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bors of the Society ; and our young student was | rous rival to the earth. Better feclings arrested his
alternately swayed by hopes and fears—although | uplifted arm—religion excrted its holy influence over

he was well prepared to explain the use of his model,
and the principles on which it acted. ,

For the (irst time in his life, Lockhart arrayed his
berson with some care.  As he left the house, to take
the coach for London, he was met by Crawford.

“I am going to the Adelphi, to hear the fate of
my model, Lawrenee will you bear me company,”

“I shall certainly be therc,” was the hrief reply.
But it was spoken in an under tone, and with an
averted eye, and the friends parted—when they met
again, it was on the bench occupied by the candidates
at the Adelphi.

Archibald did not recognize Crawford, for the
latter was seated at the end of the bench with his
head bent down, and shaded with his hand. 1t was
not long before Archibald’s cxamination commenced.

He explained with great clearness, but with his
accustomed bluntness, the principles of his model.
His uvcourteous manners unfortunately diminished
the interest which had been exeited by his hand-
some and intelligent countenance.

The president of the committee bestowed much
commendation upon the usefulness and ingenuity of
his discoveries ; but regretted that a model, nearly
resembling his own, but constructed on a better plan,
had been presented for the inspecton of the commit-
tee, which had met with their universal approbation.

“Mr. Lawrence Crawford,” was then called
upon.

The blazing eye of Lockhart flushed a withering
zlance of contempt upon the guilty countenance of
his friend, as he siowly rose to answer the questions
of the president.

“ Base, dishonest wretch ! I will not in this place
expose you to the scorn of the world! or demean
niyself by contesting your ill gotten honours #* mut-
tered the injured Lockhart, as, regardless of time and
place, he darted from the room.

In a fever of excitement, he continued to pace the
pavement in front of the Adelphi, without his hat,
and unconscious of the rain, which was falling with
all the vehemence of a thunder shower, to the earth.

He had been betrayed and supplanted by his friend,
the beloved companion in whose sincerity he had
reposed such implicit confidence, and on whom he
had lavished the undivided affections of his warm
and generous breast. His heart seemed bursting
Wwith the sensc of intolerable wrongs 3 and he covered
his face, and leaned against the wall to conceal his
agitation.

Some one touched his shoulder.

He turned fiercely round. It was the eldest son
of the builder, * your friend Crawford has won the
$old medal.” .

“ Do not name him to me,” sobbed the suffocating
Lockhart, as he feft the building. He raised his
clenched hand, and was about to strike his ungene-

his mind, and calmed the furious passion that con-
vulsed his agitated frame.

““Go,” he said in a broken voice—*° go and cnjoy
if you can, your dishonest victory—you are bencath
my vengeance—I—1I forgive you.”

He took the arm of Henry Wilson, and walked
hastily away, leaving Crawford rooted to the spot,
and overwhelmed with remorse and shamc.

The reputation Lawrence acquired by obtaining
the gold medal, formed a tepic of conversation for
several days among the officers in the King’s yard.
He alone was silent and discontented ; haunted con-
tinually by the reproachful glance of his injured
friend, he was unable to enjoy the congratulations of
his acquaintance. He lamented the guilt in sceret,
which he was too proud too acknowledge,though con-
stantly tortured with the degrading conviction, and he |
prevailed upon his father to let him accompany a
friend in a tour to America.

It was with a start of painful surprise Lockhart
heard of the departure of Crawford. He ncver knew
how tenderly he had loved him, till they were sepa-
rated by the wide Adantic. A few months after
Lawrence quitted England, Mr. Lockhart and his
son were removed to Plymouth, and in a life of
active and useful dutics, the latter forgot the painful
past. A sea-port town presented a wide ficld of em-
ployment to his manly and encrgetic mind. The life-
boat, improved upon his own plan, was his chiel
delight, and many valuable lives had been saved by
his indefatigable exertions in the cause of humanity.

One night, in the latter end of March, Archibald
was roused from sleep by the report of a gun at sea,
heard amid the deafening roar of winds and waves,
which had been collecting their fury for some hours.
and the gale which at sunset had only moaned along
the deep, and lifted as if in sport, the white crested
billows, now blew a perfect hurricane.

The moon was high and bright, when Lockha:t
sprang from his bed, and hastily adjusting his
clothes, joined the group of seamen collected upon
the cliff, to witness the destruction of a fiuc vessel,
which abandoned to the fury of the storm, appeared
beyond all human assistance ; after great cxertions, .
the life-boat was launched, and brought alongside
the foundering vessel, whose crew could plainly be
distinguished, by the beams of the full and cloudless
meon, clinging to the shrouds.

Every face was turned towards the little ark of
safety and her heroic band, apd hope agdin bright-
ened the tearful eyes which a few minutes beforc
had been closed in despair. .

Ropes and grappling irons were throwx'x on board.
A general rush took place—all were anxious {o ¢n-
surc their own safety. Onc young man ajonic re-
mained aloof. He leant against the broken mast,
round which his arm was carelessly flung, with his



