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ftom the page to fix on those heavy shoes. " All at once a thought
arose that chxlled her to the heart. Suppose her husband should not
come ! The weather is stormy, and he has relatives in the village
to which he went. Perhaps they have persuaded him it was un-
safe to travel at night with so large a sum of money about him:
perhaps they have torced him, with a friendly violence, to yvield to
their urgent invieaticas to w ait till morning. It is s(n!\mu' el«ht,
and nobody comes. ‘The idea we huve alluded to, appears to her
more and more probable.  After two hpu;s of such agony, the un-
happy lady, whose courage had been kept up Ly the liope of final,
rescue, feels her strength and bope fail bex.  Seon she hears a noise
under the window, and listens, dou{;tfully. This time she is not
mistaken. The heavy outer door creaks on its hiriges, and shuts
with clumour; a well-known step is on the stairs, and a nran enters,
a tall, stout man. It is be, itis he! At that moment, if he had
been the worst of all husbands, he would bave been perfection in his
wife's eyes.  ITe had on'y tuken off his wet cloak and put away his
pistols, and delighted at again seeing what he loves most on carth,
opens his arms to embrace his wife. She clasps him convulsively,
but in a wmoment, recovering her self-possession, puts her finger
on his lips, and poiuts to the two feet peeping out under the cur-
tuin. : ‘
If M. Aubry had been wanting in presence of mind, he would
not liave deserved to be the husband of such a woman, Hemadea
slight gesture to show he understood her, and said aloud, “-Excuse
me, my dear, I left the money down statrs.  I'll be back in two
minutes.” Within that time he returned, pistol in hand. Ilelooks
at the priming, walks to the aleove, stoops, and while the fore-fin-
ger of his right hand is on the trigger, with ihe other hand, he
seizes one of the feet, and eries in a voice of thunder, ¢ Surrender,
or you're a dead man!” He drags by the feet into the middle of
the room a man of most ill-favoured aspeet, erouching low to avoid
the pistol which is within an inch of bis head. He is searched, and
a sharp dagzer found on him,  Iie confesses that the giv] was his
accomplice, and had told him M. Aubry would bring a large sum
Nothing remains now, but to give them over to
the authorities. Madame Aubry asked ber husband to pardon
them, but the voice of duty is louder than that of pity. When M.
Aubry heard from his wife al! she had gone through, he could only
say, *“Who would have thought you so courageous " but, in spite
of her courage, she was attacked that night with a viclent nervous
fever, and did not get over ber heroism for several days,

hiome that night.

TFrom Miss Pardoe's Beauties of the Bosphorus.
A TURKISH APARTMENT,

*“ The moveables were prodigally rich;

Sofas 'twas half a sin to sit upon,
So costly were they @ carpets every stitch

Of workmanship so rare, that made you wish

You could glide o'er them lil;e a golden fish.”

- ByRox,

\othm«r ean exceed thc heautiful cleanliness of a Turkish ha-
rem, save its order : not a grain of dust, not a fuotmark, sullics the
surface of the Indian matting that covers the large halls whence the
several apartments branch off in every direcetion ; while the furni-
ture of the rooms themselves is always rich, and serupulously ar-
ranged. The ceilings are claborately ornamented ; and in the
houses of the rich, where the apartments are of great size, a curtain
of tapestry is frequently used as a mean of reducing their extent.
The windows are always closely set together, and very numerous;
and where the room chances to be situated in anangle of the build-
ing, the three unconnected sides have very much the appearance of
a lantern,

At the lewer eud of each apartment are large closets for the re-
ception of the bedding (fur none are appropriated exclusively as
sleeping chambers), and the slaves of the houschold nu sooner as-
certain that the visiter has risen, than half a dozen of them com-
mence removing every vestige of the couch, and depositing within
the closct the mattresses of embroidered satin, the sheet of gauze,
or worked muslin, the half-dozen pillows of brocaded silk, and the
wadded coverlets, rich with silver fringe, and gay with party co-
loured needle work, which have formed the bed, A low sofa or
divan runs round the three other sides of theapartment, luxurious-
ly supplied with cushions, and richly eovered with cut velvet or
embroidered satin ; and the floor is invariably spread with soft and
handsome carpets.

It is an amusing fact, that an idea .of'impropriety is attached by
Europeans who have never visited the East, to the very name of a
harem ; while 1t is not less laughable, that they can never give a
reason for the prejudice ! How little foundation exists for so un-
accountable a fancy must he evident at once, when it is stated that
the harem, or women's 2partments, are held so sacred by the Turks
themselves, that they remain inviolate even in cases of popular dis-
turbance, or individual delinquincy ; the mob never suffering their
violence to betray them into an intrusion on the wives of their vie-
tims; and the search after a fugitive ceasing the mowent that the
door of the harem separates him from lis pursuers.

It is also a fuct; that although a Turk has an undoubted right to
enter the apartment of his wives at ali hours, it is a privilege of
which he rarely, if ever, avails himself. One room in the harem is
appropriated to the master of the house, and therein he awaits the
appearance of the individual with whom he wishes te converse, and
who is summoned to bis presence by a slave. Should he, on pass-

ing to this apartment, see slippérs at the foot of the stairs (a token

that a femalevisitor is in the harem), he cannot, under any pre--

tence whatever, intrude lurnself into her presence; it is a liberty
which every womau in the empire would resent ; and when guests

are on a visit of some dn\ s, he seads a slave forward to announce:
his approach, and thus gives-them time and oppqrtumty to with- .

draw ;

Every good harem has a- commodious bath, and a’ garden gay
with flowers and fountains attached to it, where the: women may
wander ‘at will among - the leaves -and birds, or dream the suitry

hours in their pretty kiosques overhanging the Bosphorus; - where

from behind the shade of their latticed caséinents they can breathe
the cool air from the water,and mark the arrowy speed of the grace-
ful catques; as they fly along the chanuel. -

T'hc amusements of the harem ate few and simple ;—the hath s
the greatest luxury, the remainder of the duy being spent inloung-
ing on the divan, listening to the music of the'zeber, played by one
of the slaves, and accompanied by the voices of others; in the ar:
rangemient of the jewels worn upon the turban ; in playing with the
birds whose gilded cages glitter upon the walls ; in spoiling all the
children within reach; in eating sweetmeats, and drinking water;
or amid the cool shadows of the garden, hearkening to the full of
the fountains and the whisperings of the leaves, or listening to the

| wondrous tales of the \Iassald_]he ever a weleonic guest in the ha-

rem, where her marvellous narratives ave received with a deep at-
tention and a perfect fuith eminently inspiring,  Then there is the
namaz or prayer, five timesa day, never neglected by Turkish wo-
men ; when deeply veiled, as unworthy to appear before Allah with
a bare brow, they spread their prayer-carpet, and, turning their
faces Mecea-ward, they humbly and carnestly perform their devo-
tions, Thesc dre their home-occupations; but it is a great fallucy
to imagine that T'urkish females are like birds in a cage, or captives
in a cell j—far from it; there is not a public fustival, bLe it 'Turk,
Frank, Armenian, or Greek, where they are not to be seen in num-
bers, sitting upon their carpets, or in their carriages, surrounded
by slaves and attendants, eager and delighted spectators of the re-
vel. ‘Then they have their gilded and glittering caiques an the Bos-
phorus, where, protected by their veils, their ample mantles, and
their negro guard, they spend long hours in passing from house to
house, visiting their acquaintance, and gathering and dispensing
the gossip of the city.

All this may, and indeed must appear startling, to persons who
have accustomed themselves to believe that Turkish wives were
morally manacled slaves.  There are, probablv no women so little
trammelled in the world ; so free to come and to go unquestioned,
provided thatthey ave suitably attended ; w hile it is equally certain
that they cnjoy this privilege like innocent and happy children,
making their pleasures of the flowers and the sunshine; and revel-
ling like the birds and bees amid the summer Drightness, profitting
by the enjoyment of the passing hour, and reckless or thoughtless
of the future, ‘

THHE ROSE AND THE GAUNTLET,

Low spake the Knight to the peasant 1naid,
¢ O ! be not thus of my suit afraid !
Fly with me from this garden small,
And theu shalt sit in my castle hall,

“ Thou shalt have pomp, and wealth, and pleasure,
Joys beyond thy fancy's measure ;

1lere with my sword and my horse I stand,

"To bear thee away to my distant land.

“ Take, thou fairest, this full-blown rose,

A token of love that us ripely blows.”

With his glove of steel he plucked the token,
And it fell from the gauntlet erushed and broken.

The maiden exclaimed— Thou see’st, Sir Kniglt,
Thy fingers of steel can only smite ;

And like the rose thou hast torn and scatter'd,

I in thy grasp should be wrecked and shatter’d.”

She trembled and blushed, and her glanees feli,

But she turned from the Inight, and said, * farewell ;"
 Not so,” he eried, **will I luse my prize,

1 heed not thine words, but Iread thine eyes.”

He lifted her up in his grasp of steel,

And he mounted and spurred with fiery heel ;
But her cry drew forth her hoary sire,

Who snatched his bow from above the fire,

Swift from the valley the warrior fled,

But swifter the bolt of the cross-bow sped ;

And the weight that pressed on the flcet-foot horse,
Was the living man, and the woman’s corse.

That morning the rose was bright of hue,

That morning the maiden was sweet to view ;

But the evening sun its beauty shed

On the withered leaves and the maiden dead.
—Dlackwood's Magazine,

Erom the New Orleans Picayune, | ¢

ROCKY MOUNTAIN SKETCHES.
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THE FIRE JUMY,

" When crossing the mountains from Toasinto Santa Fe, we pass-
ed along the brink of u frightful precipice, called the * Fire Jump,”
about which our guide told us the following story :——Col. Tom
was half bred, well known a few years ago through all the v:llagc of
Tons—living at times with the Tndians—a shrewd, cunning fcllow,
not brave, but exceedingly wicked. IIe was the son of an Ameri-
con trapper, who perished in the snow one night in the mountains,
while Tom was yet an infant.  Tom obtained the title of Colonel
from the Americans, on' aceount of a<martisl and commanding
manner which he was fond of assutning, Ile spoke Spanish, and
knew cnough of English to mingle with the traders, and be useful to
them as an interpreter, being alse conversant with the Iaiigua‘ge of
his Indian mother.  Though known to bea great rascal, he was
tolerated by the Americans and Spaniards on account partly for his
usefulness when he chose o make himself servieeable, and partly
for his reckless and humourous disposition, but the Indiuns hated
him with deadly hostility.  Ilis superior intellizence made him
feared among them, and they were jealous of the white llood that
ran in his veins. Living under the Spanish rule they could not kill
him without being punished for it, and this made their hatred the

‘more bitter, ‘1le knew well the hostile feelings of the Tndianswith

whom he mingled, and the delight of his existence secmed to con-
sist in planning schemes of deviltry and raseality to nggravate thew.
He would steal from the whites whiskey onounh to make a whoele
Indian town drunk, nnd in the midst 6f the carousal he would drive
oft the horses and sell them to the Spaniards.  IIe would interpret
far the Indians when selling their skins to the traders, and: always
contrive to make to himself one hialf the ndvantage of the trade.

At length his depredations beeame so notorious and of so villain=
ous a nature, that the Spaniards would no Jonger proteet him, and
the Indians commenced hunting him for his life. He had been
chased a whole day through the valley and up the mountuin side,
by a band of the Apachis Indians, when his horse gave out just at
this spot, now known as the © Fire Jump.”  The animal fell near
the edge of the precipice, and to prevent the Indians discovering
him by his fallen steed, he exerted his strength and actually pushed
the poor dying horse over the rock into the gulfbelow. A hollow
log lay near the spot; he heard the approach of his pursuers, and
jumping into the log, he turned it over, and lay concealed, as'he
thought, hencath it. o

But the Indians had scen the action, and fiendish revenge entere -
ed their heads.  They came to the spot, pretending to believe that:.
their prey had escaped them, and mauifesting great vc\ntmﬁ‘nn&‘g’ .
They dismounted, and seating lhemsclvcs upon" ‘
the log, rehearsed to cach other what they had mtcnded to_ (lo thh
Colonel T'om had they caught him,  Thus the cunmng savnges sat
till night was dark around them, when they gatheredfdr) branches
and leaves, and commenced building their fire ug.unst the hollow -
log where the encmy was hidden. The wretehed v1ct1m then knew
too well that he was discovered, and a horrid denth was designed for.
him. He peeped from benenth the log, and saw that each man had
his arrow in his bow, ready for use,

The fire kindled rapidly, and the Indians laughed sloud as the
flames eurled over the rotten log. "lom was not brave, but-it
would scem as if the miserable wreteh had, while lyiig there, form-
ed the desperate resolution of dying by the fire rather than give
them the delight of killing him with their arrows,  Tbis, however,
was a feat not in human nature to perform, and after enduring the
torture to the last moment, the doomed wreteh dashed off the burn-

disappointment.

ing log, and sprang to his fect with his decr skin dress wrapt in o

sheet of flame.  TIe threw himself upon the ground and rolled, but
the fire still clung to him.  The Indians yelled with-delight. e
rose again, and rushmg to the I)ICCI[)IPC, sprang over the brink. A’
dozen arrows plerced him at the moment, and with a frantic seream
of ngony he sped like a lightning flash into the dark gulf betow,
The Indinns threw themselves upon their faces and peeped over
into the gulf to} e the burning Lody dash from rock to rock until
it disappeared bn.nenth a projecting crag, hundreds of feet downtho
frightful ravine ; after which they calmly sinoked their pipes around
the still blazing log ; and theterrible precipice, whose brink is al-
most the very summit of the-mountain, has ever since been point-
ed out to travellers as “the Fire Jump,”

'

Remarxanie Cung oF Lock-7aw Iy A Mane.—Owing to the
adoption of a remedy suggested in the columns.of the Hereford
Journal, a good while ago, a valuable mare, the property of Mr.
Stanbury, supervisor, Ludlow, was rccently eflectually saved from
death by lock-jaw by mal-treatment for saind-crack. Wegive the
detail of the circumstance in the words of the owner of the animal:
¢ Tn consequence of one of the tendons being injured by the smith,
lock-jaw ensued ; the best advice was procured, but it proved o” no
avail ; the mare gradually sunk, day by day, for upwards of a fort--
night, and all attempts to support nature fuiling, my distress at see-
ing a creature whica had been my companion for. years sufier so
much, induced me at last to give directions that she should be shot.
I jeft home at nine o'clock in the morning, and mentioned the cir-
cumstance to a friend who is a subscnbcr to the Hereford Journal,
and to my surprise he pointed out a case of cure of lock-jaw men-
tioned in an old number of the paper. Many minutes did not



