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fully. There was no display, no visible con- 
sciousness of success; but her sweet percep- 
tions and peculiar eloquence were appreciat
ed, and silently admired. The gentlemen

sion. The representation of death, as a skele- 
ton covered merely with skin on the tomb

THE RUSTIC WIFE.
BY MISS S. C. EDGARTON.

(Concluded.) 
K-

"My Beloved Husband,—Here have 1 
been rusticating (a necessary operation for 
me to undergo !) for nearly a month, and have 
utterly neglected to give you a description of 
the way we do things al aunt Weldon's re- 
nowned establishment. O dear! you have 
no idea how happy we arc. Here we live in 
a little whi which has four roc ms on
the floor, and two chambers. Aunt Weldon 
occupies the kitchen and bed-room ; then 
the dining room is for us ail, and the parlour 
* xclusively for .M arion Lee and a certain lit- 
the rustic of your acquaintance. ’And pray 

—who is Marion Lee " you will ask. Did you 
not hear me speak of her, shortly before you 
left, as a very interesting young lady ! Left 
youmay have forgotten, let me give you a 
sketch She is one year older than jour Cla- 
.ri, a venerable maiden of eighteen, and an 

orphan. She was educated at considerable 
< xpense, and, from her infancy to womanhood.

.has (•« en accustomed to the luxuries of wealth, I 
andthe elegancies of cultivated society. But 
one of those mysterious dip nations of Pro- 
vidence, such as raised me from poverty and 
utter ignorance to be the wife of Laurine Se- 
ton, Esq, the gifted, elegant, accomplished 
Laurine Seton, has brought her down to des- 
titution, to toil for her daily bread. I loved 
her, Laurine, and I felt what a comfort and 
consolation her society would be to me while

you would be successful.”
Willis looked al her earnestly. There was 

an arch smile playing about her mouth ; Lut 
truth and sincerity were also there. He 
blushed a little. * 1 wish 1 also were sure. 
Where is Marion ! May I go to he r ?” ;

•* 1 think you will find her in the library.— 
Yes, go to her ; persuade her; I know you 
can."

" Thank you, my dear Mrs. Seton. I can
not be so sanguine, though you have inspired 
a hope.” Hle opened the door into the libra 
ry. Marion sat with her face buried in her 
hand. Tears were trickling through her 
small white fingers. Willis hesitated a mo- 
ment.. In another moment he was at her

the warnings, and entreaties of Marion could 
wile her a day from her books; nay, nor 
scarcely an hour. Her cheek grew pale, and 
her form shadowy ; yet every day found lier 
more ardently devoted to literature. Neither 
did she neglect the lighter accomplishments. 
Music was an inspiration with her. A very 
few les sons made her mistress of the. piano; 
and daily practice gave a finish, and delicate 
spirit to her performance are excelled even 
by professors. : T

Poetry was her favourite study. The works 
of the great masters became familiar to her 
as household words. Her exceedingly reten
tive memory enabled her, with very little care 
to repeat a thousand beautiful passages, even 
after long intervals ; and characters and 
scenes were embodied in her imagination 
with a Striking individuality and life-like dis- 
tinctness,

Marion marveled at her powers. Many 
years of study under the most finished masters 
had not led lier farther into the fields of liter
ature and science, than a few months had suf- 
ficed to do with Claribel. But Claribel was

ol Canna, was not the common allegorical 
picture of the period. It was generally de- 

were not slow to estimate her accomplish- picted on the tombs as a friendly genius, hol- 
ments. They gradually joined in the conver- ding a wreath in his hand, with an inverted
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nation, till Claribel found herself surrounded torch:; is a sleeping child, winged, with an 
inverted torch resting ou his wreath; or as 
love, with a melancholy torch-—the inverted

by many of the most remarkable men of the 
day. Marion, too, received a share of ad- 
miration, though she had less of genius to torch being a beautiful emblem of the gra- 
fascinate. She was less enthusiastic, and less dual self-extingulshment of the vital frame.

The disgusting representations of death 
from the contents of the charnel house, were 
not commun until the austerity of the four-

easily excited ; but beneath a very quiet exte
rior, as is usually the case, were buried foun
tains of deep and fervent feeling.

: Wine.
DE and HER.

Claribel was in conversation with M. He tenth century, and arc beginning to be a- 
made some remark which he attempted to bandoned. In more recent times, death 

seems to have been portrayed as a beautiful 
youth ; and it is under this form that he is

side.
- - * Marion,” he murmured gently, “ dear 
Marion.” She did not speak but trembled

verify by an Italian quotation. Her husband’s
surprise must be imagined when he beard tier ]
refuting the sentiment hidden from himself by- represented by Canova, on the monument 

like an aspen. “ Dearest, bestbeloved ! will a language to which he possessed no key.— which George IV., of England, erected in 
you not speak to me?" The tears streamed And, directly afterward, she was quoting Ma- 
more freely down her cheeks, and, sobbing dame de Stael in the original. He under- 
painfully, she lid her face upon his bosom.— j stood, now, the little ruse she had been play- 
He asked no more—what lover would?—but ! ing, and was deeply affected by this expres-

7Y

St. Peter’s at Rome, in honor of the Stuarts.
—American Journal.particular Ma- 
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/ XA Bashful Lover.—A Green Mountain 
boy fell in love M With a very pretty girl and de
termined to court her. To that end he dres- 
sen himself in his ′ Sunday-go-to-meetings,’ 
went to her father’s house and found her there 
alone.

* How d’ye du‘ says Jonathan.
* I m nicely—take a cheer, Jonathan,’ says 

the girl.

clasping his arms about her, breathed in her I sive token of her love. He longed to be near 
gifted by nature with the most acute percep- ear his first, deep, fervent, subduing words of her once more, and to whisper his gratitude 
tive faculties, and knowledge came to her al-love.1in her ear. 
most by inspiration. Like Miranda, she had Claribel awaited the termination of the ! Toward the last hours of the evening a call 
“ a good will to it” ; and this made the most ■ conference with a light heart. She loved her was made for music. Claribel had an early

St- ck the snh- 
ter prices than 
cargo of the friend’s happiness almost as much as her own. invitation from many voices, but distrusting 

Indeed, it made à part of her own. | the composure of her nerves after so much
Marion did not return to the drawing room unusual excitement as she had recently ex- 

for nearly an hour,after Willis had left her. perienced, she earnestly declined. But en-

intense application easy and pleasant.
When winter came, with his storms and 

gloom, and laid waste the woodlands and 
valleys, Claribel grew weary of her unbroken Jonathan took a chair, and seated himself 

in the furthest corner of the room, as though 
the beauty was a thing to be feared rather 
than loved.

* Aint you cold—had’nt you better sit up 
near the fire,’ said Sally, supposing he would 
of course, if he was going to make love at 
all, and do so in a proper manner.

* No 1 thankee, 1 reckon I’m comfortable 
returns Jonathan.

• How is your marm,’ said Sally.
′Well she’s complainin’ a leetle,’ said Jo- 

nathan.
Here a pause ensued, during which time 

Jonathan amused himself by whirling a stick.
′There is nothing new up your way, is 

there F said Sally, which Jonathan might 
understand as applying to his present situa- 
tion, or to bis father’s domicil.
Harel —oh—yis, you mean tu hum; well_

seclusion, and, accompanied by Marion, her j When she did return, one glance at her tran- treaties were renewed, and, after listening a 
quil countenance assured Claribel that all while to a variety of skilful performers, sheinseparable friend, removed to New-York.— 

Her principal object, however, was to avail 
herself of the assistance of instruction M arion

is.
you were far away. So, partly to relieve her 
from want, and partly to be a companion for 
myself, 1 prevailed on her to share my her- was not qualified to give.

sufferedherself to be led to the piano. The 
first piece she attempted was by a celebrated

was radiant with joy and grati-was well. It
tude. There was a tremulousness in her
voice, too, when she spoke, which revealed composer then present; and when she had 
the sweet agitation of her heart. Claribel finished it, he came to her, with sparkling 
forebore to disturb her silent consciousness eyes, and assured her that he fell himself ex- 
by a word or look. Her own experience had ceedingly indebted; for never before had he 
taught her how sweet it is to lock some joys heard one ol his own productions expressed 
entirely within one’s own bosom. The fol- with so perfect an individuality of melody, so 
lowing morning, however, when they were to speak, as that she had honoured by lier 
standing together in a little alcove filled with performance. Other voices, too. applauded, 
plants, Marion suddenly enquired, “ What but she heard them not; she heard only a 
will become of our flowers, Claribel, while we low sigh, breathed by one who stood at her 
are in England ?” side. She looked up and encountered a flood
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mitage. 0, she is a sweet girl,—this dear About a month after their arrival in the 
Marion of mine. She partly realizes my ideal city, a young gentleman called to deliver Cla- 
of an angel. Her form is slight and graceful, ribel a letter from her husband It contained 
her motions exceedingly animated, her limbs intelligence of great interest to her. We 
moulded to perfect symmetry, and pervading 1 will look over her shoulder while she reads, 
all, there is a certain spirituality, which makes 1 " My Dear Claribel,—The embassy with 
you feel yourself in holy presence. Her face which I am charged is delivered, but not ac-
loo, is very beautiful. I cannot describe her cepted; and circumstances which I cannot 
classically, but I can tell you that she has ! here explain will retard the accomplishment 
very large, clear eyes of a celestial blue, and of my business at least six months. But, my 
hair floating about her temples like sunbeams love, we must not be thus long separated. 1

---- Hervoice, too, is lowand soft and she sings i have made arrangements with the bearer of 
like a robin. But all her outward charms are • this letter—Willis Farley, an old college 
lost in the fascinations of her sweet temper ' friend of mine —and a noble fellow loo,—I 
and loving heart. O. Laurine! I know you "have made arrangements with him to bring 

you to me on his return next April. That 
will be even better than to come home to There

′We!" exclaimed Claribel, laughing, and of tenderness from eyes whose light was the 
shaking her head. - Ah, Marion! I fear you sunshine of lier soul She attempted to re- 
are becoming sadly fickle. We in England ! ' sign her seat, but, *′ One more, one more, 
No, dear, you are to stay and take care of the Mrs. Seton,” from many lips, withheld her. 
plants : I, alone, am to accompany Mr Far- She hesitated a few moments, and then touch- no that is yis- 
ley.” • * *. * * * 2 ing the keys very plaintively, she burst into a

was a brilliant coterie of wits and wild and tender melody that brought tears to 
geniuses assembled one evening al Lady D’s every eye. It was exquisitely simple, and 
in London She was one of the most popu- new to every ear. No voice broke the si- 
lar ladies in the metropolis, and a great pa- lence for more than a minute after she had 
troness of literature. Her house was the re- ceased. The composer at last spoke : "Pray 
sort of the great and gifted, and on this even- tell us, Mrs Seton, the author of-that sweet, 
ing she had given a party with a view to col- sweet thing " " And of the words, of the 
lect them in honour of a favourite friend,- 
Laurine Seton and his beautiful wife. Many 
of the most lovely women of the city were 
there, and the young American bride was ex
pected with no little interest. Al length the 
door was thrown open, and Mr. Seton and „.- 
Lady, and Mr. Farley and Lady were announ- I too happy to speak, but as he led her away Jonathan thought a moment of this equir-
ced. i from the piano, a, silent pressure of the hand ocal reply, and then, after placing his knife

Lady D. rose to welcome them. Claribel told her how deeply he was affected. "Lau- in his pocket, and blowing his nose, he drew 
came forward leaning on her husband’s arm, rine, forgive rue,” she whispered. I have in- his chair by the side of pretty Sally, gent.y 
and looking tery, very beautiful. She was tended no triumph, but I am happy if a year’s encircled her waist, and—the next week they 
dressed with elegant simplicity, and there was * assiduous application has spared you one mo- were married.
a y inning and indescribable grace in her mien i ment’s mortification. I care for no approval. An Arab Netort — Why do you not thank 

save for your gratification.” " Dearest,” he God, said Mansur to an Arab. " that since 
replied, * I do not yet half know you. Ill have been your ruler you have never been 
tremble to find how greatly you now excel all afflicted with the plague?" "God is too just 
my fondest dreams of what I dared to hope to send two scourges upon us at once,” was 
you might be. Tolhink of my little rustic the reply, but it cost the bold speaker his 
wife becoming the star oi London.”. (life.

Mammoth Skeleton.—Almost every day 
brings to light some new evidence of the an-

-our spotted cow’s got a cali!’
Sugar.
Io RICO MO.

said Jonathan.would love her. Arc you not glad I have 
found so gentle and affectionate a friend ! Sally would undoubtedly have laughed at

this queer piece of information, only she was 
loo much vexed at the bashfulcess of the

*** Well, Marion and I have delightful ram- 
bles in the woodlands and over the hills ; we 
have formed acquaintance with all the squir- 
rels arid woodpeckers that are to be found;

you ;-4or can see England together.
Perhaps you can prevail on your friend Mari

speaker. Al length, after another protracted 
silence, Sall got up a small edition of a scream

SUGAR, on to accompany you. At all events, be sure 
that she is provided with a situation suited to

and in 
alone !’

a loud voice exclaimed, ‘Let meW. STREET. and even the flowers seem to recognize us, her merits ; and when we are once more es- 
dear home, she shall sweet thing”

words!” exclaimed a poet of the company. * Why, says Jonathan, dropping his knife 
Claribel blushed, and replied, * I cannot tell.”, and stick in astonishment, why 1 aint touchin’

and to smile at our approach. Sometimes to tablished in our own
vary our amusement; and do a little kindness make a flower in our family wreath. Mr.

URE OF % to our fellow-creatures, we visit the dwellings
* of the poor, and the sick, and aid them as

they have need. Sometimes, too, Marion and 
I have a fine frolic with aunt Weldon over 
the churn.

“You ask me if I write poetry now-adays. 
Poetry, forsooth ! now you didn’t mean to 
laugh at me, did you? No, Laurine; my 
foolish rhyming habit is getting cured in your 
absence, and I am returning to the plain prose 
of ordinary chit-chat. Marion and I are 

, great chatterboxes ; and sometimes I get a 
little beyond the * land of prose,’ when talking 
to lier of you. She is a little fountain of

Farley will inform you of the arrangements 1 
hare made for you : and I trust, my precious 
one, that no cbstacles will keep you from me. 
The ladies of my acquaintance in London of- 
ten ask me concerning my wife. You will 
admire many of them exceedingly. But Far
ley waits. 1 can only say, come, and God 
bless you !

LAURINE SETON."
Claribel’s joy was greater than we can ex

press. She laughed and wept alternately over 
the letter, and even forgot her studies in the 
wilderness of her emotions. But she forgot 
them not long; for thesanticipation ol shortly

" I can,”gently interposed Marion. ‘Could on ye.
* Well,’ says Sally, in a voice which might 

be indicative of fear, but sounded very much
other than the author performanything so ex
quisitely !"

Every one looked gratified. Laurine wase, by Coach 
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I and manners which was as new as it was en- 
chanting. ” She returned the salutations of the 
company with ease and modesty, and surpris-poetry herse If: and, if ever she gets in love. meeting her husband, and being introduced 

by him into the higher circles of London so- 
ciety, was a new incitement to make herself 

your brow, |worthy of her station. Yet never was a se
cret more sedulously kept than her’s. Even 
Willis Farley, who became a frequent visiter

/*
Aher.husband by her dignified assuranceshe will oul-poctize Sappho. Pray, am 1 not 

becoming very classic? I fancy, my love.londays. Wed 
. m

and self-possession. There was a little flut-
tering about his heart when he saw the obvi
ous admiration she excited, and a half sigh 
escaped his lips, when lie remembered how

that I see a shade creeping over
and hear you murmur, * How can Claribel

By order of Government, the roads in Prus
sia are lined on each side with fruit trees.—

write so gayly while I am away ? Deer Lau- 
rine ! the tears are stealing down my checks 
all the while I am writing to you ; but, al the

INDARD- 
DAY, BY 
(4.

Andrews, 
1CK.

antediluvian world. Two hundred milesduring the winter, knew her only in lier cha- little qualified she was to retain anything more 
than that excited by her native gifts and gra- above St. Louis, the remains of a mammothNoticing that sum of them had a wisp of straw

attached to them, 1 inquired of the coach-! animal have just been discovered. T hey are 
described as 16 feet high and 32 long, with

racier of untutored simplicity. He was plea- 
sed with her winning grace, and impressed 
with her beauty ; but sometimes he could not

ces. He would willingly have excused him- 
self from attendance al this soiree, but as it 
was intended as an express honour to himself 
and lady, he could find no plausible apology 
for absence. His heart sunk, when he saw 
Lady D. draw up a chair and open a conver
sation with his wife. He removed his seat to 
lier side, in hope to be of assistance. Clari- 
bel looked up at him and smiled a little ro- 
guishly. He did not comprehend the smile, 
but he soon found that iris presence was not 
needed as an assistance. He became a si- 
lent auditor. Lady D. commenced by ask
ing Claribel questions about American au- 
thors,—their characters and habits of life.— 
Claribel answered satisfactorily, and ventured 
some very sweet and appropriate remarks 
upon the trials and discouragements attendant 
upon authorship in a new country, like Ame
rica, and of the many temptations and allure
ments which the offices and partisanships of a

same time, the employment exhilerates my 
spirits, and makes me wild with joy.

• * Do not forget me, dearest, among the ! but feel there must be many mortifications in 
many beautiful and accomplished ladies you reserve for his friend Seton, in bringing such 
meet in London. W hen you return you shall, a little specimen of rusticity into association

men what it meant. He replied, that the 
straw. was intended as a notice to the public 
not to take fruit from those trees without

enormous tusks. Ihe monster appears to 
have been web-footed, having no hoofs, but 
toes. By comparing the size of his frame 
with a large ox, he is estimated to have weigh- 
ed 100 000 pounds, or 50 tons 1 It is not even 
suggested the amount of food he would have 
required for his breakfast ; but for dinner, 
provided he was an anti-Grahamite, he would 
have been satisfied with nothing short of 
half a dozen buffaloes, with fifty bushels of 
potatoes, to produce anything like a surfeit 
at his meals. The remains will soon be ex- 
hibited in all the Atlantic cities.

A Sufficient Eicnst. —The New-York 
Express states that the name of Mr. Lawrence 
Van Buskirk, of No. 274 Seventeenth-street, 
having been drawn on the Court of Sessions, 
the Sheriff on going to summon him, was in
formed that Mi. Van Buskirk was over 100 
years old, and had served on juries nearly 
four score years ago. The excuse of the aged 
veteran being a lawful one, Was deemed am- 
ply sufficient, and his attendance at the Court 
of Sessions was very properly dispensed with.

Jeffries, the celebrated British reviewer, 
once remarked that it was his firm belief that 
if a premium of a thousand dollars were of- 
fered for the best translation of the Greek 
Bible, it would be taken by a Yankee, who 
till the offer was made, had never seen a word 
ira his life —th it he would commence learn- 
ing the language immediate ly, to qualify 
himself for the great undertaking, and would 
sinish the whole work quicker than any other 
person, and bear off the premium.

special permission. “ 1 fear,” said I, * that 
such a notice in my country, would but be an 
invitation to attack them.” " Haben sie 
keins schulcn ?" (Have you no schools ?) was 
his significant rejoinder.—Prof. Stowe.
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teach me to know whal they know, and do with the educated and refined, with whom he 
as they do. What a sweet little plan we had 
formed just before you were called away!— 
Huw much I was going to learn, and how

mingled. He contrasted lier with Marion
Lee; but was he an impartial judge? Clari
bel, willing as she ever was to be deprecia
ted, or rather to have those she loved com-proud you were to be of my accomplishments!

Those bright visions have all passed away;
but when you are once more al our dear lit - a roguish smile, " No.” 
de home, and 1 am then at your side, we will 

a renew those pleasant dreams, will we not

Nature to Death.—The idea of the intense 
suffering immediately preceding dissolution 
is, and has been so general, that the term, 
“agony.” has been applied to it by many 
languages. In its origin the world means 
nothing more than a contest or strife ; but it 
has been extended so as to embrace the pangs 
of death and every violent pain. The agony 
of death, however, physiologically speaking 
instead of being a stale of corporeal turmoil 
and anguish, is one of insensibility. The

mended above her, would have answered,with

When Claribel first proposed to Marion to 
be her companion to England, she acceded 
to the request with gratitude and pleasure.—lore !

•• It is now two months since you left me, 
in ten more you will return. Dear Laurine 
you will make those long months happy to 
me by frequent letters,—will you not ? And. 
if you love me, guard your own peace I 

have a thousand fears for you ; but I trust in 
Heaven. Thanks, ten thousand thanks, for 

' the precious faith you taught me. It is my 
strength and my joy in all trials'; and it will 
sustain me when everything else is gone,- 
even, Laurine, your own idolized self.

* It is a beautiful evening, dearest ; would 
you were here to walk with me. Marion has 
just entered the room, and gently entreated 
me to ramble with her. I cannot deny the 
dear girl, and so will close this poor letter, 
with a promise soon to send you a longer and 
better one. Dearest Laurine, I remain, as 
ever, your own

uho have no ac- 
id for in advance 
off at the shortes

But, in a few weeks, she began to grow rest- 
ire when the subject was discussed, and at 
last made known her determination to remain
behind. In vain Claribel besought her 
sons. She would only blush, and turn

red- 
awayMrs 8. Connick 
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to hide her tears. But her friend was not hurried and labored breathing, the peculiardemocratic government were continually of
fering to wile them from the thankless toils of sound on inspiration, and the turned up eye-

quite blind. She determined to consult Mr 
Farley. At his next visit, which was not 
long deferred, when Marion was absent from balls, instead of being evidences of sutlering.literature.

From authors,they passed naturally to their 
productions, with which Claribel discovered 
herself familiar, and instituted some very ori
ginal and very striking comparisons between 
the works of her countrymen and that of Brit- 
ish authors. From American literature they

arc now admitted to be signs of the brain 
having lost all, or almost all, sensibility to 
impressions. An easy death is what all de
sire, and, fortunately, whatever have been 
the previous pangs, the closing scene in most 
ailiments in general of this character, la the

the room, she introduced the subject.
"So it seems, Mr. Farley, that I am to 

to England unattended by my friend.”
Willis started and blushed. € How 

Mrs. Seton ?”

8°
so.

"She refuses to accompany me; and my 
most urgent solicitations avail nothing.:1 
never knew Marion obstinate before.”

• • Does she assign no reasons * c
“Her only answer is a blush or a tear, and

beautiful mythology of the ancients. Deathgracefully and unwittingly entered the do-
Imains of the old world, pausing not with was known as the Daughter of Night, and 
Scott, and By ron, and Wordsworth, but cros- the Sister of Sleep. She was the only dlvini- 
sing the change ! to Franc • and f m thence ty to whom no sacrifice was ever made, be- 
passing into the land of Goethe and Schiller. ------- ------* "............'--------- -------------------

Whatever subject they touched upon, Cla-

1cause it was lull that no human interferencea shake oi the head. I wish you would en- 
deavour to change her determination. I

C L A R I B E L . "
Time passed onward, and the young wite 

progressed rapidly in her studies. Not all should indeed be very grateful. 1 am sure ribel expressed herself modestly
could arrest her arm. yet her approach was 

grace- contemplated without any physicaTappreben; and
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