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avoid taking more particular notice of his personal
appearance. He was tall, gigantically tall—up-
aards, f should say, of five feet seven.  Broad sh_onl-
ders, which scemed adapted to support the weight

of mightiest monarchies, suspending from them |

brawny arms, furnished at the cxtvemities with
hands of prodigious size; legs of extrainely muscu-
larappearance, which would have been cminently
handsome had it not been that the knves, through
some unaccountable sympathy with each other, had
accustomed themselves to the very closest proximi-
ty which is compatible with the power of progres-
sion; and all surmounted by u head whese thick
curling locks, now grizzled with the first suows of
time, hung in wild profusion over the collar of what
had at one time evidently been a coat, completed the
tout ensemble of a figure at once lordly and attract-
ive, at once homely and sublime!

Deeper and deeper did we advance into the sylvan
wilderness—higher and higher rose my expectation
of a “feast of tears.” I could guess, with the clear-
sighted certainty ofa sympathetic soul, that my com-
panion was no ordinary man; that his innerimost be-
ing had been harassed by the most intolerable of
woes; and that in silence, in solitude, and in sceret,
in the depths of caves, and the umbrageousness of
woods, he nursed the recollections of the severest
anguish, the bitterest distress.  Nor was I mistaken
in these expectations. The stranger suddenly pau-
sed and said—

“Here is the home which my miseries have left
me enter, and may such sorrowsas I have encoun-
tered never lay their weighty burdens on the wild
boundings of your young and gallant bosom.”

«Stranger!” I replied, “my eyes are surely blind-
ed with the streams of sympathy, for I sec not your
home.”

“INot see my home! Scest thou not this stong in-
dented with the pressure of my aching head? That
is my pillow. Seest thou not this mossy banl,
where the rank herbage has spread its wild luxuri-
ance? Thatismy couch.—Mark’st thou not those
Patagonian toad-stools stretching their vast longi-
tude to the morning sun? These are the furniture
of my chumber. This well—thou seest it—bubbling
in perpetual freshness from the bosom of the rock?
That, oh, stranger! is my cellar and my wash-hand
basin.”

“Simple furniture!” I exclaimed—*“admirable a-
partments! Here no intruding landlord interrupts
the continuity of your sorrows, by tendering his
weekly bill; no roofto requiré new slating; no fleor
to be repaired.  If thou, oh stranger, wilt allow me
I shall be happy to be your neighbor, and to estab-
lish myself in similar lodgings to these, uponthe
same melancholy and economical terms.”

“ Try itnot,” replied the stranger; “unless your
woe isequal in intensity to mine, your enjoyment in
such a scene as this would be temporary as the morn-
ing dew.”

“My woe," said I, “is pretty considerable,”

“But what is-your woe to mine ?"" Herethe vene-
rable recluse paused, and after groaning deeply three
times, proceeded in a more collected tone of voice—
“Your. woe, whatever it may be, is as dust weighed
against a mountain—as a gossamer, which weaves
its filmy web from bush to bush, placed in the oppo-
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site scale to the hugest whale that soothes the fever
of his blood by rubbing its prodigious back upon an
jceberg in the Polar Sea, when placed in cempeti-
tion with wine! What is the loss of friends, if death
Las taken them inthe crdinary way !—What even
tihe falschiood of 2 belovad cue, if for her fickleness
f you have not to blame yourself? What are thesc—-
hat fsuny thing compured 1o the uvu-

apl

what is afl-—wi Le
pronounceable und unfathomable distress wiach it
Las been mine fur wany a leng vear to endure?”?

“Iconfess,’ T replicd, “the superiority of your
wees ; but sufier we to enjoy the narative of your
distress, that 1 may refrcsh myself’ this sultry mor-
1ing with a torrent of tears,”

“Tears " exclaiined the old man, jumping many
feet into the air, for his activity was the most won-
derful I ever saw—"There {—there!—how darest
thou recall to the palpitating bossm the cause of alt
my misery ? but pardon me, young soldier, for, from
your noble bearing, I perceive you must have been
at Jeast a lieutenant, it not even a captain in the
gory field, Pardon me—yon know not what a
pang you have shotthrough my hearnt !’ :

e took from his pocketz handkerchief, whicl,
like many a matron reduced, alas! to poverty, Lore
evident marks of having seen better days; and ha-
ving spread it on his knees, as if to be ready when
he required it, e made preparations to commer.ce
his narrative.  With handicerchief in hand I sct
myself to listen and such an hour of sorrowing ex-
ultation, and exhilarating distress, it has rarely been
my-lot to enjoy, or suffer.

“My name is Gribble,” he began—*my christian
appellation, Timothy—my country, England—my
connty, Devon » '

#A countryman I T exclaimed—*I, too, was born
on Tamar's flowery banks.”

“From earliest youth of a melancholy and mu-
sing disposition, I shunned the usual enjoyments of
my years, and lived in a world of my own, which
was peopled with all that was beautiful and heroic,
delicious and divine. The library was my chief
delight—my study, romance—my enjoyment, sor-
row——to laugh was horror—paradise to weep! This
went on for many years. What was it to me that
people wondered at my manner of life! What
thoughmy father scowled onme, and wished me
to employ my talents in the hardware line, instead
of snivelling, as he basely calledit, over fictitiovs
woe ! He little knew the ardor of my soul. Rath-
er than be deprived of my rapturous power of tears
—rather, fav rather, would I have had the demand
for polkers, tongs, gridirons and sauce-pans entirély
to have ceased. Rather would I have had no cus-
tomer visit the paternal shop, than forego for one
hour the pleasure of indulging my feelings over
some narrative of distress! As time passed on, al-
though I could not conceal from myself that the
vain and frivolous, as well as the considerate and
solemn, disapproved of this manner of passing my
youth, I found that, for this preference of the miser-
able overand gladsome, I was not alone. No !l
the loveliest of her sex was as fond of the indul-
gence of her griefas I was; and such a congeniali--
ty of disposition drew so close between us the bonds
of admiration, that in the earliest flush of manhood,
e'er I had numbered three-and-thirty summers, I




