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BOADICEA.
A vision of old times?

Hark ! the wild hunter-call, the gathering-cry,
The promise of a swill and sure revenge,
SRR hisogh Englond's anciost fovest-groands
~Whither so hast ly. O warri w bold |
To fight for Boadicea and our lay
~=Whither so hastily, O stripling
nd our ld *
¥, O Druid old
‘0 fight for Boadicea and our land.’

ontrast of the gival hosts.

Perfect
YVith lance and by
o them, a stern
Covered the upland sk Rude bn
wicker stields, and scyth
Appeared wmong their
Stood naked in their war-pai
the loose wolf-kin girt about th
Deep silence came npou them, when th
Arvse Lo speak | buf sors
Had gaeled the utterance
Twies

@ her tow

doep. 1 g whisper came,—
4 Burike ruck.
sint, aod bilm, and iron panoply

ot Goowa beiore that rach of nuked s : -
Glenmed the blas cye, and hreath ¢ ot X thick,
And ridgy museles leapt up from the arm,
Wridsing aod straiming with « giant
All martial onder was uathought of the
All art wid discipline was teodden dow ;
And as the wu
Whose ribs
Seemed

alun
80 the wild ouset of these savages

Broke thewagh the serried lines of Roman war,
It was no congquest but « slaughtering

No strife, but a pursuit ; no vietory,

Bt an extermination of their foes.

Still the wild work went on; 1ill, st the lust,
A stalwart chicfun tossed his arm aloft,

And women walching on the monstain \l.>p|,
And even the cteroal bills themselves, <
Ci the sound, and gave buck * Vietory *

the massacre at Colehester.

has been fruitful in bold Queens :—
) she who quellod her brother s foes |
thea, who trod eu Scotland's neck ;
Jake Girey, wito earaed the wartyr's holy wreath |
Elizabeth, thie scourge of haghty y
'hi.m :‘s wad IO":.M =
U s 10 the throse of power.
P oY P o el
Not over hands but hearta. Lt ber keep down
The frantic efforts of the mob, (who strive
To matilate
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THE NERMIT OF SAINT MAURICE.
From the Literavy Garland.
(Continualin) .

While we slowly approached the vittage, ¥
beamed from my companion that, a short time
previously, the Baron of Loridale had suddens
Iy determined upon spending the summer
months at the deseited Hall of his ancestors,
and prompt in the e xecution of his desizns, hud
arrived at the costle, accompanicd by his son
and daughter, without waing fur the meces
Saty repairs.

Fhe young lord, accompanied by his sister,
desitous 1o escape the din of the workmen, as
well as to enjoy the pleasure of a rive round
their ancestial grounds, had tisen early en e
morning of the second day after their arrival
and had driven along the road that ted towar
the hamlet ; on entering the forest the stecd
ridden by the youth, being suddenly statled,
and sprin on one side, threw his tidery and
finding himsell at liberty, started forward on
the wings of terror,~ other followed

of the tale is toll,

We had now reached within a few paces of
the cottage, and the lady stood at the doeor,
anxionsly waiting for her brother’s approsch,
and Lielt all the loneliness of my own fite,
whea 1 saw her eagerly star' forward to meet
him, and fling hersell into his arms

Joy to meet wit's him, she bad last scen in
such danger, had for & moment obscured her
vision and she saw not the blood that stained
lus garments.  When she did, she cried out, in
a voice of anguish, * Thou art huit, my bee=

bud dreadiul fears, but they
were forgoten when 1 looked on thee, Oby
hasteny and this kind woman will dress by
wounds, and tend thee with & mother’s cace us
she has tended u

“ Nay, Claray” he answeged, % 1 am not
hurt, the blood. fowing from a few shzht
scratches, and mingling with the mire, hath
given me the seeming of a wounded man, A
little pure water, for whicl: 1 will trouble the
goodness of your protectress, will remove all
traces of my disaster,  But how, my sister,
didst thou escape unhurt,”

Indeed | know noty save to the self desotioa
of tiis gallant youth [ owe my safety. My
whole adventure is indistinet and dreamlike,
rom the moment when | saw thy full, wotil
fevived the generous care of these kindly
cottagen.”

The young Baron was courteous in his ac-
knowledgements for his sister’s life 3 but she
otfered her thanks with a mien so Koy that it
seemed to me obligation were trans-
feriedyund 1 r edin the arcident that had
led to a resalt 55 little dooked for,

A messen zer having been despatehed to the
castle inforaing, the Baron of the accident, o
carriage soon after drew up at the cottage
door, and aiter partaking of sueh refrshments
as the village commanded, the voung nobles
prepared to return to their father’s arins.

would have thanked me,
but the words died unspoken on her lip, when
her eye mot the unconscious gaze of mine,
and she gave me ber hand in sil nee. The
youth requested that | would visit at the cas-
teyand receive his futher’s acknowledgments.
I promised, and we parted.

Such is fate ! I, the most wretched of the
outcasts of humanity, hiad been led by the very
moodiness of my misanthropy, tosave a being
80 beautiful and so pare. Lile, then, was not
altogetier the usoless burthenl had deemed it.
It was consecrated by the use to which it was
applied hy destiny, and | should o longer re-
pise.  What to me was the misery of life, if
cheequered by avght so blissful. 1 would be
sad v more. Such were the thoughts with
which my mind was busy, while the carriage
slowly rolled from the s«hr. and it seemed
s if a ray of light had suddealy pierced the
dungeon of my soul. Time hath me
that first i ‘were the safest, and that
distrust should mingle with eve! of
Joy ,if we would shun the hitter ¢ des-
aad woe. thought no

dou do

l-.:r-uqnu-uhnuu
yand it seemed an age, till the

y found me a loiterer in mlnnu’o hall,
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awaiting admission into his presence § 1ot
awed by tie sefleetions eonjured up by the
pomp and state which wsucped, as f called
thither by the magiciuw's wend, the lately
miied scenes

Fincy was busy, and its pencil fimred the
Baron of Loridale s something a!
ty. 1 was not of those wh
was better beejuse he was rich 4 powetlul,
but the father of the glorious girl § had yestog-
day looked on with so tupt a goze, must be

ing beyond his race-~that ey e and hrow
could coume of no common siotk,—and tien ber
form, it was such as scvptors dream of, when
their master passion fires their waking oy
sleeping thoughts,  He-her sire-must beor
upen his front, the stonp of his natare’s own
nobiiity,

Fant:stie and vistonary dreaws 1-the pows
celut Baron-—the descendant of o hua
vestors, whase aames were blazone
the creat of former Cmess—~wos @ miserable
and decrepid heing—palsied with the dehau-
chey of wasted yvouth—a thing to spum aty if
met on the way ~tuty to be worshipped
as the d J when
seen an e trappinge of their day of pri

He 1ose at w wance, anc offering his
hand, hily touched, he tendered
his & lzments, 1n 4 voice whose asn-
ave place us he proceeded, to its

ve humanis
ned that man

i ane

Amon Y

e b migchty dead

med s
wonted pride.
“ Reave youth,” he sald, % a father thanks
thee for his ¢ hter's litey and for all thy
friend | the Baron of Loridale ac
debt incurred to the prese
an honoured  house,
of the f
s @ boy fori
wis

ver
Moy

ily

of the
he | he
which clain

Ther
loathin ¢
upen n

er ¢
name and lin
pry le.”
of dislike—a
nw —C ¢ :ll
1 upon the time-worn
Ratvn, s v ded with bis cant
about honor acd Hneage, 1 felt all the drgra.
dation of my hirth, and answered Litterly 6 1
my lotd, W ve neither lineage
s there a er fhinrw
10 mine s the woman at whose
of life would scom to own relat ship with
the child she 1o thed, | an withont na
save that | hold my sufferance, and the vil-
lagers call me Walter Mulden.”
I'he Baron started and turn
licved, from ¢
bieth so mean,

strane
which 1

1 luok

for "o caw
s Whi

nor family, nor
o ¢liims hlood akin
ast 1 drank

it ale, as [ he-
ving an ohigition w0 one of
W recovering himsell he said,

1 um grieved that | have strack a chord
that Jus so rudely, yet would | ask, whence
have you then derived that name 1

My sole compoinion § earliost remem.
brance, my nursey v eolled Dame Biidget Mal-
den, wnd village courtesy hath added the ndme
of Wilter,”

The cheek of the Baron became of a yet
more livid hue, and he s g red to his seat,
I would have called ussistance, but he mo~
tion | silene

T am subjeet to fits of TasCtnde * he sald 5
“hut they are of short endurance, and 1 will
speedily recover. Take this,” he continued,
while ke took a pusse from the table, it will
be of use 1o one so friendless. 1 will see thee
again when 1 am better,”

My lord, I thank thee, [ replied proudly,
¢ but I came not here to acceptof alins. When
next we meet, I trust that thou wilt have
better leamed to command thy foel
thus wantonly insult even a wretch like me,’

The Baron’s agitation increased, while |
turned to tike my leave, and a groan came
from the deepest recess of his bosom, as the
door slowly closed behind me.

Crossing the hall, T was met by the young
lord, but as 1 was in wo meod to receive his
welcome, and hastily mentioning that his fa-
ther was unwell, 1 hurtied from the castle,
and strode towards the hamlet. Approaching
the outer wall, I heard the music of a woman’s
voice, and looking up, my eye caught the gaze
of lhodlhm’n m;l.‘i... l’ bowed lowly and

on.

Such then was my interview with the long
desce ::: ] MI:W with its
although ex nothing (hat
w have rendered Mm

the fancy sketeh of the maiden's fal
had been a lln{n_v, but what matt-red taat t

=y

me Tand his bearing had been less courteous
and noble tuen 1 had reckoned on, but why
should I beed that ? Could it indeed, be, that
it was shame at holding converse with me,
which caused the agitation that shook his
fiame.  Could the contamination of anether’s
crime 8o change the carrent of his gratitude,
that e should forget it all?  Was this not
to wither up the spring of every kindly
and make the fated wretch forget or
bumanity.  Whatever blissful dieams
there mizht wave idly played around my heart,
were chased away vre they had tound a lodg-
went therey aud L again felt as 1 was wont to
feeis
Some weeks elapsed, and no event occurred
o uliventhe dull monotony of my weary life,
watil at lencth | was astonished to s tra—
veiine cartiage draw up at the door, and the
laton of Loridale enter the cottage to
srewelly previous to his departure ona
tour of pleasure amon the northern mountsing,
He was desired 1o offery on his father’s behalf,
whatever Tmight judze most valuable to the
wellare of my future life, if it were my desire
to leave the inactivity in which | had been
+ My answer was, that I thanked them
their kindness, but I desired nothing I
could not command.  He looked at me uix a
ted gaze, and reluctantly bade me

curse

disappoi
fare vell.

Clara was now alone.  Hermother had long
heen dead, and her father wes too much enga~
zed wilh his own business to waste much of his
time with her, and she was thrown upon her
own resources for amasement,  She often
strolled furth among the ottars, or slong the
tiver’. brink, into the woodiwnd shades, that
skirted ber father’s wide domain.

Destiny led us to the same haunts, in the
woods of Loridaley and they were those which
were most lonely,  She sought them, for she
loved to look undisturbed wpon the frownin,
precipices of nature, and 1, because 1 coul
there batten in the deepest solitude on my own
cheerless doom. At first, 1sought not her pre-
senee, and she knew not that my eye saw all
her wanderings, Familiar with every rock and
treey unobserved T was a gnard to her while she
gathered the wild flowers, and woe them into
wreaths, A female attendant had followed jor
the first days she sought the forest, but s she
became familiar with its devious paths, and se-
cure from intrusion, she often walked forth
alone, or with only a playful spaniel to gambel
beside her,

But this could not endure forever. Tt was
the worn of a beautiful day, and I had earl
sought iy wonted haunts in the forest, bﬂl{
roved farther on, that my moody thoughts
wight not he chased away, even by the fair
and gentle girl, and 1 lay down behind a jot-
ting 1ok, W think over my own sad thoughts
alone,

T was wronsed from a reverie by the shrill
bark of the dog, and starting up, Clara of Loij=
dule stood before me.  Timid and_shrnking,
she would have retired from my presence, but
1 hestily approached and craved forgiveness
for thealarm my presence had given,—and
®* " * thet day 1 was the companion of her

sped on, and day after day, T was by
the sile of the Baron's daughter. " We talked
tozether, and her brother was the theme on
which she loved to dwell,and I wished that I
too hal asister to care for me, Once, indeed
1ol the whole tale of my own misery, en
she listened till the tears Yolled over her fuir
checks—1 would have hﬁﬁu:llh o hea-
ven to have Kissed them offh it strange
that 1 should Jove—madly being w0
beautiful and so kind— one wl ned 1o we,
and (id pot chide—who was sad ut my afffic- -
tiors, and whispered that it was in my own
pow rto make the world—m yself—forget that
which gnawed at my heart-strings.

Sunmer was advancing, and the time for
ber Viother’s return was near at hand, when
ber lonely walks would cease. The sun wag
near his setting, and I walked beside her to-"

war's her hame, when, crossing 'a sk i

h«*t,‘k‘l w 'hk: fewm W

fu an st~

T | ™8 i et ety canght
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