Tho Editor of the Grismbler proudly announces that lic hiag
at last ded in making ts with some eminent
young American Literati, who bave long been employed In
writlug fArdlling and excliing novelcttes for the New York

éklies, The followlag splendid story,
New York life in s fashionahle phage, he now has
of proscnling to big renders :—

WEC YT ™ EF XD O S g
OB THE STRICKEN HEART.

A STORY OF PASUIONADLE LIFA IN NEW VORK.

T yiog
the lwnor

BY W4BUINGTOX I, BUDBS,
The talented suthor of *' Tullamow,or tho Bloody Keptile.”

CUAPTER 1.

Gracefully, oh! how gracefolly did the lovely
Buphemin St. Jullien glide through the dance that
night. 'The glorious cresture moved with that proud
and swan-liko frecdorn known only to women whose
infancy has been swaddled in the star spangled
banner; freedom, to which neither the awkward yet
haughty aristocrat of London, nor her superior, the
elaborate-mannored and artificial darao of Parig, can
evor pretend.  The costly velvet carpet (from Bulby
& Bucks, 169 Broadway) scarcely yielded to her white

" satin slipper ns she skimmed along, and the alabaster
rymphs, wherewith Hiram Powers' gifted chiscl bad
garnished the magnificent salon, scarcely cqualled in
clegance its heautiful young mistress.  How superbly
she looked, ns the strains of the world-renowned
Gammony Iall Band bore her on their siream of
clody. Fow thie dinmonds, with which her robe
was thickly set at every hem, flashed in the light of
one of Lyman Mugg & Son's world-famous chande-
licrs. She was indecd 2 rapture and a gush, an em-
anation from the very stara.

Music, ah! what need bad Euphemia for wusic to
marl bt steps ; sho had imbibed, it is true, the teache
ing of our most celebrated professors, whose skill (as
i3 admitted by all who bave scen American dancing)
is uncquailed, but she needed it not. The plask-dew
fcom the matble fountain in ber gilded ball fell not
more cerininly upon the rich mosaic puvemcnt' than
Qid ber tiny foot touch the embossed flowers at the
given moment when it was due; ber heart, her soul,
wrero in the dance, and o planet might have strayed
from its appointed orbit more casily than could the
heavenly Euphemia bave swerved from Ler graceful
cpreer.

The Honorable Jefferson F. Kidoodle watched her
with o lover's intense gaze. Could cught carthly
come up to Buphemia, yet that god-like form, redolent
of maturo’s nobility, might seem to balance her, A tall
pale forehead, lustrous as marble, exquisitely voluptu-
ous Grecian fentures, cyes of the most unutterable vio~
1et, bair jetly ag the raven’s wing : suck was Jefforson
F. Kidoodle. Already he had distinguished himself in
the field and in the council, though still under twenty-
five, the d less young Republi had made bis
_voice heard in the noble halls of the Legislature of
his great country ; and though he looked delicately
feminine, thosc who glanced at his rose colored vest,
might sce between it and his richly embroidered shict
o silver haodled bowie knife, which had been drawn
threo tioes, and thrice had his conntrylosta son. He
leaned against the jetty tel-piece, and his small
whito hand, adorned with a priceless emerald, lay
like a gnow flako upon a nigger. As Euphemis and
her partacr rested for a moment from the polka,
Jefferson ¥, Kidoodlo concluded to ask her hand.

“Pretty Indy,” bo said, in the rich sweet voice,

peculiar only to the Italian and the American, *may
my devotion aspire to the next spin with you”?

“T would hope,” seid her partner,  Judge of great
celebrity, ¢ that I have acquitted rayself so well, that
I shall not be discharged as yet.”

“Y guess you aro a queer Judge now,” retorted
the spirituel Jefferson F. Kidoodle, “not to know
thot o discharge always follows an acquittal.”

“Then I move for a new Trinl,” said the Judge,
displeased at being thus successfully tripped up by
ono so much younger. “Rule refused with costs,”
responded Jefferson F., and the next moment his arm
was around the yiclding waist of the beauty, and he
boro her away. The dark eye of the Judgo lowered
flashingly upon him, but it was for an instant only.
Trained to conceal his ficrcest emotions, Judge Bowie
mastered his countenance, for at that moment Mr. St.
Jullien, one of our wealthest New York merchant
princes, came up.

“Saw you at the Cars this morning, Judge, and
afterwards at the Tombs.”

“1 did not sec you,” replied the Judge.

At that instant the sight of Euphemia and Jefferson
F. revolving with excessive grace, and looking the
delight each felt at the others adwitation, stung the
haughty Judge with an unaccustomed paog, and he
vowed vengeance. Accustomed to all the artifices of
Law, a plot with Judge Bowic was but the work of
amoment, His friendly smile followed the corus-
cating couple ; and as the cosily robe of Euphemia
touched him like a seraplts wing in her Might, he
seid to the merchant prince, glancing ot Jefferson F.,
“T hope that he means 1o escape.  Swindling is but
smartness in exaggeration, but forgery is a blunder.”

The old man’s cycs opened widely, but the expres-
sion on the Judge’s face defied bis scrutiny.  After
& moment or two of vacant staring, the merchant
prince led him into a charmingly furnished boudoir,
where three golden lamps spread at once soft light
aud perfumed incense, and seating himself upon a
spiended white satin couch, demanded what he
iueant.

[This thrilling life-like story will be continved in

our next.]
S

THE ST. GEORGE'S SO0CIETY ON A VISIT T0 ST.
PATRI

The Colonist of lio 20th, says, that at the St.
Patricks Anniversary Dioner, Mr. Harman, the Presi-
dent of the St. George’s Society, in replying to the
toast of the *Sister Societies,” very appropriately an-
nounced that tho charitablo body which he repre-
sentod, was “ throwing bread upou the waters of their
# {roubled countrymen, and that they would, after
“many days, find it’! This is, as farag we can ro-
member, the very first practical application of
Southeys floury idea: but we confess wo don’t quite
understand tho operation, and havo somo doubts as {o
its success. Dry bread is poor stuff in all i

T0 ROSY.

1.
My Rosy s a preity Inss
With ewectly dimpled cheek,
With eycs reflecting like a glass,
Tler soul so purc, %0 meek.
Her soMMy walving, golden haje
Glides down her neck fa curls,
Each passing brecze, while lingering (here,
er ringlets fondly twirls.
tu
Her volce, 60 musical and low,
My bosom strangely thrills,
When e’er 1 hear Jis slivery flow
My soul with rapture Oits.
Iler articss converse chanms my car
Like music from above;
Oh'! that I could, when she Jo near,

But prove how much I love,
——————

THE TABLES TURNED,
LOWER CANADA IN A STATE OF FERMENT.
UPPER CANADTAN TYRANNY,
YE ANCIENT CAPITAL TO THE RESCUE.
Torrible state of Confusion, -

[ Special Telegragh to the Grumbler.]
QuEnEc, 6 p. m., March 19, 1860,

Every one here is in the state of the wildest con-
fusion and cmsternation. Business is entircly sus-
yended, aud so will Brown be if he do not clear out
immediately. The moulons arc enraged ; their Gallic
blood is fived, and<hey swear cteroal vengeance on
the nuthor of their misery. The military have been
called out, and as I telegeaph you, they are forming
into line in Yront of the Parlinmeut Howse. The
streets are crowded with excited citizens wheo, tear-
ing their coats from their backs, nnd tossing their
hats into the air, shout dire and dreadful destruction
on the lender of the opposition. Notre langue, nos
lois, el nos inslil y are end Brown has
“fired the first gun,”* but Frenchmen will not stand
quietly by and see their rights and libertics trodden
under foot by a ranting, howling Clear Grit from
Upper Canade. They are n free people; freedom
they wnust have, and for freedom they will fight while
o drop of pure French blood cowvses in their veine,
What the result of this dreadful state of things ray
be I cannot say at present, but I shall telegraph you
anon. DBrown, I think, must swing. Tell bis friends
80, and let them come to his rescue, or it may be too
late,

{Since we received the above we are happy to state
that the excitement bas sbated ; Mr. Brown did not.
attempt to firc more than one gun, which entirely re--
dicved the minds of the populace, and they hnve re.
turned to smoke their pipes and drink their rum as
quictly ag before. Mr. Brown’s fricnds may therefore:
make themselves ensy in regard to bis personal safety.

but why should Mr. Hrrman throw the Society's loawes
into the water! And if ho insists upon sonking the
bread, why should’at his ¢ troubled countrymen” be al-
lowed to find it “ until after manydays)” by which timo
the chances ave that it will bave d o condj-

He has promised to fire no more guns. The very
warm nature of our telegraphic despatceh arises from
the fact that our correspondent js of French extrac-
tion, and therefore any little inaccuracics e may bave

tion of poultice? May wejteke tho liberty of sug-
gesting that the bread (like Mr. Harman blmself, at
tho St. Patrick’s dinner) should be foasted before being
soaked ;—such 5. course would more nearly equalize
the two occasions, for it would impsrt o clearing,
although deceptivo color to those waters of charity,
and make them almost as generous to tho cyo as are|
those other liquids in which convivial toasts are

usunlly stecped.

itted must be attributed to the warmth of his
feelings.}—Ep. Groupree.
#*3¢o tho Globs of a late date, on Mr, Brown's having .
:g@:l:d”t? :h&ou::::a nl e"i}m;“r_nh gmylrn for conltll-llllil;l:gl
n accor: w!
foan E: i e '3 ¢3 of the conventionlately

Hackaied,

——The

nafy
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Joint Authority.



