
'rar'e Yarn-Deat& of de la Beaute.

inutter, 'fleeli of our own ficeli.' The vessel
was riddled like the lid of a peppter-hox, and
sank se rapidly that wo wcre able te save
only thir.ty of lier crewv. Their captain was
amerig the number, and a gallaint-loolcing
youth lie was; but in tiacir last attcmpt to
board us, Beziumont had wourided him on
the eliculder ivith his cutlags. The blood ran
down his arrn, and pou red lromn lais fin-ers
yet the brave sou[ neyer wh%,iipered it, nor
madle a wry face upon the matter, but stood
and saw hie counîtry men atiended to. Na-
ture, however, gave wvay, and hie feil urpon
the deck. Beaumont cagerly raised hini in
hie arme, and conve) ed him, to bis own bcd :
on examing his wvourid, the surgeon took a
portrait of a beautiflul lady ftum, hie breast,
and handed it to the captain. Poor old Tom
gazed upon it liir a momient-be started-be
uttered a sudden Ecream-l thought lie hiad
gone miad. ' Do you remember that face ?'
he exelaimed. Howv could I forget it !-to
have seen it once ivas to remember it a hun-
dred years-it was hie wvife's! 1 won't tire
you ivitia a long story, for it's ail true, and
no yarn. For several days the gallant young
American lay delirious, as the doctor called
it. But-I car't describe, it te you, gemmera,
-had you seen poor old Tom, durin g ail the
time! No, hang me, I can't dc.cribe it !
The youth al.so wore upon bis finger a dia-
mond ring, upion which were inscribed, the
namnes of Beaumont and his long lost Elea-
nor. Flesh and b!ood could ai- t stand the
sight-there was the old man keeping watch
by the bed-side, niglit and day, weeping likie
a child, pacimag the cabin floor, beatir'g bis
breast-and sornetimee) snatclaiug the lAàand
ofýthe poor sufierer to his lipis, and cahIig

laim lbha murdered son, anad hlmselfthee.
derer. Thera lie would doubt again, a,
doubt madle bina ivorse. At length thede
tor declared the inval.d eut of danger, ar
said the comhiander niight put to him a,
quaestion hie pleased. 1 wish 1 could tell y(
lie scene ; but 1 can't. However, thete,
the flull, bursting-hearted old boy, the t,
tears pouring clown bis cheelce, with thehl:
of the young Amnerican in hie; and ebý
like a cluild lie inquired, ' Were you bora,
American?' The yauth trembled-ishei
filled, and bie wept, just like old Toma.
'Alas!' said bie, 'I1 know not; 1 bave bm
educated an American. 1 only know thai
avas saved by the good old man wbo adopi
me as lie son, and wbe found mie almw
lifeless, ina tie arme of a dying woman, c
the raft of a deserted wreck,wbicb the wa&ý
hiad driven on shore. My unfortunate mi
tlier could oaly recommend mie to bý CUPr'
and died.' The very heart aud seul of di
old tar wept, ' And this portrait, and tb;
ring 71 be exclaimed, breathless, and shak,
like a yacht in a hurricane. ' The poriua
replied the youtb, ' was a part of wbat z
mother bad saved froni the wvreck, and ai
was totd by my foster fatther, ie a 1ike0ee
hersell' Trhe ring- wae taken from ber fmg
.-and from, the engraving upon it, 1 haî
borne the name of B3eaumont.' 'MAy son',.
nay own Tom ! cbild of my Eleanor!' crie
thme happy old father, bugging him to L
breast. Gem:iien,you can imagine the reý
fsaid our one-armed companion ; and raiskm
the fourtia glass to hie lips, bie added, " au'
by your permission bere's a healtb to old T&
B3eaumîont, and bis con, Ileaven bleusaLm
prosper them~i"l

DEATH OF T1LE CHEVALIER DE LA BEAUTE.
It was near midnig t on thxe 12th cf Oc-

tober, 1516, when a horseman, spurring his
jaded steed, rode furiously clown the path
leadirig te the strong towc-r of Wedderburn:-
lie aligbted at the gate, and hnockied loudly
for admission.

" Wbat would ye 'Pl inquired the warder
frein the turret.

' Conduet -me te your dele," was the ha.
conic reply cf the breathless messenger.

"les your message se urgent that you mu*
deliver it to-nigbt VI continued the wardir,
wbo feared te kindle the flery temper ofhà
master, by disturbing hi with a trifling er'
rand.


