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{ wisdom about his face, and hisactions were
“kind and even patriarchal.  He had a deep
black cye, a loud sonorous voice, and man-
ners that wouald ensure reverence and love, as
they did with all who approached bim., Af-
ter Roland had reeited his sorrowful story
and asked protection for the time, Astalpha,
who had listened patiendy, surveved him with
curious gaze, and his deep black eye fairly
pierced through him. ¢ Young stranger,” says
he, “you greatly excite my curiosity, as well
- a8 my syinpathy; be seated on youder cush-
ion, T will tell you part of my history, which,
perhaps will make you to dissipate my anx-
jety. It is now six years since I'was banish-
ed” from my native city, Constantinople, by
the Sultan Mahmoud. I have since, thanks
be to our greal Prophet, prospered where you
now see e, in riches and the love of a people,
who were before oppressed. Providence has
not in vain clothed you with that beautilul
garment you now wear; my heart too truly
tells me it was made by the fingers of her—my
once-loved child. Oh! my Almyra! Isee
thy finger-work there! O, my last consola-
tion—my lost lamb ! I would give all T have
to regain theg —.”

The tears rolled down the grey beard of
th e venerable old man, and his face sunk on
his bosom. Roland would have consoled him,
but he was fearful lest it would be thought
presumptuoas. -

- “T have,” resumed Astalpha, © an exaet pat-
tern of that flowered garment, made by the
fingers of my daughter, who was wresied in
tyranny from my bosom, by a woman’s an-
ger. She gave me it when I took my fare-

-well leave of her, and pressed her soft rosy
white form to my aching heart. She told me
to remember her by it, as she bathed my feet
in tears of filial love.  Tell me, young siran-
ger, how came you by it, and when.”

It is unnecessary leve to repeat what has
already been told the rescue of Almyra from
deatli, by Roland. He told the whole story to
the noble Astalpha, amid the mutual sighs of
both. “ Go,” says Astalpha Algamba “ bring
her to ine and I will give you all I have, my
_friend ; may the blessed prophet speed you.....

.You have saved her from death ; I will make
her your wife, and you shall live with me ;—
haste my friend, haste. To-morrow morning
you shall sail for her.”

Thus ended the scene. Roland drank eof-
fee with the Prince and his consort—for he
did not adhere to the seraglio system. He had
but one wife, the mother of Almyra. She was
a beautiful woman, and looked much like her
Jovely danghter; tall and graceful with beau-
tiful ‘eyes and expressive. countenance; but
years had made her fade. These two noble
‘persons seemed already like parents to Ro-
‘Fahd, and his heart rejciced at the thought of

{hs nearly grey. There was a dignified air

letting them see their long-lost daughter.....

 Early on the following morning, a ship having

been got ready by the governor’s command,

Roland set sail [to tell the good news to

the diamond-eyed fair one, after taking an af-

fecting adieu and swearing by the Prophet

Mahonet, as tl:ey wished him todo, since they

were Mahometaus, that he would surely re-

turn as soon as possible with their daughter.

Thus we leave our story until Roland again ,
arrives in England, which he did safely, * *

* * * * * * *®

Roland from what bappened to him on this
voyage was more sirongly convinced than ev-
er that there is a God, by whose Providence
weall live and breathe, [le saw the evident
display of bis Maker’s power in guiding him,
whither he wished to go, and in rescuing him
from so many dangers.  His consceience told
him there were fuvors that must not be over-
looked in prosperity. e daily prayed more
o his Maker, for thut strength and faith which
alone can render a mortal man above sublu-
nary-vanities and visionary dreams of earthly
ambition. Were the world to continne for
hundreds of ages 10 come, it would continue
in the same darkness as to the light of God,
in which it now physiecally is. 'T'here is an
itnpassable veil of mystery between God and
man which haman learning as vaisly attempts
to fathom, as does darkness to beeome light.
The only wedium throngh which we can
know Gud on earth is thiough that of the
christian grace and faith in our Savior Jesus
Christ. " ‘I'his'is a trmth at which infidelity
sneers and human learning scofls.  But the
time will be as certainly as we live, when this
shall be kuown in a future state of intellectu-
al being.  The providenve of the Almighty
which blind men theoeretically profess to own,
but practically declare to be fulse, as they do
the power of christian regencration, by a con-
siderate and dispassionate observer can be
seen and felt less or more in our daily walks.
Roland was thus strongly i:npressed with this
truth, and he rejoiced in his heart in his God
and [iedecmer, whilst his soul on wings of di-
vine love and ecstacy soared far above the
decaying bubbles of this nether world ; he lov-
cd to live and breathe in God his Crealor.

He had only went as far as Gibraltar in the
African galley, from which place he sailed in
an Bnglish vessel and arrived as I bave said,
at his home, 1is heart was [ull of joy at the
idea of telling his beloved Almyra the good
news of his discovery. [t would be useless
for me to attempt a description of the glad-
some meeting of this youthful pair; and a8
the pathetic Scottish bard beautifully says—

“Oh happy Jove! wherelove like thig is found?
Oh) heart-fult Joys' and blies bayond compare.”
T0 BE OO.N’I‘IND}-:D.

Cato pleaded four hundred cases, and gain-
d them all. .




