubt upon the nature of the symptoms he cx-
perienced.  Bat let us listen to Dr. ‘Taron’s own
stateiment of his case, It was midnight, says he,
and about one hour after 1 had gone to bed, wheu
all at once a general chill ran over me, accompa-
nied with cold sweat, vomiting, &e.  One hour
aficr, violent cramps manifested themsclves in the
thoracic and abdominal extremitics. 'These were,
certainly, sure t ymptoms of cholera.

I was alone; my family had fled the infected
¢ity; not a servant was at hand.  Without assis.
tance, in the middle of the night, prostrated by the
discasc as much as by the terrible presentiment of
an impending death, I was without any other medi.
cine, except a large bottle of sulphuric ether, which,
fortuitously was in iny room. IHaving no other
resources, I grasped the bottle, and inhaled the
vapors of cther. All at once, my respiration, which
was then very iuch embarrassed, became more
fice, and I felt immediately a sense of intermission
and general easiness; the perspiration, which was
cold and fatiguing, became warm und agrecable ;
the action of iny scnses wero soon suspended, and
I feli into a profound sleep.

All this heppy improvement took place in a
very shart time, ander the influence of the inhala.
tions of sulphuric ether, My sleep had been per.
fectly calm during six hours; when I awoke, ex.
periencing great weakness in all my body, 1 had,
unconsciously, perspired during thie whole night, 1
recuvered my strength gradually, and was perfectly
restored to my usnal healtin

Dr. Turon terminates his letter, by confeasing
that being then unacquainted with the sction which
cther cxercises upon the nervous centres, he did
not aecribe his curc to theagent, but to one of those
capricious whims of naturc which il is impossible
to explain.

It is to be regretted, says the Gazette des Jlos.
pitauz, that our collcague’s obscrvation shouid be
isolated and unique; but it is, however, very im.
portant,and us a stay upon which other experi-
ments may rest. T'he Gazette du Midi assertsthat
such ecxpcriments, confirming the observations of
Dr. Turon, had been successful made in sume parta
of the Levant, where the disease had made it first
appcarance. It becomes the duty of medical insti-
tutions to make careful inquiries into this sdbject,
and to order some new experiments under all possis
ble conditions, in order to render them positive,and
a decided point in medical science—~N. York
Courrier des Etats Unis.

A * Dnor Gaye.'—It was in York county, Maine,
many ycars ago, thut two brothers, from some
cause, had a ‘fulling out,' and one had his irs
raised to suck a pitch, that he determined on re.
venge, cven at the expenee of honesty. He there.
fore studied a gane, which he thought would in-
jure his hated brother,in pocket and reputation,
and at the same time advance his own interest,
and gratify, not a little, his told Adam.’ His plan
was todrop his purse with 840, where his brother
would be sure to find it, and afler that, swear he
had lost §100, and demand that sum from his broth-
er, and in case he should refuse, (as he supposed, he
would,) to yicld to the utmost demand, he deter-
mined to drag him into Courl, where he ecpoct-d
to add large costs, and finally recover sixty dollars
niore than he had lost.

Things went exzclly as he expected, and the
case was carricd from one Court to another, and

came up for final decision. The defendunt had
been’ through the wiole litigation, without that
tangible proof of his innacence, which wan likely,
1o have much weight with the jury, and the proba«
bllity scemed to he that he wonld loose his case
and suffer a heavy injury.

Just as the testimony was closing, the Court
suggested, as the complainant declared that he had
fost just one hundred silver dollars in his pursc,
whether it wo.ld not be well to sec how much the
purse in question would hold. Ilere considerablo
confusion arose, but the one hundred silver dollars
were brought inta the Court and the experiment of
getting them into the parse was tried, when lot
ninely-nine were all that it coold be made, in any
way, to hold. It wasthen decided that the purse
and money found by the dcfendant could not
be that lost by the complainant. The more
tification and burniag rage of that brother whn
had taken such a cou rse to injure another, and got
bimself easentislly bitten, may be morc eanily im-
agined than described, [lis heavy bills of costs,
and the sum he had eo unwittingly given his
brother, taught him that ‘Ilonesty would have been
the best policy.'— Yankee Blade,

e

‘Tue Goop Pore.—A lctter from Rome says that
the Pope has caused lotters to be written to different
townsin the Pupal States, where subscriptions ure
being raised for the erection of monnments in hon.
oc of him,to request that they will devote their
money to a more uscful purpose—namely, the
foundation at Rome of a central hospital and
almshouse for aged persons.—Spirit of the Times.

&ve

SeLuing  Baceacr at Avcriox. — * Fourteen
seventy-five! Fourteen scventy-five!" roared the
porter as he was calling off the baggage at the
Boston and Warcester Railroad station upon tho
arrival of the Western train o few evenings since.
A countryman, who had been semetime loitering
about the premises in expeclation of “secing the
Elephant,” hercupon made his way through the
crowd and cxcliimed, *Oh, come now mister,
that's a pretty conciderable pood looking trunk to
go for that price, Tl bid fifteen dollarson it

Jous Firci.~Whils John Fitch, the man cele.
brated in bis connection with the steamboat, was
confincd on Prison Island, he made himselfa set
of tools with scarccly any means at his command.
Iis tools were an axe, handsaw, chisel,iron wood-
wedge, shoemaker's hammer, fore.plane, augur,
grindstone, jack-knife hlade and some old hoop iron.
With these tools he construcied nine wooden time.
picees, three bundred pairs of brass sleeve-buttons,
cighty pairs of silver oncs, repaired buttons, and
engraved names.  John Fitch was the most inge.
nious and contriving man that cver lived.

‘The first striking clock was made in Arabis,
wherc the arithmetical figures were invented, and
the first Encyclopedia prepared.

A journalist has discovered that, oll things eon-
sidered, railwaysare very slow, and behind the age.
He says that when travelling he blushes to think
the message on the telegraph flies like lightning,
while hcis lazily cieeping on at only thirty or forty

miles an hour,
-~

It has been observed that some spiders, withen
instinctive sagacity, aclect as the groatest security

weather as delightful as has ever been expericoced

st this season of tho year.

from disturbance, the lids of charity bazes in
churchos. |
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