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A Romo ibat one dark night,
Puellns visitare,

And maanstt there so very late,
That {llam constat care.

Puery, walking by the lhouse,
Saw caput in fenestra

Xtsunt moratf for 2 while,
To sec qui erat in there.

Soon, caput turn*d its nasum round,
In visupuerorum;

Agnoscunt there the pedagogue,
Oh! maximum pudorum !

,f?rogussns puer to the door

* Cuid magna Quietate,

Et turn'd the Koy to lock him in,
Maratus crat sate.

Then pedagogus rose to g,
Est fecling hunky dore;
1llo non polest to get out,
The ke¥'s outside the fore.
Ascendit sweetheart nune the stalts
Cum festinato pede,
EL rous'd puel.as from their sleep,
8cd, habent not the door-Key.

Then excitato domino,
By ber tumultuous voce,

Insanas currit Lo the door,
Et obvenitthe lndy.

“Furentem place '™ the master raared,
“\Why spolt you thus my somnum ?
Et, cito from the otherdoor,
81 rogues have locked the front one ™

Puells tristis hung her head,
And ook ber lover's manum

B, cito from the other door,
His caput est impulsum.

Cum magno grada redit home,
Reatrorsum aunquam peeping,

Et never ausas est agaln,
Vexare pcople's sleeplng.

DEATH AT THE ALTAR.
(Continued from our last.)

1 wss shown into the drawing room, and

was quickly joined by Mrs. Mansfield.

"

Clars,” she said, sailing u

! manner; ““so pw]]iar]y'
tor, at present.

The fifth number of the Tuftonion, 2 neat
nd well prepsred paper, issued by the sec-
ot societios of Tufts College, contains the
ollowing maccaronic poem, entitled *‘Aman-
iz Res Adverse,” or, as it might be
nslated, *‘ A Lover's Hard Luck :"’'=

So very unfortunato for poor, dear
T to me, and
taking my hand in her vu?gnrly—nniﬁcial
unfortunate, Doc-
! 1 suppose you kmow that
she is engaged to be married to Sr Richard

Burley? Such an excellent match! Dear
Clara has tho highest respect and regard
for him, and he, dear man, is most impa-
tient for the cermony to comneoff. Indeed,
gap:\ and I have just been talking it cver with
Sir Richard, who is still with Mr. Mans.
field, and who talks of a fortnight ; but we
both thought that nothing less than & month
would be proper and decorous. Do you
not agree with me, Doctor 2"’

“Madam,” I said, gravely, * my time1s
valuable : I was not aware that you sent
for me to discoss your daughter’s marriage.
I gathered from your note that she is ill,
and hurried here, as, from what I know of
her constitution, I greatly mistrust and fear
these fainting-fits.™

I could searcely keep my temper during
tho next five minutes, in which Mrs. Mans-
field insisted upon treating me with the
whole history of the arrangements—the
liberal settlements promised by Sir Richard,
the femily jewels, and all the other primary
points in the eyas of the'sonsand diaghters
of mammon.

“Will you allow me to sce your patient,
Mrs. Mansfield 2! 1 said at last, resolutely,
*or I must wish you good evening!”’

“0, certainly—certainly ! Doctor,” she
said with seme asperity, for she could not
fail to notice the air of displeasuro with
which [ listened to her worldly cackling.

I was shown into a small room up-stairs,
which the sisters called their own. 1 found
my poot little pet, Clara, with her face
Luried in the pillows of the sofa, and sob-
bing as if heart would break. 1 had little
difficulty in eliciting everything from her.
I had attended her from her childhood
upwsrds, and had been her confidant and
adviser in many a childish sorrow. Now she
was only too glad in being able to tell some
one her miserv and repentances.

*“And do vou really mesn to marry Sir
Richard Burlev?” | asked, when she had
concluded.

¢ Howcan 1 helpit, Doctor? He asked
mo before mamma this morning, and
mamma looked at me 50, and then I was
angry because—because—1 had written
to somo one and no answer; and then
mamma half answered for me, and she took
my band, and put it in his, saying, ‘God
bless you, Clara, and may you be happy.’
What could I do? What can [ do? Sec!
what he has sent me,”’ she added, starting
up, and taking s morocco case from the
table, she drew forth an emerald bracclet
which must have cost some hundreds.
‘¢ Seel'” she said, holding it up tome, “is
is not pretty? but 1 hate 1, I hate him, and

I hate myself, '—and flinging the glistenin i
jewellery aside, she again buried her hea
in the sofa-cushinns, and wept. |

“\What shall @do, Doctor”?' she sall”
distractedly, after some little time, which {
employed in fecling Ler pnlze, "neteriting
a prescription , *‘ pray wdvice me or T ehall
go mad.”

“The only advice 1 can offer you, my
dear Clara, 1, to wait. They cannot force
you to marry this man against vour will @

“Dut they will," She continued - T e
not kelp it—mamma never lesves me in
peace, but is continually dinning into my
ears how grateful I ought to be to Bir
Richard. I know they would mike me
mazry him, if I remain here. Ob! jywhy
does not Geo: ge come and take me away, if
he really loves me 7 .

I started at these words, “Surely.”” I
thought to myself. *“an elopement, though
ohjectionable as a rule. wonld he hetter
than this hideous sacrifice.”

But {he reader may ask. Was not Clara
bound in honour. to marry Sir Ricbard
Burley, Hiving acoepthd him? Ne't*empha-
‘Hically »o. Is it right or just, betausbua
girl has in a moment of weakness been
untrue to bherself, that shc should take
false oath to the same eftect at the alter ot
God, and dedicate her whole life to the lie.
Assuredly not—at least. 50 said my humble
judgment. Full of the thoughts with which
Clara’s lasy'words had filled me, I took my
leave of her, telling her to keep her heart
up, and promisinf.to:intcrost mysell in her
favour, and call again on the ensumng
day.

it was new so long past dinner hour that 1
resolved to forego the meal altogether, and
to take achop at my tea. T ordered the
coachmaan to putme down ir Clarges street,
and then sent himon home. I found George
Selby muchas 1left him stormy, cynieal, and
savage with himself an the world. 1t was
in vain Itried {o console him. and hinted
that if ho took the racein his own hands
tho game was his own. )

“\Wkat! be accased by these vugar cits
of running away with their daughter for
ber ten thousand pounds!’ exclaimed
George, indignantly. “YNo, a hundred
times po! If the baropet likes to soil his
hands with their money bags he may; but,
as an officer and a gentlamap, I wash my
hands of the wholo business.

“ What, cven poor Clara #’ T asked.

George was silent; and when I went on
to describo the poor child’s (she was bare-
ly cigl.teen) grief anl despair, tears stnod
in his eyes and he st pped me, saying -—

*There, don't say any more., Dootor!
I'd rather through the last hour of
Inkerman, with ten thousand Russian rifles,
and a dozen batteries sending their twhist
ling messengers of death into our thin line.
than bear you talk of that poos girl. By



