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SONG OF THE GREEK AMAZOZ*.
■ V w. c. DU VA NT.

1 borkli* to my xlcnder wide 
The |ii»tol an-l the eeimrtar,

And in my maiden Howe» and pride 
An- come to share the tasks of war.

And yonder stands my fiery steed,
That paw. the ground, and neighs to ge,

Mr charger is of the Arab breed—
I took niin from the routed foe.

My mirror is the mountain spring,
At which I dress my ruffled hair ;

My dimmed and dusty arms i bring,
And wa»h away the blood-stain there.

Why should I guard frm i wind and sun 
, This cheek, whose virgin rose is fled l 
I It was for one—oh ! onlv one—

I kept its bloom, and he is dead.

I But they who slew him-unaware 
I Of coward murderers lurking nigh—
I And left him to the fowls of air.

Are yet alive—and they must die.
I They slew him ; and my x irgin years 
1 Arc vowed to Greece and vengeance now, 
| And many an OViani dame, in tears,

Mhalt rue the Grecian maiden’s vow !

I I touched the lute in better days,
I I led in diiuce the joyous hand ;

Ah ! they may move to mirthful li ys 
Whose hand can touch a lover’s hand,

| The march of hosts that hate to meet 
Seems gayer than the dance to me,

1 The lute'» sweet tones u~e not so sweet 
As the fierce shouts of victor, ■

HORRORS OF WAR.

r few think of the real horrors of war, as 
s been enacted within a few years ! Wc 

,i of battle afar off, in South America or 
hiny and of thousands killed—We have 
'ome so used to running over such accounts, 
t few dwell upon them with that shudder 
ich would come over them were they to 
I the reality of the picture !
■ have had' my atteition turned to this parti
ally just now, from reading some incidents 
trlation to Waterloo—that theatre whereon 

§ fate of Bonaparte was sealed, 
hit few tli it do not know that the battle of 
terloo was the last that that man of blood 
jht. Many of the nations of Europe, f"nr- 

Ithe colossal power lie was acquiring, emn- 
|ri to crush him—and the village of Water- 

g/.i™ plain whereon they met. Bon i- 
jjb*v that his humaii -destiny depended 

rattle—so did his antagonists. There- 
4ttle was fought with most dreadful 

Jiion, on both sides. A spectator (on the 
|r after) of the field of carnage, into 

| qui-'t village was turned, has ile- 
jj'u can apple- 

branch of

b of viiv clothed in all his terrors, held up
Is atyj—When the sun rose, the battle field 
int-d ilie most t-rriide spectacle of car- 
1, The dead lay there in thousands. With 
i, human pain and agonv weic over. But 

I them a multitude ot maimed wretches 
lei- ‘ermingled, mutilated by wounds, and 
Urvd by thirst and hunger. On the surface 

■the txvo square miles, it was ascertained 
pt fifty thousand men and h «rses were lying ! 
p luxurious trop of ripe grain, wliicfi had 
■red the field, and was reduced to litter, 
| trodden down by the cavalry, and furrow- 
*»eply by cannon wheels. Helmets, sliat- 
d firerarms, broken swords, and all the va- 
f of military ornaments—caps and highland 
c"*is, the pennon, dm ms and bugles, all 

iagleil in inextricable confusion.
I many places, the deni lay four iu:> on 
|kofher ! marking tlie spot, wherr some 

eh square had occupied, when exposed for 
» to the murderous fire of the French bat- 

pi—Outside, lancers and curiassers werq 
I thickly on the earth. Farther oij, 

k trace the spot where the cavalry of the 
knch and English had encountered. Chas- 
I W|d hussar had intermingled, and the hea- 
I Norman horse of the imperial guard

aft 'r) oi me new oi earn a g 
LflV'jpat qui-'t village was turned, li 
HmmLseene pres-nt"d. We can 
hr*o hy fully, that the olive hrai 
lee s Tver us, when we have thus t

interspersed with the gory chargers which had 
carried Albion’s Chilvalry. Here the heavy 
dragoon, with “ Erin’s ” bade™ upon his hel
met, was grappled in «lea" with the Polish

Could the melancholy appearance of the 
field of de .tli be heightened, it would he by 
witnessing the researihus of the living, amid 
its desolations, for the objects of its love t— 
Mothers, and wives, and children, were for 
days, occupied in that mournful duty—and the 
confusion of the corpses, friend and foe, inter
mingled as they were, often rendered the affec
tionate attemp* futie, that would rescue fiom 
this h- ap of mortality, a father or soil, a 
brother or tiiend, to give him the last rites of 
sepulture ! ”

This is but faint picture of one only of the 
sa.iguinary battles that have been enacted on 
the surface of th" earth ! How much have 
they to answer, who have ftm-nted them !— 
when between the great mass of the contend
ing parties, there was no hardness toward each 
other. The same writer has a case in point, 
showing how little of ill blood there is between 
contending parties :

There never was, and probably never will 
he, so powerful an example of ,lie influence of 
national confidence anil courtes'*, remaining 
unimpaired even during the continuance of a 
ferocious engagement, as that which Talavera 
exhibits. • * All the morning the battle rage ', 
aim the day assault was ns unsuccessful! as the 
li ght attack had proved. Both armies had 
I* h on the ground, hut none had slept—the 
trooper with his horse’s bridle round his arm— 
t‘ie soldier, in momentry expectation of a fresh 
al'empt, listened in every noir for the ene
my’s approach. No wonder, then, that a sul
try day in July found both sides overcome 
with heat and hunger—and by a sort of com
mon assent, long before noon, hostilities ceas
ed, and the French cooked their dinners, while 
uii: muftiui. i.„j and bread served out. 
Ihcn it was that a curious scene «... .. i « 
small stream, tributary to the Tagus, flowed 
through a part of the battle ground, and sepa- 
i atvil the combatants. During the pause that 
the heat of the weather and the weariness of 
the tloops produced, both armies went to the 
banks of the rivulet for water. The men ap
proached each other fearlessly, threw down 
their raps and muskets, chatted »o each other 
like old acquaintances. All aapeuly of feeling 
seemed forgotten. To a stranger they would 
appear more like an allied force than men hot 
from a ferocious conflict, and only gathering 
strength and energy to recommence it anew. 
But a still nobler rivalry forjhe time existed— 
til - interval was iinployttMn carrying oil' the 
wounded, who lay intermixed upon the hard 
contested field ; and, In the honor of both Ire 
it told, each endcavoreu to extricate the com
mon sufferers, and remove their infortimate 
friends and enemies without distinction. Sud
denly the bugles sounded—the drums beat to 
arms—many of the rival soldiery shook hands 
and parted with the expressions of mutual es
teem, and in ten minutes after they Wi re again 
at the bayonet’s point.’*

(From the New-York Herald.)
THE VIRGIN Ql'EEN OF ENGLAND—A 

LITTLE NAPOLEON IN PETITCOATfl.
Why is it that in this republican country— 

this pure democracy—this great locofoco hive 
why is it, that every body, man and woman, 
takes such an interest in the youn r, spotless, 
fair, Interesting virgin Queen of England ! 
There is more interest felt about her move
ments—and move enthusiasm created about her 
fate— than for all the sovereigns that God ever 
made out of old leather and piunella. Young 
and old—locofoco and conservative—democrat 
and federalist—read, and talk, and speculate, 
on Epgland’s maiden Queen. Why is it so ?

At the last accounts, she was at Windsor 
Castle, enjoying the bewitching scenery of 

1 that delightful spot. Windsor Castle, if it bad 
a little American sunshine—if a pure amaric.au 
atmosphere hung over it—would bu one of the 
sweetest spots in Europe. With the fogs, and 
mists, and showers, end cloudy weather of 
England, K is even a lovely place. This re

treat, and Brighton, arc the great favorite.* of 
Victoria, for, though young in years, she is 
matured in feelings and thoughts.

Probably the interest with which she is in
vested in this country, arises from the singula
rity of her position. In no other age—in no 
other country, has sut h a mighty nation as 
England be™n tranquilly governed by a fair 
and interesting young woman. It is the first 
time, in the history of empires, that such a 
singular and poetical juncture in human affairs 
has taken place, Elizabeth was a maiden 
queen—but Elizabeth was past the meridian 
of life when she succeeded to the crown of 
her father. She was ordinary and common- 
ulac.*—Victoria is young and pretty—petite 
like a fairy—but full of spirit, good sense and

On une occasion, the ladies of lier suite wen 
over-heard by, discussing, in whispers, the 
probability ol her marriage. « Ladies,” S lid 
she—“it is all very natural for you to talk of 
that event—hut, 1 can assure you, that your 
thoughts are all in advance of mine.** Alter - 
pause, during which the “ pale cast of 
thought ” gave its hue to her fair cheek, she 
added, with a si «h—“ if 1 were married to
morrow, every error of my government would 
lie laid to my charge, anil in y husband **—hot 
here she stopt in mid career, and instantly 
changed the conversation.

Her spiiits i. also piouil and imperious, at 
the same time that she has much good feeling 
and dentil of reflettion. In the garden attach
ed to Buckingham Palace, one day she order
ed the Lady in Waiting to bring her a shawl. 
The Lady in Waiting nodded to one of the 
maids of honor—the latter, in her turn, nodded 
to another, and that o»her neglected to obey 
instantly, having probaldy been engaged in a 
flirtation with a page. The Queen repeated 
her order with some emphasis. The ladies 
started—and the shawl was brought. As she 
drew its ample folds round her classical bust, 
•he nut on a look of soir" severity, «>•••» *— 
sa 1-* • .1 — • u* .„rh negligence
tak. | lace again.”

Tim personal influence of the young queen 
is increasing as her energy and talents an* un
folded. She acts from strong and natural im
pulses. There is, to be sure, a little of the 
young worn mi in them, hut still they are be
coming. She believes the old to i *s to be her 
pcisi n 11 foes, and never hesitates in express 
her feelings. To the Duchess of Northum
berland she said one day—“ I kr.ow you aie 
my enemy, i ut yet 1 love you.” Melbourne 
and Pulmeistun arc both great personal favo
rite with the Queen. They are very attentive 
tu lier little whims, and with polished inannmg, 
she is much captivité.!. She has a very high 
regard for the Duke of Wellington, and never 
Likes any important step without seeing him.

The Queen of England, from her character, 
her youth, her power, occupies a more impor
tant position in human affairs, than any other 
person now alive.—Not in England alone does 
she excite enthusiasm—throughout Europe 
and America, there is an intense feeling of in
terest felt for her position anil destiny. In En
gl mil, she is the idol of the mob—the divinity 
of the mass 's. Wherever 1 went, I could see 
this. In this republican country, among all 
classes, she excites as much interest, though 
of a n o r refined and poetical character. In 
England, paitv ami faction mix with the sen
timent—here it is a pure abstraction—a vision 
of the Imagination—a throb of the heart alone.

How comes it to be so ? How can it be 
explained philosophically ? Very easily.

In th’’ classic age of. Greece, the brilliant 
fancy and refined feelings of that wonderful 
people, clothed every jtower of matter and 
of mind with the attributes of humanity. 
Wisdom wet represent 'd as a young woman 
with classical features, starting from the head 
of Juno—Love was pictured forth as another, 
b-autiful, enchanting, and luscious—rising 
from the waves that flows gentlv around the 
rock of Salami*—the Graces walked over the 
liwns and threaded the groves—and the 
Naiads reclined on the flowery vales, or laved 
their naked beauties in the limniu streams. 
Political power has been heretofore held by 
woman, bet never, in the history of the world,

till now, has the power of an empire, on which 
the sun never sets, been wielded by an intel
ligent, sensible, amiable, interesting, pretty 
fascinating young woman, with a fire figure, 
exquisite bust, fair face, auburn hair, rosy lips, 
small feel, and graceful in every movement. 
The poetical feelings of fifty centuries have 
collected around Victoria, and given her a 
name and a fame, that is pri lectly unique. If 
England is to lie preserved from a radical and 
bloody revolution, it is the influence which 
this your g woman of destiny exercises over 
the imagination of the masses, an influence 
that may prevent,check, or moderate its foice. 
If the Canadian Patriots arc defeated in all 
their attempts to excite American sym* thy 
for their cause, it's owing to the singular in
fluence which that young girl exercises over 
th™ imagination of the Republic. Fanny 
Wright may speak till doomsday—her hollow 
cheeks—wild air, short red hair, high cheek 
bones, haggard appearance, cannot >tand for a 
moment. before the soft smiles, and sweet looks 
and dimpled cheeks of fair Victoria.

These are not idle fancies. We do verily 
believe, that the Virgin Queen of England is 
destined to he one of the most extraordinary 
characters of the prese nt age, or ary century. 
She is a little Napoleon in petticoats—as do- 
termined, as lofty, as geneious, as original as 
he was. Wait and see.

MISCELLANEOUS EXTRACTS.

Type Stickers.—We casually mentioned a 
dav or two ago that the newly elected Mayoi 
of Baltimore was a s’ oil time* since a journey^ 
man printer. The instances arc net ra~: in 
which those bred to the profession of printing 
have become distinguished anil honored. I'd 
say nothing of Franklin, the beacon light of 
the craft, we have in our day more than one
taft'dr. AWxtmkir myj.”',
journeyman printer ; Samuel T. Arr trong, 
late Mayor of this city, was once a journey
man printer ; Mr. Knapp, the Secretary of 
State in Vermont, was a printer. And what is 
of more consequence, in the editorial profes
sion, some of the most distinguished were bred 
in the cralt. Our neighbour Greene, the po
pular editor of the Morning Post, was once a 
ragged little roller hoy. Mr. Homer of th# 
Gazette, was brought up on ]>ica and brevity. 
We recollect, many ye tis since, of seeing a 
tow-headed, overgrown boy, in an obscure 
minting office in Vermont. That boy is now 
Mr. Greely, the talented editor of the New 
Yorker. Of equally obscure origin was the 
editor of the New Yoik Spirit of the limes. 
Mr. William T. Porter.—The first we saw of 
Deacon Weld, the editor of the New York 
Sun, and a clever writer foi varions mag*- 
z'mes, &c. was in a printing ol ice at Lowell, 
when he was no higher in trrade than a “ prin
ter’s devil.” The truth is, if a hoy ha» gi - 
nius, the art of printing will draw it out and 
set it to work. Printers, with the same 
amount of natural talent, ah ays make the 
most popular editors, because they imbibe the 
tact of the profession. Schooled ,«mong 
“ types and shatiows,” they have every oppor- 
ti. iiy of studying public taste, and of diveri
fying their minds so as to meet the various 
wants of their various readers. The disci
pline of their minds may not lie so severe and 
rigid as tlXrt required for eminence in the le
gal profession ; hut this is a peculiarity which 
the great mass of readers cars nothing about. 
Tact— give us editorial fact. In our profes
sion it is every thing.—Boston Times.

Classification of newspaper readers.— 
Shenstone, the poet, divides the readers of s 
newspaper into seven classes. He says :— 
“First, the ill-natured look at the list of bank
rupts ; Second, the poor to the price of bread : 
third, Stock jobbers to the lies of the day; 
fourth, The old maid to the marriages ; fifth, 
The prodigal to the deaths ; sixth, The mo- 
noplist to the hopes of a wet and bad harvest ; 
seventh, The hoarding school, and all otket 

liters tyoung misses t« matters relating to Grata*


