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THE RALLYING CALL
f our country are gathering .ound,
her freedom to fling to the ground,
to destroy, and their democrat rage
Chureh, Crown and Peerage alone can assuage,

jons, arouse ye ! the call has gone forth

r your elans from the Soath to the North ;
haste to the beacon, with patriot zeal,
wally =our strength round the banner of Peel.

o narchy’s sway,

traitor suceeed, shall be frittered away ;

the church of our fathers, the old hallowed pile,
jemued by the godless to cease from our is'e

s a hing when o

strike for the freedom which Hampden secur’d,

the faith for which Ridley the faggot entured,
the nobles who dauntless your ancestors freed
ase of the Burous of fair Runneymede

allington’s name rear the stan’-+d on high,
it in the breeze—let it float in the sky,

e ne’er sullied that standard in war
wever shall traitors it purity war

okt pleasures forsaken, your comfurt foregone,
affections are 1o your country alone

the land of our fathers that calls you to save,

the home of the free, "tis the Queen of the wave

HE SAMPHIRE GATHERER';
STORY:
BY ARTHUR HUME PLUNKETT,
It was het 2 sir that M, Clements descend-
o

How fearful,” I axclaimed, scarc ely ven-
to look down a precipice at least siv
d feet in depth,

fepeatin a few words what had occupied

I an hour, and omitting his numerous di-

the samphire gatherer’s tale ran thus

Atthe close of the last ceutury be and his
pamphire gatherers by trade, had assist-
loweting one Mr. Clements down the

upon rather extraordinary circumstances.

C. was returning home alonz the De Wns,
the then retired out fashionable town of

y when he recognized a boat ahout a
from the shoce resembling one in which
ife and sister were in the frequent habit

ing hours, in a little bay or inlet of the
his bouse. He hastened home to have

bts removed as to their identity, and
ied back to the spot where be had first 0b-
d them. He then found, 1o his e rtreme
, that the boat had heen deserted of its
nts, who had o wandering on the

s under the cliff. To approach them by

#ea on either side in time to rescue them
their impending danger was impossi'le.

tide was rising fast, and their destruction
d inevitable. In this emergency the
bire gatherars were thought of, and sent
and declining their offers, Clements in-

il upon descending the c/ff, in the hope of

ag his wife upon some rock or spot where
ight remain in safety till the arrival of

Thus far had the samphire gather-

n the history he was relating to me

was stiolling along the clifls, when he
dy a8 | have already mentioned, and poin-
the spot where Mr, Clements descended.

lowinz his example, and taking a seat on
rass near him, the old man continued his

1 give itin his own words—

ell, sir, when we ftound we could not

de: bim to let one of us go down in his
y father, aw usual, secured a crow-bar into

h'a few feet from the edge of the clifly
ben twining the rope areund it, in order
‘e us the steadier hold on Mr. Clements,

4 it under his arms. We then made
Phange his coat for one of our frocks, such

see the common people wear in these
and taught him how to put his feet stea-
against the cliffs—as it were thus; and
him take the rope hetween his hands
ove the knot, mx'!old him to lean out
fthe rock as far as he could, and to work
ds with bis feet, and to look up and
watch for the stones and rubbish which
might dislodge. We told him all

Ty and bade him not to be frightened at

4 they would not harm him—the
setsir, and they always made a horrid
hing if you go down the cliff after they
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are gone to roost—and, that if he altered his
mind, and wished to come back, he had only
10 give the rupe one of two pulls and we’d
haul him up directly. % No—no,”’ sai. Mr.
Clements, * there is no necessity for that;
when I get to the bottom, wait for a quarter
of an hour; if at the end of that time I give
you no signal for you to pull me up, you will
know that the ladies are safe, and then make
what haste you can and get a boat from——- ~
“ [am ready now,” said he, in a faint voice,
and his teeth chattering all the while with
fear., Never was a man so frightened as he
was at that moment.— Well sir, father and [
once more lifted the rope, and M. Clemests
leaned hack over the edge of the cliff. Down
he went. We soon lost sight of him.

“ Working with his feet, as father had told
him, we slowly supplying our ro re-
quired it, he moved safely down for a bit;
All this time

as he

then he rested on a jetting rock,
he kept his eyes fixed on the sky, pressing
cautiously with his feet against the chalk, his
body at almost right angles with the cliffy his
hands grasping the rope, or sheltering his face
from the shower of dirt and stones which it
dislodged. He had got about one hundred
feet from the top, when suddenly slippiog
from the eliff, his chest and face were flung
violently against it. He endeavoured to gani
his footing against the rocks, and in doing so
broke a resalution. which be had formed, and
looked beneath him. It was a rare sight that,
for the first time. Well do 1 remember
how my head swem as I looked at the water
far, far below, and the waves that one could
see, but not hear, as they broke over the
shingles, Presence of mind, on which Mr.
Clement so vauoted himself, where was it
then? He was about to pull the rope, but he
thought of bis poor wife, and ove thought of
hor was enough. On he went; to regain a
footing was impossible. Father and 1 kept
gradually lowering the rope, and with his face
to the cliffy, his hands outstretched, catching
at each ohject as he passed, envelopped in a
shower of chalk and stones which he had not
the streagth to avoid, gasping and panting for
weath, poor Mr. Clements slided down for
ahout another hundred feet. Here the cliff
arched inward, forming an immense hollow,
yonder rock, sirj and swinging too,
round and round, as it were, betwixt heaven
and earth, down he went. AL one moment
the wide ocean met his dizzy gaze ; al another,
the flocks of the startied birds flew around his
head, uttering their shrill and hungry cries.
Again sir, he found himsell sliding down
against the side of the eliff, his flesh all sore
id torn, and his body and arms in absolate
torture from the pressure of the rope. Again
in agony he made a frantic effort to regan a
footing, but in so doing, fastened one of his
egs in A narrow fissure or opening in the rock.
Vain was the struggle to release it sir; Mr,
Clements was either too weak, or the limb too
firmly secured in the rock. All his efforts
were use ess 3 and | shudder, at the bare re-
collection while I tell it, we continued to
supply the rope. Hanging by his leg head
downward, there he lay, the cormorants and
sea-mews flitting around him, and joining in
his frightful shrieks.”

“Horrible ! was he long thus ?”

“Not long sir. Father soon discovered
that there was no weight or pull on the rope ;
and judging from his experience of what had
oceurre |y we raised it a few feet and released
M. Clements fiom his painful sitnation.-
From this moment, he told me, he was un-
conscious as to whether he was ascending or
descending, until he heard his name called in
a faint voice. He opened his eyes. We had
lowered him over the arch of an immense ca-
vern, within which, all was darkness. The
sea was rolling in beneath him ; his foet tonched
ity bhe felt that he must either swim or
drown ; he feebly grasped the rope; a thrill
of joy ran through bis veins as he found an
unexpected footing on a rock concealed by the
waves in about three feet of water ; the Jeplh
around for the present mattered pot.—He re-
mained for a few moments on the rock. His
name was again called ; it sounded from with-
in the cave,

Extricating himfelf from the rope, he mede

an effort to swim—found that he had more
strength than he had thought—swam forwaid
through the darkness up the cavern—strug
gled—sank—rose again—heard his name cali-

4 louder and nearer—made one eFort more—
felt the sand, the smooth sand under his feet

staggered forward—reeled, and fell ex-
hausted in the arms of his wife.”

“And his sister 1

“ I'he ladies were both there, sir. Th
cavern was about fifty feet in depth, and
sloping upwards towards the back, and part-
ly filled with weeds, stones and sand. Hither
Mis. Clementsand her sister had resorted to
tale refuge from the rising tide. They had
lan led fron: .ae boat on the rocks, at some
disiance below the cave, in the hope of find -
inga pathway or outle! by which they could
escape up the cliff.  Aftera loog and hopeless
search, they bethought themselves of the boat,
and to theif extreme tertor, found that it had
been carried away by the rising tile, which
now partly covered the rocks. They had just
time ‘o climb into the cavern over the fahen
rocks unde. the arch, when the waters sweep-
ing in, closed up all entrance except to a
swimmer, Although the tide was fast rising,
the ladies cheered each other vvith the pe
they shouid cscape. - Fortunitely the darks
ness af the back of the cavern was sufficient to
prevent their dis overing the height to which
the water usuall ' rose.

“ As you may imegine, Mr. Clements was
sometime hafore he recovered his senses. His
wife we. Lieeling beside hiv , chafing his
brows, when her sister started up, calling st~
tention to the rope, by which he had descend.
ed. We were pulling it up; and he shook
his head as it disappeared over the arsh of
the cavern. Well he knew how useloss j¢
would have been for them to use it 14
matiers not,” said be § “dhey
have gone 10 —w—— % We shall bave.
here soon; we are safe,” and so on, endea-
vouring to keep their spirits up, while he
well knew that in the darkness the chances
were that the boat would never find the cave.

 Two hours sir—two long hours passed on
in this way, a . Clement had given up
all hope. The wi kept rising, till at last
the wave broke at their feet ; and each instant
threatened thewr destruction. The ladies
were almost dead with fear and cold ; when a
large heavy, Dutch built boat—vyou don’t see
such now sir ; swept with scarcely a sound,
under the arch into the ¢avern, her prow com-
ing in close upon the spot where Mr. Clements
and the ladies were. They did not hear
until sne was within the cave, and no wonder,
for the oars were muffled, and those who were
in her were as silent as the grave. It was
partof the cargo of a French smuggler, lying
a fev” miles off, that her crew assisted by some

of the fishermen, were about to land, and
they had taken shelter in the cavern, having
been alarmed at the approach of a boat up the
coast. Fortunate was it, that Mr. Clements
prevented the ladies from calling out for as-
sistance from them pe

“Why 1 should have thought at such a
moment that even smugglers—*’

“Not they, sir—not they ; and Mr, Cle-
ments knew it, Desperate men like them
would have left the poor things to drown, or
have murdered them, No; Mr. Clements
knew hetter. He tried a last and dangerous
chance ; but it was bis only one. Listen,
sit; while the men had their heads turned to
the opening of the cavern watching the boat
pase, the sic"tof which had driven them
into it, he “ted the ladies gently into the
end of the voat. They could not hear
hifn for the noise of the waves. There was
plenty of room for them and he drew a sail
over them,and was just stepping in after them
when one of the men turned, and he had only
time to conceal himself under the bows of the
boat before she was again moving silently out
of the cave, with, as g:v crew little suspected,
the addition of two to her number since she
had entered it.

They went about a quarter of a mile down
undér the cliff, and landed a boy, who disap-
peared like a cat up the rocks. A dead sience
ensued ; no one ventured to speak ; the men

rested on their oars, and the boat gently rose
and sank with the waves, At last the silence
was broken ; something dark was hurled down
the cliff at a short distance from the boat. _Jt
fellheavily on the rocks. “ God forgive hifh,
he’s tossed him over,” muttered one of the
men. < And o it was, sit. The poor man on
the look out was asleep near the top of the
cliff ; and we often hear of these men rolling
over in their sleep, There is always a reason
for ity siv. They were going to land their
catgo, when they hea'd & gun in the offing
from or> of the king’s cutters. The alarm
had. bee given. Nota momest wasto be
lost, and, straining every nerve, they bore
out to sea.

They were about two miles from the shore
when some of the men declared that it was a
lost job, and that they could go no further.
Mis, Clements was quite senseless with cold
and exhaustion, but her sister listened eagerly
to what the men said. They had some angry
words, but the meaning of the conversation
she could not understand. “here was a little
boat astern of the larger one, which they
drew to .3, and entered one by one, the
lest man calling out as he stepped in :—
“ Now then, boys, pull for your lives ; they’ll
make :‘ter us when they find they’ve lost
theit rize.”

The Yoat had disappeared in the surround-
ing darknoss before the terrified lady compre-
hended all ; \ad then, sir, the frightful truth
flashed upon her. The devils had scatti~d the
boat, and it was sinking fast. She said one
prayer, and turned to kiss her sleeping sister,
when Mr. Clement’s voice sounded almost at
her side. There he was, sir—there he was,
in the self-same pleasure boat that had beem
ithe quse of all their misfortanes. He bad
ljust time 1o lift the ladies out of the boat, and
o ge. elear of her, when she went down, The
e venue cutter came up 10d took them on board

months

emel
dreadfei night.”

““Wigat became of Mr. Clements when he
left tk sn in the cave

“He held on to the boat a few minutes, til}
they got outside, and then swam to the rocks,
where he found the little pleasure boat, and
entering it, followed the track of the larger
vessel in time to save the life of Mrs. Cle-
ments and her sister,

“ The sun is setting, sir,” said the sam-
phire gatherer touching his hat to me. |
must be going homeward—mayhap, ” he
added, as he turned away on his path,
“ one of these days, when yeu are lhnglin‘
on the rocks below, sir, you will look at the
cavern where Mr, Clements found his wife.
You can imagine much better than I cap
describe, what must have been their feelings
in such a place, and at such a time. Good
evening, sir.”

—
GRANT THORBURN'S OPINION OF BACHI R8s

Those consummate blockheads, the bache«
lors, they too must join the hue and cry to de=
face and defame ihe most beautiful part of
creation. Conscious that they are running
contrary to all laws, human and divine, they
come forth with hard words in place of argu~
ment, they are not able to support a wife ; wh
it costs you more in six months for the soda
water you drink, and the cigars you smoke and
give away, (lwo articles that you can well
dispense with, and an article too that your fa=
thers never saw,) than it would take to sup)

a sensible woman for atwelve-month. He that
hangs creation on hisarm, and feeds her at his
board—he that hears the young ravens when
they cry, will never suffer the young Yankees
to starve. When you have got money enough
to buy furniture, you will then go to houses
keeping, and marry. Here the fowl of the air
will teach you—in the spring he looks out for
his mate ——ge has not got a stick or a straw to~
wirds house-keeping ; together they gather
he sticks and the straws ; in a few days a dwel=
ling is prepared for the young. But the ba-
chelors in every thing put the cart before the.
horse, always wrong end foremost with them.
They say, as soon as they get a nest they, will,
Yook out for abird, thus running quite cross

grained in the face of nature,




