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SBLREACTE RTALMI.

From the Saturday Evening Post.

The Spirit of the Pdtomac.

Methiuks I see thew yet,

In their frolic mirth, their young delights,
Their cheerfal age.—How sweet to hcar
Theirtale of sorrows past ! and with
Their hope of years to come.—Aaon.

Tax Warbridge farm and Stanwood house
are two places amongst the many I have
visitedin iny younger days, to which I still de-
liglk to carry my grey head. Forty years
have imprinted their furrows on my brow,
wnd changed men and nations, since War-
Lridge superseded the primeval woods of
the Potomac, Ellis and Eliza Stanwood,
with their only child Juliana, fixed themselves
on this spot, since endeared by so imany recol-
lections. Cultivation, directed by some share
of taste and aided by some wealth, soon gave
Stauwood farm, or as its owners choose to
name it, Warbridge, the aspect of a flourish-
ing settlement.

Those poets, philosophers, or politicians,
who speak so confidently of the moderation
of our rural patriarchs, show in that, as in
many other cases, how very little they under-
stand of human nature. Let any of those
inspired poets or sages perambulate our
country with their eyes and ears open, and
he will find that Napoleon, in the day of his
power, never more earnestly longed for a
slice of territory from each of his neighbors,
than do our plain-going husbandmen for every
parcel of soil, good or bad, which touches
their limits.

Ellis Stanwood put theories.to shame,
and acted as all men act, when enabled so to
act, by appropriating to himself every spot of

_earth he could obtain. In executing his
ambitious projects, Ellis, however, imitated
Penn and Calvert, rather than Napoléon.
This shrewd farmer fitted the means to the
end, and all his days insisted that debt was
any thing else than a blessing.

As far as Stanwood farin extended along

meadow margin. A grist and saw_mill had
formed the nucleus of a cotton factory, and
at the epoch of our eventful drama, War-
bridge was a scene active, busy and noisy.
Something like a village rose as the cottages
of the work people incgeased ; but it was the
more picturesque from all disregard of plan.
Stanwood house occupied a globular swell,

vision over the whole farm, much of the vi-
cinity, and had for back ground the Cococtin
mountain.

Debt and slavery were two things equally
escliewed by Ellis Stunwood. His maxim
was, that the employer and the employed
ought to have an equal right of dismissal.

The houses of his tenantry of laborers,
dotted the flats and banks : and neat, clean,
and nice, amid their garden grounds, very
pleasantly decorated the picture. Amongst
these adjuncts to the great cauvass, the old
will was the most interesting to those who
took delight rather in the ancient and plain,
than in the modern and gaudy. It rose black.
rough, and solid from the creek, and reposing
on a bank of rocks, seemed to frown upon the
painted cottages around.

¢ Here stands the nursing mother of my
estate,” often said Ellis Stanwood, as he
pointed to the old mill ; ¢and above her
head, on that bank, stands the palace of my
prime minister.’ :

That prime minister was Ambrose Bur-
leigh, the miller. Ambrose was a little,
round made, very strong, active, merry, re-
flecting, and truly honest man. The mon-
arch of Warbridge and his minister had now
'held their respective stations nearly twenty
years—a phenomenon not often found in
large’ monarchies; and what added to the
! wonder, Ellis and Ambrose had never in one
i instance differed in opinion respecting any
proposed measure of policy, and of course
. their affairs prospered.

| .
i Ellis, in the lunguage of the world, had a
very commanding person adorned by an ex-

the Potomac, the face of nature wus reformed. | cellent education ; but in the language of good
A fine bold mountainous stream crossed the : sense, Ambrose had received a still better
fields, and was lost in the Potomac on the| cducation. When the master was reading

which afforded from the balcony a sweep of

Tacitus, the man was directing their grist
affairs with unerring aim. 'These well suited
friends, for such they were in reality, were
alike inanother circumstance—they were both
fathers ofonly children.

Julianu Stanwood, new in her thirteenth
year, was a beautiful, play(ul, and joyous child,
though perhaps in mind and manners rather
too much approaching the masculine. Blithe
as a meadow lark, and frank as the air she
bLreathed, little Juliana had already exhibited
some of those lights and shades of character
which come into such powerful contrast in
after life. Affectionate and kind, but if pro-
voked by any wilful injury, the remembrance
of the act grew with her years. Already
entered on her regular cducation in the native
city of her mother, Philadelphia, it was not
always even in vacation that she returned to
Warbridge ; but when she did return, no
squirrel ever skipped more briskly over the
cedar-clothed shores of the Potomac.

Amongst the sons of Warbrldge, the two
wost remarkable were Elius Lampert, son of
the minister of the gospel whose congregation
included the parents of Juliana, and the ma-
jority of the other inhabitants of Warbridge ;
and George Burleigh, only child of Ambrose
Burleigh, the miller.

Juliana had already received the title of
the Spirit of the Potomac, and of all those of
her young acquaintance who hailed the pe-
riodical return of the Spirit, none avowed their
joy so openly as Elias and George. Nature
in all her freaks had perhaps never presented
face to face two humau beings in temper and
principles less alike. Elias was dark, insin-
uating, deceitful, and naturally cold und cruel.
George was open, generous, and kind, and
yet headstrong and violent. Elias, in the
village school, was steady, studious and pry-
ing. George was the reverse. The one
avoided blows himsell, but secured them to
others; the other was punished for every
one’s faults as well as his own. The one was
punctual in attendance, whilst the other,
once a week at least, was truant amongst the
hills of the Potomac.

On the duy of examinatien the application
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I\ean. as the brolber of my murdered Cl«ml-
da, and her spirit now hovers to save thee.
Where are my papers '

¢ ¢ On board iy vessel,” atlength breathed |
(J’ rii.

¢ « Restore them.”

« I am willing,” fultered Cyril. i

**This very instant, then, restore them—
we can go with thee,” said Silvano, who,
turning to me, observed—:* bring us our
bozom f(riends, George.

¢The bLosom friends I knew to :be two
brace of excellent pistols, were in as excellent
order. [ brought thew, and we were on the
point of sallying forth, when a fiendish grin
from Cyril caught the eye of Silvano who
once more jerked him into the inner room,
exclaiming, not 8o (ast, villuin. George, bring
pen, ink and paper. Cyril de Toro, write an
order on your principal officer to deliver
those papers to this young man, or by—don’t
start, wretch, your brains are safe—but, by
heaven and earth, justice shall be doue to
either you or me, before the sun sets on this
day. “

¢ It was evident llmt. from some cause I
could not then penetrate, de Toro was
completely in the power of his opponeot.
The order was given with as much despatch
as agitated nerves would udmit; and in about
an honr | returned with a double though small
trunk. Seeing me enter, Silvano smiled—
but such a smile. * George, look to that,
pointing with a nod of his order to Cyril, and
at the same time very deliberately opening
the trunk.

[Concluded in our next.]}

BIOGBARE X

From the Liternry Enquirer.
George Wythe.
BY J. L. LEWIS, JR.

It is a remark of that elegant writer, Dr.
Knox, that the law reminded one of a Gothic
edifice, which time has consecrated, and to
which, although it was irregular and misshap-
pen, no one would think of giving a modero
cast. This remark seems to be truein every
particular, and the observer is induced to
exclaim with the poet, ¢ How reverend seems
the face of his tall pile.’ The solemnity and
awe which fill the mind, upon contemplating
the structure, is naturally conveyed to its
ministers, and the respect and admirationy
with which we look upon a dignified and up-
right judge, is a surer protection than all the
panoply ofhis guards and attendant ministers.
‘We hang upon his aecents as upon the breath-
ings of an oracle; and we regard his frowns
and rebuke as more terrific than the light-
nings and thunder of the fabled Jupiter. The
guardian of our dearest rights, and the

dispenser of equal and exact justice, has a

claim upon our am which obloquy
cannot shake, nor jarring passions obliterate ;
and we regard him rpther as an indulgent pa-
rent, than oune elevated 1bove us by official
station.  Of all the p'urlols of the revolution,

|pure and incoruptible as they were, and veune-

rated as they were, and venerated as they may
have been, there.is no one who has juster or
stronger claims upon our esteem, tlran the
upright, impartial and venerable Chancellor
Wythe, the Aristides of Amcrica, in whose
breast there glowed, not only the warmest
and most disintercsted love for his country,
but the purest philanthropy. The father of
the orphan, the protecter of the widow, and
the guardian of the helpless, by virtue of his
office, he entered as warmly iuto their con-
cerns as if there had been a nearer and dearer
tie and bond of union between them ; and
none applied to him for relief whose just
claims were denied. The blessings of the
people smoothed the decline of the patriarch,
and added softness to his nightly pillow.
George Wythe, the Chancellor of Virginia,
was born in tha state, in the year 1726 of a
respectable but not affluent fumily, and was
nurtured in the very lap of science ; for his
mother has been represented to be a lady
possegsed of uncommon endowments and
strength of mind—one who-watched, not only
over the physical but moral improvement of
her child, and who regarded his advancement
in knowledge, with all the tender solicitude of
a mother. Her mind was one of no common
order ; she infused its strength and vigor
into his, and gave a practical commentary on
the advantages of female education more
striking than the precepts of a volume. She
habituated herself to converse fluently with
him in the Latin langnage, and he might be
suid to be a classical scholar from his very
cradle. Bevond this however he had few of
those advantages which the students and illus-
trious men of the old world have possessed,
and which our thousand literary institutions
now present ;—his education was limited to
reading, writing, and a knowledge of arith-
metic. His earliest friend, and guide and
instructor, his mother, died in his boyhood,
and George Wythe, before he had attained
his majority, was destitute and an orphan.
Without a friend to direct his steps or to
counsel him as to the course he should pur-
sue, it is not surprising that he should have
plunged into all the vices and dissipation of
youth. But a mind like his could not always
be obscured by this moral darkness ; and the
sparkling of the diamond could still be pre-
ceived despite the surrounding rubbish. At
the age of thirty the chains which had bound
him were broken, the sleeper was awakened
from his slumbers, and he was a regenerated
and disenthralled map. By intense and close
application to study he redeemed the time he

had wasted, but he never ceused lamcmmg

the logs of the most valuable and useful part

of his life. He mastered the Greeh and Latin

lapguages without an instructer, and applied

Inmeself to the study of the law, in the office of
a Mr. Lewis, whose daughter he subsequently

married. His professional career was mark-

ed by all of those ennobling traits which din-

tinguish the man of judgment, talents aned

integrity, and his rise at the bar was steady

and sure.  He never conld admire that feeling
which prompted the skilful advocate 1o defend
an unjust cause, and he was never enlisted on
the side of dishouesty or baseness, So
punctually scrupulous was he on this pomt,
that he would choose to either hear the testi-
mony of witnesses himself, or to take the
affidavit of his client to the truth of his story,
Thosc were days of Arcadian simplicity and
innocence, when might could not prevail over
justice, nor the strong arm of the oppressor,

Inor the wily cunning of the knave, defeat its
cends.  Withont wishing to cast an imputation
on a profession which is loaded with much
‘undeserved reproach and stale slander, it is
.to be wished that such was now the prevailing
“state of things, and that lawyers should be a
litle scrupulouns in espousing the cause of
.their clients, without heing gatizfied that their
.claunq were just or their pleas weritorious.
Tlle) woul'! render themselves the guardians
of the spirit of the laws which they proless to
expound ; the conservators of the public
tranquillity, and the prooters of human hap

piness. Mr. Wythe took an early, and an
active stand in the difficulties with the mother
country, and though he swayed not the thun-
derbolt, nor wiclded the shafis of vengeance,
yet the cool, calm steadiness and firmness of
Wythe achieved, what the impetuosity of Hen-"
ry could never accomplizsh. Yet his whole
soul was with the cause in which he was
enlisted, and though emphatically a ¢ man of
peace,’ yet he was ae nve in rmsmg n company

i
i

try’s rights, and associated
friend and pupil Jeffeg
forth the advocate. g4
But it was not the deting &V
his country’s battles. Previous to the war
he was chosen where his services were most
needed, and the weight of his influence was
most deeply felt, in the legisluture of his na-
tive state, of which dignified and illustrious
body he was thie most efficient member, and
was .chiosen speaker of the liouse of Bur-
gessés, the duties of which station were
discharged, as might be expeeted, from a man
of his excellent character. The day of trial
at length arrived and Mr. Wythe was deputed
to Congress, and was of that immortal body
who declared themselves * free and indepen-
dent,’ and one who sanctioned the highminded

pledge which they gave to the world with hie
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name. In November, on that mémorable
year, he was appointed to the task as onc of
the commiteee of revising the laws of Virginia.
The manner in which that comnuttee dischar-
ged the trastis emblazoned on the pages of our
nation’s history, as it struck a deep blow at
the root of those aristocratical iustitutions
which were then our inheritance, and promo-
ted esgentially the cause of liberty and equal
rights throughont the world 3 and it is engra-
ven on the tomb-stone of one of that connnit-
tee, as the highest tribute which can be paid
to his memory, that he was ¢ author of the
statutes for religions freedom in Virginia.
They sbolished the rizht of primogeniture,
converted estates tail into fee simple, and
gave the first impetus to those changes which
dextroy the dominions of the monarchs of
the old world in America forever. In June,
1779, they completed their labors, "and al-
though they failed in their proposed system
of education and melivration of the code of
punislunent, yet their services will cver be
felt and gratefully remembered. Under the
new system, Mr, Wythe was appointed a
Judge of equity, and subsequently Chancel-
lor, which he filled till his death, in June,
1816, So limited was his sulury during the
greater period of that time, that he was
forced to accept of the law professorship in
Williame and Mary college, to increase the
mcans of livelihood ; for it could not be
supposed that he who had never fattened on
the =puils of iniquity, nor shared the plunder
of the unwary and unsuspecting, should be
rich., He was a member of the Virginia
convention. which adopted the federal consti-
tution, and to which he give his warm sup-
port, and he twice presided over the college
of electors and gave a republican vote, it
being once his fortunc to vote (or his former
pupil and steady friend, Thomaus Jefferson.
‘Such is a succinet and brief account of the
Jife and services of George Wythe. But let
not the highgelyr hicre drop his pen. It is
“the * ‘pro®l ie biographer,. not merely
"6 detnit’ 250 furnish examples

liancy of the prospect. Sierner manhood
arrives, the uspect is dreary, and the brow
is clouded with sorrow. The rising sun of ge-
nius, which gave promise to a glorious day,
is enshroutled in gloom. But the goul can-
not rest in this torpor ; it aspires to ‘whigher
and better state of existence. He burst the
‘bonds which confined him, and achieved a
more triumphant victory than that of any
conquerer : it was a victory over himself—It
was the triumph of the intellect over the pas-
sions—a triumph which elevated him at once
from the depths of sorrow and degradation, to
the station which he so proudly and ably filled.

. . 3, . H Ty

Itis such vm1| raise the standard of
of human character and exalts one above the
comnmon herd. An Adexander may prevail

by means of mere physical superiority 3 but
the sclf conquerer deserves a like crown of

laurels, and « yet higher meed of praise, for |

his are more fierce, persevering and relent-
less enemies—his own
Bitterly ax he lamented the toss and misap-
plication of his earlier years, yet his close and
and persevering attention to the business of
his profession, and his exemplary and useful
life, redeemed his earliest faults and follies.
To the young man, who too eager in the pur-
suit of pleasure, has contracted dissipated
habits, the story of Wythe is all worthy of
imitation. He may, by oue vigorous effort—
one exertion of his will, become an orna-
ment to socicty. No one enjoyed a more
unblemished reputation, and to his plain ab-
stemions manners and inward peace of mind,
may be nggributed his green old age and his
long continued usefulness. As a man of be-
nevolent and philanthropic feelings, Howard
himself scarcely surpassed our distinguished
American—and it was lis constant endeavor
to alleviate human sufferings, and promote
human happiness. But it is on the discharge
of his duties as a judge and chanceHor that
the solid hasis of his reputation is founded,
and he stands in that respect upon an emi-
nence to which we Jook up with feelings of
admiration and veneration. Elevated above
the storms and tempests to which the lives of
great men are too often subject, he stood like
the snow capped peak of some lofty mountain,
an object of profound respect and attention,
superior to earth and emulous of its native
Hcaven.—He sought not the praise of inen,
nor the empty applause of the crowd, but
seemed only intent upon rendering to every
man that which was due. The guilty trembled
at the bar of his judgment seat, and the inno-
cent rejoiced in a protecter powerful, more
by the weight of an unimpeachable character,
than by the law's array with which he was sur-
rounded. When he pronounced judgment,
none murmured. at his decisions, for their
judge was inflexibly just. Although surpass-
ed by many other legal worthies iu fucility
and despatch of business, yet he heard pa-
tiently, and decided prompitly and correctly,
and seemed anxious to have nothing unheard |
that would elicit truth. He was no friend to
the ingenuity which would ¢ inake the worse|
appear the better cause,’ nor to genius which
would sell itself for base purposes. In his
charges and fees he was more moderate than
a due attention to his own interests required,
and he was never known to accept a solitary
cent while at the bar for any service beyond
the ordinary and legal cost. He was, indeed,
the model of a just judge—one, to use the lan-

vices and faults. |

— e——— S X ——
splendor of whose genius and virtues ‘'men
bow with respectful deference.” The annals
of the old world may produce judges of equal
Isanctity of character, but none so happy in
ihis life and death,  His memory is dear in-
deed to the profession, and itis firm as the ad-

H v
“amantine rocks which snrround our country.
—

’ .

WIYCBELLATT X

‘The Consumpltive.
. BY E. L. BULWER.

Oxg bright day in Junc as I was sitting
alone in my roomn, I was suddenly roused
from my reverie by a shuarp sudden pain that
shot through my breast, and when it left me
[ fainted away. T was a little alarned by
this circumstance, but thought the air might
relieve me. Iwalked out and ascended a hill
at the back of the house. My attention being
now aroused and directed toward myself, [
waus startled to find my breath so short that
[ was forced several times to stop in the
ascent. A low short cough, that I had not
heeded before, now struck me as a warning
which I ought to prepuare myself to obey, I
looked in the glass for the first time for sev-
eral weeks with any care in the survey, [
perceived that my apprehensions were corro-
borated by the change in my appearance.
My cheeks were fallen and I detected in their
natural palencss, that lectic which nerer
betrays its augury. Isaw that my duys were
numbered : and lay down upon the pillow
that night resolved to prepare for death.

The next day when I looked over my
scattered papers—when I saw the mighty
schemes I had commenced, and recalled the
long and earnest abzorption of all iy facul-
ties which even thut commencement had
required. I was seized with a sort of de-
spair. It was evident that I could now
perform nothing great, and as (or trifles, ought
they to occupy the mind of one whose eye
was on the grave? There was, but one answer
to this question. I committed my fragments
to the flames ; and now there came indeed
upon e, a despondency which I had not felt
before. I saw myselfin the condition of one,
who after much travel in the world has found
a retreat, and built himself a home, and who
in the moment he says to his heart ¢ now shalt
thou have rest’ beholds himself summonei
away. I had found an object—it was torn
from me—my staff was broken, and it was
only left for me to creep to the tomb without
easing by any support the labor of the way.

I had coveted no petty aim; I had not
bowed my desires to the dust and mire of
men’s common wishes ; I had bade my ambi-
tions single out a lofty end, and pursue it by
generous means. In the dreams of my spirit
I had bound the joys of my existence to this

guage of an impassioned orator * before the

one aspiring hope—nor had I built that hope





