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THE LIFE BOAT,
AY MISS STRICKLAND, (NOW Mms. wonuir.) |
s {
The life bout ! the lifeboat ! when tempests are dark, &
She's the beacon of hope to the Toundering bark,
When, inidet the wild roar of the hurricane’s sweep,
e minute guns boom, like a knell on the deey
The dide beat ! the life boat ! the whirlwind awd ran,
The whitecrested broakers opposc her in vain ;
Her erew are resolved, nud her tiraberd aee daunch,
She's the vessel of merey—tiod speed to her lsunch !

The life boat ! the life boat | how fearless and frec

She wins her hold course o'er the wide-rolling sca |

She bouads o'er the surges with gallant disdain,

She has stemmod them before, and she'll stem them
again !

Te life boat ! te life boat! she's man'd by thy brave,
In the nublest of eauses commissioned Lo save ;

What hea't but has thrilled in the seaman’s distrose,
AL the life Boat's eudeavours, the life boat’s success !

tifu boat !

Thy he life boat ! no vessel that sails
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PART 1
The { sat for more t
w a theught/u! and unbioken silence
ternoon was dark and sulte
[ clondy which | . heavily upon

forth low, muttering soands |
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nabel, with ar
1 full
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most solita

veet, fur
clond, t!l the
writhes itself make
See, itis no

t alons

iliar
hat
w like
of dark plumes and
ndy look yond
tor it is a skull
hugge folds of drapery
bert may reach us safe and

« Why now,my little Annabel, w
has this love
and you the
twelvemonth ago S ev
puss free 5 and 1 will ma

at all
\ hearse 0
nodding grove of golden palin-tree
skull has turned itselfl into the ve
the flying cupid, whose image )

. Rouse yourself, or you will have poor
¥ cheeks and heavy eyes to greet him
withal when he does come,  In five hours,’
and she tumed as she spoke to an antiqu
time-piece, % in five hours precisely from this
nml!,\u‘ will be in this chamber, in this chair,
and you the happiest of the happy.”

As [da spoke, a sudden and b nding tongue
of lightninyg leaped from that portentous cloud
with & peal of thunder which shook the old
mansion to its foundation, Both the girls
turned de ully pale ; for they cared more than
15 now esteemed disreet for omens, and for-
tune tellings, and vision 5 and Sir Gay Court-
ney, their father—unkind fate had, in their
intancy, deprived them of a mother’s care—
was himself accused in whispers of troubling
him#elf too much about alchemy and magic
and other dark sciences, such as are shunnel
by simple and plous men.

“ Some woe is hanging over us, | am sure,”
said Annabel, sinking to the floor in the ter-
ror of the moment, and leaning, half kneeling
against the kuee of her fairer sister ! « wy
drean last nighi and this sudden answer to
yout hopeful words of comfort . . ... I will
%o and pray, for my heart is oppressed, and
very heav.

“ Bt you did not tell me hefore of this
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wr shall now
langh
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Not that 1 fear or ¢ be— .. ... But
strange things lave come to pass, and whe
foay be sure that good and evil spirits do not
come and whisper in our ears wiiat is about to
happen when we 1i

dia not tell you, my Ida,
ure you would laugh
seams ax 1T | must,

ate or

sleep

anse | was
now it
r i would or not,
Santa Maria ! how y darkens ! and did
you noi see in yonder eomier, there—
there . . ... 1"
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b k almost convul-
sively ¢ poke, and her fixed itsell
as firmly upon the dusky void of the part of
the chambr towards which she pointed, as if
indeed, it had been visited by some fearful or
unexpected object,  Ida le 1, once, twice,
hersell infected the fears which possessed
her sister ! W in vain—there was
nothing

“ Wel i Ane
nabel, after » r f
relaxed from

ke
Ik b was

s 1 o
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at it is
when |
would t | Seems
On my ty

e again !
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and locked
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ing night,
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with thet |
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! think y
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r conld Isse |

y hor my father, |
the ¢ m]r'l“
N my spi
Il the ta-
nd the six
r wreathed wit
1 close to tt

I from the

l I again, there was
neither bride ror bridegroom, only a

few bones, and a handful of jewels, amd a ros-
ary, gieen with the wld of muny vears :
and when the chasm closed, | heir! some-
thing lauglf beneath the pavement, and the
tread of heavy feet far down helow, s Bat
what is still stranger, wherever | have cast
my eyes todhy, | have fancied [ saw those
poor bleached remains, thos ursed orna-
ments ; ur father, you know, will not use
them, even in his experiments, thouch he has
lacked jewels badly of late ;—and 1 have
heard the laugh, and that du'l stepping of feet
as of those who carry a bier.  Heaven shield
my Herbert ! for did you ever see such rain ?
He will not, cannot, come tonight | If Lonly

ever look on him again

Ida was silent for & moment ; then she
looked in her sister’s face, with a pale and
wistful smile. “ Your fancy is strangely dis-
temmpered, dear Annabel 3 1 shall call our fa-
Aher, or nurse Marion, and they shall prescribe
Mor yow. This poor puise, how it leaps, and
throbs, and flutters ! But only see—yonder,
glaneing among the trees—1 know the horse 3
and ah, love is swifter than bis promise !
Gently, gently sweet! or you will die of your
rapture, before he has crossed half the park.
I warrant you find that they were uever he-
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PARY oo THE DISCLVGINE,

My tale hath now reached the Chrisma®
e, and we are alone with kda in her cham-
bes ! that maiden being seated, fixedly gazing
(If her eyes received forms and colours) upou
the bage mass of burning woou that filled the
hearth, whence the fire flickered and burned
uj, casting quaint lights upon the pictures on
the wall, or leaving them o deep shadow,
fa. tastic’ and solemn 1 its suddenness.

vever had Ida, before that night, looked so
tianscendently beautiful. Hes pearly white
slie, and the clear carnation Llush that rese
and fell upon her cheek, and her long golden
hoir tloating round her, all unbound, were
touched with & pleasant glow by that fitful
firelight.  But who shall tell the glance it re-
veuled—the troubled eye-the quivering lip,
divided between rapture and remorse ?—who

tibe the perplexity of her clesped hands ?
breviary was on her kne e, but she kuew

Uid the entrence of Aanabed, for
ninutes, arouse from her thick-
g contenplat truth that
ame in 1 o step as firm and noise~
who cieeps thiough the dark (o de

% ; nor did

g for you,® said Annabel,

ice” Jaylng hier hand upon

( oulder—but, O, with what
meénning its ure ! we are

in res $
waing for vou.”  And the maiden yose with-
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ot a word r brilliant colour coming and
going, Wke omshine on astormy night—ad I
the vvwo went together in silence towards the “
saloon,  Annabel o ! the door with the |
same quiet delibers da cast round her
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b K of inquiry—for a strange ‘
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ty but eage!
s there pssenbled,
in the midst of the d..nn!wr,l
uly lighted by a single lamp,
ir Guy Courtenay ; but it might be

st were in his chambers ot toil and stu-
'ys A noblemai, yet older, was by his side ; “

but e was as wholly of this world as the
maiden’s father belonged to the world unseen |

He had a saflro loured

wrinkled check s and a swally wly, greedy
3 and lips which would not close over the |

) white teeth (not his own) with which his |
Houtn Ve ! the love-locks which |
ovei tns shoulders were thick and t

ented 3 and upon his long withered hand,
which rattled from its wvery leanness, were |
costly rings : and lus doublet wus of Genoa |
velvet, with a rare gen in every clasp, and |
button ; and he stood propped upon a |
sly wrought—the spoil, it was

ae sea=-monster, which the dis-

sought home and sold at a

By the side of Lord Orde stood
a scrine, with pens and an inkhorn at his gir-
dley and a wide white parchment was spread
upon the table before them.

With a quick and resolved glance, a hasty
stopyand yet a firm one, Annabel drew her
sitter to the tahle. She dipped a pen in the
massy silver standish, and whispered in her
ear, % Sign, Ida, and quickly  you should not
keep these gentlemen waiting, Sien! Sign I’

And Ida oheyed, and wrote her name in

lank space pointed out to her by her si
Le nllll(n’lrhr& finger.  Then Annabel took
the pen, and, clearing her brow with her hand,
alter the pause of another moment, traced her
rome also. ¢ What pains you take with your
writing, my love !” said the old Lord Orde,
with his sickly smile,and his_voice most d
cordant when he most essayed to be tender !—
It was done, and the clerk senled up the
parchment, and with his employer left the
chamber, Sir Guy Courtenay had not spo-
ken ; he Jeft the chamber also.

« Now, sister!” exclaimed Aunabel, when
the door had closed—a strange and vengeful
triumph, g into hereys— Now ... ..
but I forget I (sinking her voice to a strange
and scomful whisper)—¢ you may have a
love-tale to tell me—a confession to make . .
Shall I speak or listen 71 am quite ready for
either !”

The words of Annabel seemed to awaken

and visionary

streamed

on ey
slali, curnw
sitidly of some

coverers |
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.irnm, Annabel.  What was it, I pray you ¥

fore 80 slow in opening the gates [

plange her from a dead calm into a passionate
transport of grie ars burst from her eyes,
like the rain of 3 thuuder-shower, and she
would have thrown herself upon Annabel’s
neckto weep 3 but the latter forbade, with a
frown and asmilc, Ida knew not which of the
two was the most terrible.—* O liston to me,
Annal am a poor, wicke!, Jistracted
creature : listen to me, and I will confess
all—every thing \”
¢ Coufess '—you may spare
abour, Ida! as you might have red your~
seif the dissimulation. We are sisters—why
hould you not have made confidence to me at
ouce ?  Why wot have said, * [ cannot bear
the sight of your happiness—the thought of
your grandeur—I am faircr than you, and [
can beguile him from you, or at leest I wili
try.” It would have been a strange speech,
wethinks ; but I should have then known how
to answer it in kind—and you, not 1, would
Lave been spared a surprise more poignant, 1
deem, than bleasant. For think you | was
fooled ?—that L had not the heart and the wit
toavenge myselt ?— You (and she laughed as
she spoke) ** you yovvself have, bul a mo-
ment ago, set the seal of witness to my ven-
geance.,” .
¢ Forgive—forgive me ! murmured
feebler and fairer sister, (rembling before
vehemence, and unable to raise her eyes,
“ And it was no passion that urged you
thus 4o i of that
deep-seated, n, which
««« That T can talk of t+ you! | should
have spoken of an ancient name, and broad
lands, and proud palaces, rather,  Well, these
shall ail be mine—mine in spite of your plot-
ti jolvg And pe fur
as for the

yoursels the

her
this

APIOON e
seventy-lwo and
twenty-seven—whet matte and she a-
gain laughed fearfully, You forget, it
saems, when yon made so sure of the son, that
there wes yet a father alive . . . . You could
not conceive that, if you could plot, your sis-
ter cculd connterplot . . .. You did not ima

gine, when you there wrole your name, that
you were signing a contract of marriage be-
tween myself and Lord Orde; and that my
dowry was to be his son’s disinheritance ! Go
and tell him so—go: he awaits you in the
sonth walk, under the cedar trees—be has
waited for me there before now. Tell hin

that the same day that graces him with a
bride will shine on his father's wedding too !
have moved you, 1 sce!” continued
she, with increasing wildness, as her sister
crouched before her, struck dumb with shame
and wonder—+¢ to-night, then, begins my tri-
umph !

(T be concluded in our next.)
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Bask Farnvres.—It seems the Windsor
Bank is not the only ¢ lame duck” in Ver-
mont. We cut the following from the Ro-
chester Paily Advertiser of yesterday :

A gentleman of this city yesterday received
a letter from Vermont, stating that the follow-
ing hanks in that state had failed within a few

AT
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Bauk of Windser,

Wells River Bank, Newiury.

Orange Coun'y Bank, Chelsea.

This event was caused by the failure of the
house of Emerson & Lamb, in Boston. It
It seems that firm was the agent for those
banks in Boston, and held a large amount of
their funds.

We stated, a duy or two since, that several
of the Safety Fund banks of Michig i
been closed by the Commissioners of that
State. The following are given as the banks
just closed :

The Bank of Lapeer,

Farmers' Bank of Genesee County.

Farmers® Bank of Savdstone,

Juekson County Bank.

Exchange Bank at Selawassee,

The Wayne County Bank.

The Bank of Manchester is one the Com-
missoners did not se

wnd

her sister as from & trance : but it was to




