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All oup resders know that Ronzry . Mownge, the edi-
tor of the Philadelphia Alhum, has grestly distin. .|
ished himeelf by his beautiful poetry in the Souse-
nirs and monthly Msguzines of the day. Me has been
o kil as to send us the following article, and we’
commend it (o the pth'ie. It is not often that news-

er readers meet wi'h any thing s0 well worthy of
PR sdnration. — New England Weekly Heotvw.

CHATTERFON THFE. NIGHT BEFORE HIS
DEA

.

ANl Earth is still, and the Night's starry arch
0'erspreads the sleeping world! Would | could sleep?
Wol:d that the fiery fever of my brain "
Were cool'd by slummber or were chill’d by death!
Well! I have lived Summers, but am not
Angions for further pilgrimage on earth!

The Morn may come anc lovk upon my corte—
And yet L would not by self-martynlom

Go down among the tombs! Would | were dead!
Thou «olemn—thou interminahle night

8o atill an 1 yet so heantiful with fires

That light thy face of shadow—1 have been
Long time communing with those dazsling orbs
Hang glitterinz above me—I have thought

Of my green life, so lone and desolate,

And wished that it might s0on become extinct.
1am nat of this worll's groes elements—

Mr snirit oft goes forth 1o somne higl shirine,
Unbilden, unrcealled, excent by want—

Ay want, that leproay that chills the mind

4nd makes us asthe brute!

Who slumbers now?
Qhe the fair being who has heento me
More tham a star 1o som= pnight wanderer.
Ah! do»s ¢he slumber! [nnocence mav sleep,
And innocence like hers, pure hearted girl,
Mav well proeure bright visions! Qh sleep on,
¥or litile kno-v’et thou of the tim= to come!
The world is new 0 thee, and flowen. mav now
8pring sweetly at thy foetstepa! 1 could lie
More peacefully, sweet Seraph, wert tho dead!
Doth it seem strange? It is deep love for thee
Which kindleth up this thought. Far hetter tis
That the pure spirit pass awayv from earth
In all its virgin Leauty, than live on
*Till age and care shall steal awav the rose
And dim the eye’s yonng splendour!
Oh sleep on,
My artless, fond, and myv impassion’d girl—
would not shade thy forehiead with a though
Of all thy lover sufters, not for worlds!
For thee alone this weary life is borne,
And tho' 10 reet one instaut on thy lip
1s rmad’ning bliss—oh! ’tis the hell of thoug'it
To dwell on my dark hapes and darker fear!
'Tis meet that my companions ship be night—
Bullen and sormbre night, nithout one star
o mock me with its glory! And thou moon,
hat glarest upon me with thy mamiac eve,
hat is thy world, and who «re they that dwell
Within ite {uﬂy confines? And ye stars,- *
Who were, it may be, ere this worll hegan,
tleast, who came to being with this world,
What of another! Answer—what of death?
Oh Gol! who made this sccne so beautiful,
ste’en when I would curse tiree for my birth,
gaze upon the stare and worshin thee,
orgive an erring worm, if it rehel,
nd take away that whizh it cannor give!
Forgive me! oh forgive me, Goxl' and her
Young Geraldine! oh may she early dio,
nd thus escape the hurrars of this world!

TO THFE. AUTUMN LEAF.
lL.one, trembling one!
st of asnmmer race, withered sn:l eear,
And shivering; wherefore art thou lipgering here?
Thy work is done. E
‘Thou hast seen all
summer flowers reposing in theirtomh,
ad the green leaves, that knew thee in their bloom,
Wither and fall!
Why dost thou éling
Be fondly tathe rangh and raplesq tree? -
hthen existence aught like.cliarms for thee,
s Thou faded thing! -
Wty =, The voice of Spring,
':\Gh woke thee into being, ne’er again
il greet thee—nor the gentle summer’s rain
New verlure bring.
. The zephyr’s breath,
o more will wake for thee ite melndy —
tthe Jone sighing of the blast shall be
The bymn of deaili.
Yetafew days,
few faint straggles with the autnmn storm,
the strained eye to catch thy trembling form,
g In vain may gaze. -
Pale sutumn leaf!
a1t an emblern of mortality,
en heart once young and fresh like thiee,
Withered by grief:—
Whose hopes are fled, .
PVhose Tav’d ones all have droop’d and died away,
ll clings go life—and lingering loves to stay
About the dead! -
Rut list—e’en now,
hear the pathering of the sutumn blast,
t comes—thy feail form trembids—it is past! .
Andhetsrdow! © ¢ -
 ————
A SOBNEOF DAILY 'OCCURRENCE:
ety b
1o+ ye wh BY. 8o Go HALL.
Tt wawin the-gay: and happy and flour-
hing /vretropolis ‘of - England—tho  great,
he “wealthy;” and tlic freef it ivds” with-
" the” #ifts of - a’ eify in_which ‘strangers
¢ ?f"‘q'-? % Bay by’ thousands, even at
he mbiy v :

nt Were receiving their daily

fo thém'bg a_generous and
A e, cie

¥ than -the,pavarnished
for_gn .hour’e- walk: may |
how weik'and ‘inef-

dant. proof,
i_ln langusga in whick it is describe

== .'ed.:'ihd:'hovav" far more f::‘pl-ﬁ'xl:is.;u;e sight

than the detail.of human suflerinig,’ ~

A few evenings ago, a young,womasn,
whose ags .might be about 14, entered-ihe
shop of a bakerin one of the prineipal streets

of Spitalfields, and asked in“the name of a
person who dealt regularly at the shop, for
two loaves of bread. They twere readily
given, but were received in 2 manner so pe-
culiarasto excite the suspicionof the baker,
who on narrowly questioning the conscience
strickeir girl, at o:ce ascertained that she
was not the messcnger of the customer by
whom she prufessed to have been sent. She
was immediately given in the custody.of a
constable and taken to the watch house.
When the charge was made, she uttered no
word, but looked like the very picture of
misery without hope, and as she was led, or
it may be alinost said dragged along the
streets, a few occasional but deep sobs were
only tokens that she was at all conscious oi,
or caring for, the disgraceful situation in
which she stood, but when the creeping door
af the temporary prison had closed upon her,
she sunk upon the clay flyor and wept and
screamed as if her heart was hreaking. It
was want she wou d exclaim at intervals—!
want! my father and mother are starving!
and it was with difficulty the constable could
looscn her firm grasp oi his cloak, and leave
the wrctched girl to the most -dreary of all
solitudes, dreary even to the hardened in
guilt.  He had Lowever, learnt the address
of Fer parents, and as he bent his wav home-
wards, he called to mind the few afllicting
words she had uttered, the scanty clothing
that covered her libs, and the wild agony
of her looks as she gazod npon him. whilst
the tears fe!l rapidly down her very pale
cheecks. Her story may be true, thought he;
in this district God knows what may have
happeneds and as he recollected the place in
which she had informed him hei parents
dwell, ¢l will g1,” he continned ¢and see if
she has t id thetrmth.”  From hiyown scan-
ty cuphbard he took some hread and broken
meat and sougnt out the miserable dwelling.
It was indeed, miserable; poverty and dis-
ease appeared as if written on the very door;
as he knocked, a hollow voice, that secmed
the echo of the sound, replied, and he en-
tered.

A man about the middle age wrapped in
a kind of rug, his hair matted, his beard
long, and his blvod shot eyes sunk in his
head, was leaning against a weaver’s loom,
in one corner of the miserable apartment; in
another lay a woman among some some fil-
thy straw, a torn hlanket was thrown over
her, and at her feet, sharing the same scan-
ty covering, were three children, who ap-
peared mere like corpse laid there for the
grave, than living beings in the spring of
l.fc. —T'he woman drew the blanket more
closely around her as the siranger entered —
the action deprived the children of their
share, and the man saw that they were per-
fectiy naked.—1he room contained no fur-
niture of any kind, and in the grate there
had evidentiy been no fire for many da. s

‘I'he poor creature’s story then swas true,
thougint their wvisitor, but it 1s my duty to
ask some questions.  [he man on being ad-
dressed, threw open the rug in which he was
wrapped, and showing that there was no
clothing uver his wasted limbs; but the bones
seemed ready to break, ata simgle monan,
through the yellow skin that covered 'lhem.
and he spoke in a broken voice, and said that
it wae two days since he or his family had
tasted food.

How happy was the bernevolent man that
he had brought someching with him where-
with to satisfy their present nuuger!. He
drew out the bread and pieces of broken
meat; and it was with horror he saw them
them ravcnously devoured by the woman
and children among whom they were divid-
ed.

The tears were falling from his eyes as he
listencd to the brief story of their sufferings;
the man and-his family had been driven by
distress to sell or pawn every article in their

ssession, ore by one; the garments of hirmn-
self, his wife, and children had gonc, ‘and
they had no prospect but that of xer:shmg,
Hé was a native of Coventry, and the dis-
tress there had driven them ta London,
avhere greator distress soon overtook them.

And.are these all your children, inquired
the constable.

«No Sir,’ was the reply, ‘we have another
daughter.’ .

-.Where is she?

-4She’told us, about an hour ago, that she
had mct a kind lady who promised her somo
breéad, and she hasgone to try and see her.

The constable told them in brief tcrms of
the melancholy sitaation in which the daugh-
ter stood. ot

And ohl ta see the withering look ot the
wretched . mather, as.she leaped from the
nn’;‘v',tq'jr‘scggl af the common calls of de-
cency, 8 o) K.‘c;qsonizing'!cream. (Y}

10 M‘“{'ﬂiu.'w":giu;-excl:imin , ‘my’

«child, my child,’ sad 10ithink: of the fu<hed
¢cheek of the-father; as-he eagerly séized the
man’s shouldef, and ‘with a.wild:and inere-.

‘dulous stare, asked what he sid—or the
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wailing of the other ch'ﬂdren, as they. ga-
tered round the group, scarcely conscious of
what was meant, but terrified at the wilder
looks of their parents? Let us draw such a
picture of our own dear, happy, prospcrous
h‘?""{’, for a moment, and liow our hearts
will sink within us—how thebrain will throb,
and how the hand will trcmble as the lips
utter the words, ¢Merciful God forbid!’

Their visitor was in tears, but he sobhbed
forth a few words of consolation, and assur-
ed them that he would tell the magistrate in
tire morning, all he had himself seen.

Hg left the wretched dwelling still more
wretched.—Want and Misery had been long
their inmates, and now shame was come to
take up with them his abode:—they endea-
voured to pray. but had their prayers been
heard they would have appeared more like
revilings than the outpourings of trusting and
paticat sufferera.  What could they da? they
asked each other, throughout the sleepless
night—they could not go naked as they
were, to see their daughter, or to pray that
she might be restored to her miserable hovel;
they pictured her 1o their imagination jaded
as it was by hunger and want of rest, as
perishing by her own hand, in the fiithy
hole to which justice had dragged her, and
in the depth of their despair, they prayed
that when the morning brought the news to
their wretched dwelling, their cars migat he
stopped by decath, In momen's of the ut-
most utter hopelessness the mother did coun-
sel her hushand to destroy her and her chil-
dren asthey lay there among the straw—ind
she told him the deed was easily done, for
already was the breath faling them. He
hesitated, and the hideous glare of his gves,
and the movements of his long honv fi goFs,
told that had he been furither pressed to do
the deed, it would bave been done. The
hieaving of his breath, an with the :ame ac-
tion 'oosened his tongue that cleaved to the
roof of his month told plainly of the agoniz-
ing struggle that was passing within,  He
Zave one yeil as it his brevh had bussty anld
lay senscless along the ground.  Wkhen he
was roused from his fir, the wife was stand
ing over him—"er face all bruised witih the
biows her own hands had izfl:cted in her
madness, and one of her children, a very
babe, lay streiched along the wall, against
which in her phrenzv, she had cast it.

‘The morning had been come hours gone;
and there they lay grzing with alinst insane
looks upon one another, when th2 door sud-
denly opzned, and the daughter rushed into
the room hearing a large and apparently hea-
vy bundie, which fell from her arms when
siie beheld the hideous giare of her pareats
eyes aa they turaed towards her.

O father, Dither! motner, mogher! said <he.
as she shook them both, <ec, sce, Gl ia
good, and there are giod me.!—1 nave
bronght fued and money, tood and money,
see, sec!

For many minutes her effuris to arouse
thein from their stupor were vaing at feagth,
though very gradually, thes were made t)
understand whot had taken place, and asthey
pressed their arms around their daughter’s
neck, and wept over her boso.n, their se
camne b.ck, and the call of nature was hea
and answered.

‘T'ne girl had been followed by the kind
constable’s wife, on whose lap lay the little
ynnocent whom the mother had nearly Kill-
ed in her nadness, and she was ecautiously
glving nourishing food to the ather children.
In a tew moments they were all partaking
ot the relicf that had been brought. g

A very few words will tell what remains
of their.story. When thc wretched gir! was
brought before the magistrate in the morn
ing, the good coustable was preseat in the
office, and in his own plain but powerful
language, he described the state in which
her famighing parents and their children had
becn found, a subscription was immediately
catered into: the circunstances were made
public: the poor girl was not only dismissed,
but she bore with ner, bread sufficicnt to re-
lieve their immediaic wants—and moncy
was soon supplicd to them by those who ne-
ver turna deaf car to the call of the sufferinz.
‘Chey are now living on the same spot, but
at case and comfort—Dby the labeur of their
hands. ja

Reader, this story is as truc as that you
now read it—it was peuned from the lips
of the coastable, who borc so prominent and
s0 honourable a part in the scene—and you
may at any time learn his name, and hear it
in his own more simple, but perhaps impres-
sive Lingnage. He will tell you that the as-
sistance which your heart at this moment
prompts you to' bestow, is not npow needed
by the family for whom I may have excited
your sympathy, but he will also tell you of
thousands—thousands in his neighbourhood
who are in a state_of equal desiitution. He
will relato to you thsi suferings, and you
will supply him with jhe,means to -lighten
‘the burthen of sogrpw, of want, .of shame,

haps——thn whigh may the , Almighty
Eilp far from youls ;’l‘o you, as.Britons-to
you ss. men or.wamen—but above sll, to
yoa as Christians, the few pages, you. have
Tead are humbly and respestfullyy but eer-

nestly a'ddrcue“d,- ‘i;'lho: hope that through
you “the famishing weavers of Spitalsfield
may obtain some relief.

A DISCOVERY.

The following ¢Discovery,’ published in the
Boston Telegraph of April 22, 1824, re-
mains yet to be made by manv a ¢Jack
Newbottle.” And as some old things arc
:}uilc as good as new, if not betier, we

isinter it from among the old newspapers
of five years, and give it a reprint, in hope
that it may do some more good.
il Journal of Humanity.

* Friend Hullock—I think it my duty to
communicate, through the medium of your
paper, a great discovery, which has lately
burst upon my mind; and which, I hope.
will be of general use. I have always blam.
ed the seltishness of those, who when they
have found vut any salve, or nnstrun, lock
vp the secret in their own breasts and suffer
their neighbours to perish for the want of it,
unless they will purchase it at an exhorbitant
price. I shall audopt a more generous me-
thaod; and hasten to tell you of a discovery,
which if the world will only rate it by its
utility, will place my name on a level with
those of Napier, Frankiin or Fulton, and
even e:xtitle me to outshine the glory of Co-
tumbug himseif.

You must kuow, sir, that I was one of
those fuols who get married hefore they get
any thing 1o cat: and I had a dozen mouths
to feed, befure I had hardly a crumb 1o put
into either of them. When [ was about
nincteen years old, I took a notion to go to
a singing school; where I siw Lyvdia Love-
ful, whose black eyes anil wurbling voice,
wounded my heart, and shot all the little
pradence I had, stone dead. ‘1o make a long
story a short one, I courted her, and after
tne usual quanity of smiles. tears, poutings,
sheep’s eycs, quarrels and recoaciliations I
married her, Oct. 3d, Anno Domini, 1510.
We should have been muarried a little earlier,
only I ecould not rake and scrape money
cuoui to buy one iron pot, one skillet. three
chairs, a bed and a pair of bellows without
a nose; witn which conveniencies we fur-
nished our chamber, and began house keep-
s as happy as most w.mingled love, with-
ont one particle of reflection or foresight,
could make us,

The honey-moon flew away in bliss; and
[ must owa the first (w) or three years of
our wedlock were not o miserable as they
might have been. I was strong and hearty,
with two good hands to v boly, which
had been accustomed to work, and Lydia
was a tnrifty girl, who mazed our 2x)en-
ses with some ceenomy.  Butafierall Iwas
miserably poor. anl I had in abandance the
poor man’s blessnga My wefe was 1 fruit-
tal vine, and alas! sire was the onlv vine, in
my possession, which was fruirful, What,
however, beyond every thing else, increased
onr duli-ulties was, that I had tallea into
the practice of drinking grog every day. I
hald been habituated to it from uv youth,
and bech accustyned to reckon a little ruin
and water (no matter in what proportion,)
amnov g the necessaries of hife. [ followed a
taborious professivn, and thonght a litle sti-
mulous nceessary to the health of the body
and keeping up th spirits  Indeed, I could
not do without 1i; it wasout of the question.
So wedded was [ to my superfluous appe
tites, that my drink-jug and my tobacco box
were the idols of my heart.

Did you ever sec, Mr. Elitor, a man on
our harbour in a boat—wind and tide against
him—rowing away like a trooper, and yet
making no heal wiy? If you ever did, you
have certainly scen Jack Newbottle’s coun-
terpart. I was a wood sawyer, and worked
like a dog; yct I never could get one bit of
breadd and batter before hand. I was up early
and late; never meant to be,and n--ver.thought
myself an idlenan. * Still, when it rained mo-
ney, my dish was never up. Accounts came
in before I could seitle them; people came a
dunning before I knew how to answer them.
I never thought myself a hard drinker, never
syspected such 1 thing; but when Finpleton,
the shopkeeper, brought in my bill for drink,
I am alimost ashamed to tell how loag it was..
It was nothing but da—ditto; do—ditto; like
the dull unvaried note of the cuckoo, or whip
poor will; and a charge at the botlom heavy
envugh to sink the heart of Creesus himself.
I believe the rogue overchargetl.me; for I
cannot think a half pint a day, with onc or
two exceptions, is going to amount up 1o a
barrel in three months. [ have no idea of
braring on ‘my shoulders all the sins of the
knavish shopkeepers.

But the worst of my trouble was at home,
I have naturally a good temper, except wvhen
something provokul me; but my wife, in the
"midst of my misfortunes, seemed to grow
dreadful cross and scolding. She wanted tea
and sugar,, when she knew I had no money
to get them; and we had something to quar
rel about almost every day. I suppose 1 did
not provide: for her as well as I might; bu!
then no hutband likes td bo scolded at, even
if he is-to blame. Sométines she would re-
mind me of my promises when I was 0001"&
ing her—just ae if ourting times wers {0
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last always! sometimes she woul} snivel anfl
cry; sometimes she would try:{nwet the pa-
thetie; and sometimes the rangaxshln' nart
while the children would look ‘on. and thin!
their parents wanted a syhipping more than
over they did. 0, Mr. Editor, if you could
have loaked ift, ‘and witness=d. some of our
nuptial scenes—the room in confugion—the
tea-kattle fallen—the skillet overturned —the
Johnny cakes in the fire—<the ashes all over
the hcarth—mv children erviog—my- wife
scolding and I swearing—vou wanld®eertain-
ly allow that matrimony, grog drinking and
poverty, are three of the most ill-sorted
companions, that were ever patched together.
My children grew very ragged, and, what
is worse, I fear toeir clathes were but em-
blems of their minds. My wife too notonly
neglected her temper, but her person.  Sha”
was entirely changed from the apruce black
eved grl, I fell in love with at the si ging
school; and I remember, one dav, Tom Sea.
ver, coming to visit me. and sceing ner snarl-
ed hair, said, that her nead looked as if it
had six mice nests built in it; and the seventh
was building.  But I could have borne the
mice nests of her head, if her heart had not
been a very rattlesnake’s den.

Thus, sir, we went on urowing poorer
anh poorer, and plunging from one niafore
tune into another. Nothing seemed toturn
up in my favour, until, at last, my eo:.di-
tion grew too had to be endured a v loager,
[ sat down one dav on a white burch iog
which I had just sawed off, and while the
coacaes were rattling along the sireet, s d
to myself, Jack Newbottle, wnat is t1ie
matter? \What is it that keeps the wooden
sphron forever in your mouth? Do’nt you
work hard?> Yes. Do’nt your employers
pay? Yes« Do’nt you take a little corlial
now and theu, to keep up vour spirits? Yes,
Do you spend your money on horses, dogs,
gamesters and chcats? No. What the plague
then imakes vou sy poor?  \h, [ know: it is
that tempestuous wife of mine, who wants
to spend all my earuings, and ten times more,
on herself and a pack of worthless childrerm.
Just as I had finisbed this soliloquy, there
came along a great blowzy fat dog, and over-
set my run jug. I saw the precious liquor
run on the ground, and I had nota cent of
money o buy a drop more.

“() woe! O woeful, woeful, woeful dayy

“Never wasveen 30 black a doy us thee.V
I went home that nignt cross enough: but
the next morning I arose in a heiter temper
tha « usual; and making o virtue ef necessi=
tyv, I worked all thit week. withour a drop
of rrue co afort.  Still, when Saturday night
came. | was alive, and ahle to do wiat [ had
not dose bele tor ma y a dav, | went to
meeting; and what do vau think the minise
ter preached on? Waov, avit ta singe e
out [rom every boly else, he undertonk to
sho'v that people were betrayed into inre n-
perance by degrees, an i neca ne drunkirds
before they thousht of it He even rains
tained that ardent spirits might be dispensed
with. In a word, to make along storv a
short one, partly by professiin, and parly
by necewsity, | have cume over to hi« side
of the question. I have made a most aston=
ishing discoverys I have foand out by ex-
perience, that neither rum nnr brandv, g n,
whiskey, punch, egg pop. nor ling, are 10
be reckoned amoay the necessaries of life;
and as 1 ad no suspicion uf tins curious fact
before, I beg leave to publish it for the be-
nefit of mankind. Rum isnot the staff of
lifc; a man can live without it. There has
buen a great change too wrought in my fa-
mily, -y wife has become so neat and
good natured, that I have almost fallen in
love with her a second time. The timies go
better with me; and, unless some new siorm
should blow up, [ hope to live and die in
compeétence and peace.

JACK NEWBOTTLE.
s
From the Magsacnusetts Journal.

EXTRAVAGANCE IN DRESS.

There is a kind of magic to the femgle
heart in the touch of silks, and satins, and
sarsnets; in the handlings of lace, leno, and
cmbroidery, which it is difficult for the oth-
er sex to conceive, excepting tnose unfortu-
nates who have to pay the bill, which are
the unfailing consequence of such a tempta=
tion, when any fair one has any kind hus~
band with credit enough

vanity, and ruin. " ]

It uscd to be said of a_certain very besu.
tiful profeasor of the admirable arts of arillis
nery and mantusmaking, that she had. bgen

the  causd of more matrimonial fracag o -

had ever occurred through :m'dimu
temper, ;rreconcileable dispositions. 1wnfideli-
ty and jealeusy, or the tthou-n_d and ‘one?
causes that render the married life in a:g.
ral, any thing but the Etysium which bachs
elor poets woald make it ~—Her besuty.mzla
‘any-thing be“mé hers o:h !:\her'hhe ¢ :u
overy thing, Every day, thergfofy,’ ler
nrieyd’ge'n_luc iri the ‘composifion, 8 'caps shid
honoets was exerted to;prqd& e samethibg
new, which she wore hersciff snd ss'maby
who erowded to this shrice of yanity ind

attached to his .
name to be placed on the d;hlnr’l side of &«
ledger in any of the emporiums of womdn, *

~
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