
MG . Tha Convict.

At the outward -ngle formed by this cave with the'preceding onei
is to be seen a nearly .irc-ular aperîture:of aböut Il foot diameter
which leads'to a cavern yet unexplored, the extent whereof is not
4nown with any certainty, but conjecture and supposition will'have iE
to extend 2 arpents; an astonishing distance as a nàtural subtera-
11ous passage. 'Su4iming thà )ehgths'òf the sevèral çaves above-
inentioned together, we have a total distance of 195 feet of subter-
riirty iii thé solid rock, offeringa-béautiful ioof of chrystallied sul-

phuriate of lime, carved as it were by the hand -of art, and exhibit-
)pg at once the sublimity of nature, and the mastery of the all-po;
erful Architect of the universe.

THE CONVIcT.

To the south of Fort Cumberland, on the Hamshire coast, rises 4
little knoll of ground, fro'n Which the adjacent landscape assumes
the most picturesque appearanice. 'On one side, a gloomy morasi
dimly blackens thé distant hrizôil; bùt to the right of the fort, tli
gently swelling hills that streich aTong thé sea-coast, assume faintere
tints as they rqcede from the'iei, till at last tliey terminate in thé
deep blue -ocean ;« beyond, at tie very verge of distance, stands the
gibbet on which the unhappy convicts we'e 'executèd. 'It is situated
on a bleak desolate moor; and as the ioulderiing' ienmants of thd
jictims of justice swingloosely in the gale, or drop piccemeal on the
earth, the sea-birds scream around the spot, anxious. fér the'ir prey?
and. presenting. an image tof un-elieved 'horror. When the« day is
storniy, the dark veaves dash against th- hills, the sea-fog rolls down
their sides, and the artificial knoll àif earth is wvet with the s-pray that
foams around it with resistless eergy. The eye of thé 'assing
stranger is then perhaps attracted to the spot ; for when the lowlanclg
are partially inundatcd, it rears its blue sunimits from the surround-
Ing ocean. It is interesting t l'is feelings, from its utter desolation:
but becomes sacred to his mnemory while lie listeris ta the tale of sor.
row connected with it, which ve have often heard in our infa'ncy, and
can never wholly obliterate.

About thirty years ago, a young mian, vith Lin aged grandmother,
and ber son; came to reside at a triflihg distance f-om"Fort Cumber.
Iand; they to'ok up their abode at a small cottage ii the · eighbour-
hood, and principally depended for subsistence on the Jrecarious
occupation of fislhing. 'Tley iad oncè been *respectable tradesmen
nt Portsmouth ;.but/a variety cf unforeseen òircunistatces had'reduc'
ed them to poverty, and compelled them to seek the securiiy of soli.
tude. For a few months after. thcir arrival, -thc encouragement they
received from the fort, whiere they daily carried their baskets of fish,
liad restored themn to «comparative. tranquillity, when the.unsual vio.:
lencc of soine equinoctial ales ddshed their little filshlig smack
.4gainit the adjacent, rocks, and iendered lieir humible bcdupation at
once dangerous and profitless. To inorense, if possible,- their misery,
ýhe old lady, and the father of the young nian, languished in t4î


