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matory duct, to think what misery existed in the, From the cradle,~through the sufferings of lon
world, and I iwithout a chance of being a spectator | clothes, short clothes, school, drill, battle and mﬁ
ofit. The tender-hearted reader will enter into my | vance through the territorics of a hostile foe,— vp
feelings —1 know that his manly eyes will be sui-Jto that hour when I'made myselfa cotpanion of
fused—methinks | hearthe so's of anguish ba.stmg ) the namelcss savage of the untniodden wilds, my life
from his hg\:oic bri‘:\st—.—:n“l’linhs 1':;&::31(: u-ackl.ing s had been but a suceession of melancholy adventures
drops co'using each other down his furrewad face ‘and tortarad feelings.  Inthat night of misery and
—and faney picturs O me lns handker dufuac- solnude, Treeallud every incident of my Labyheod,
chargad with its procious cargo, tilt, 1 ihe cyes of chiidhood, Loyliood, opening dawn of manticod, first
valgar coztemplation, it might seem to have been  Qush of military glorv, down to the last and darkest
sabm>:z2d for many aliagering hour beneath the | hour when on the serrated mountains of heroic Spain
salt billows of th= glorious and ever ressunding sea. | Lclasped to my Losom in an agony oftears the
Bles: by naiare with u face and persoa such as jew | youny, the bright, the beautiful—but of this no
m2n have the happiness toboast of—uwith cheelis [more. My eyes were red when on the morrow I
thatalternatively reddened and paled beneath the opened them toa sense of my situation. Dark piles
fluctoating influences oi'an artfully varied narrative 'of rock rose in unapproachable magnificence to hail
—2aad eyes that shota pierciny ray of sympathy and | with halo-covered summits the advent of the god of
condolence through the dariest clonds that envlop- jday. 1 never suw Sol look so pretty |

cd in their shady folds the sons and daughters of | Stooping down to lave my burning forehead in
misery and disiress—a forn clastic and gracofulin "the coaling waves of the sceret spring which well-
all its movemenis, and a wmind veplete with all the [ed its delicions way into the upper air through the
tenderness of the softest nature, yvet furaished with | constipated bowels of the dark and humid earth, I
all the thader and lightning of a ficree, a wild, a | was surprised deep within its placid waters to per-
fiery dispasition—I jook bael with regret tothe jeeive the veflection of'a human figure—another,
dayswhizh 1 wasted ia secking that bublle reputa- jand not 1ay own! In such a place, remote from the
tion even in the canapw’s momh.  Oh, tha:, lcould , hauatsof men.—at.such an hour, when the parting
reaall thoze days, alas! for ever vanished, and that "wing of carkness was still fringed with the first
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thou, my cver adored—over lamented—aver beauti- smiies of the approzching god,—in such an attitude,

st
fal Anna Marin Matilda! hadst been lefi to iz by for 1 was stooping in nearly a state of pristine nu-
eavious fat2 to shave te laurals which withow thee | dity,—my surprise may be imagined on seeing the
flourish in vain on my cver gloomy brow; butalas ! | fizure ofatall and reverend-looking individual stand-
I wander an onteast from the gay haumts of men—a ! ing quictly with his arms folded across his breast,
sharer only in their griefs, and dot their joys—awast: i and a pipe of the very shortest dimensions protru-
ed, hopaless, pining, friendless, sad, distrest, sorrow- ded placidly from the right-hand corner of his
stricken, and miserable man! T'he HDllowing narra- linouth! 'I'he aromatic smell of the Virginian leaf
tive,the incidants of which ozcurred not many years | saluting my olfactory nerves at the same time, as-
ago, has been my oniy solace though many vears of | sured me by the evidence ofa second sense of the
sorrow oni despaiv. I 1t impars to one Lumanveality ofthe vision.—1 dried my brow with the
being theerstasy of grief whic’: it has bestowed upon [ sleeve of my innermost garment, and, on turning
myself, my pangs, my suflering§, my agonies, and !round, said to him— !
my misforiunes, will be amply and eachanungly | “Hail, fathert Lam happy to have encountered
repaid. sa respectable looking a gentleman in the heart of
this tremendous solitude.” .
THE PATAL TEARS.—4 TALTL 67 WOL. “Solitude ) replied the stranger, in a deep se-

In07° of thoz2 unhrageous valleys which strotch | pulehral tene; ¢ call it solitude ro longer; it is pop-
their prrennial weatehodoess fa lingering cxpaasz | ulous—crowded—-crus!:ed—squeezed with a re-
on tha saady shoras of tha vast Atlautic,—where [ dundance of pepulation.”
huge DHyeasts shakee thelr Lafy hosonrsoverthe bar- 1“0, stranger, your wordsare marvellous, Tell
ron and o dless wilderaess, iahabied oaly Ly i me, Ipray thee, where are the countless multitudes
the jugar, andti2 pamragnat. ond the tiger,—in lon- | you describe ¢
gitadd filty-soven, and latitade Dty twosomtheast|  ~Iere!” said the old man, taking the pipe from
By north it was oace my fortanets find sayself be- | his mouth, and pointing with the stalk of it to his
nighted, narecompanied and alone! [Jow .y so.l breast; “ay, here; in this withered heart are
loried ia the awifol majesty of thosa hitherto un- thoughts that would populate a universe with their
enatrat>d solitades? [ookeld dsva uponthe earth, | breathing creations—memories, hopes, feelings, ag-
bat, as it ws pizh-dul, I could see very litle of | onies, woes, disasters--all, all are here in their liv-
ta2 ooil uprr whish [tral; 03 castiag iy eyes up | ing, breathing, moving, speaking, walking, writhe
to the infinitade of spaze, nathizg met my aching ing hideousuess, horror, vitality and despair!”
vision butapall of thick, darl, inpenctrable gloom. | Father,” said 1, * let me takethee by the hand;
All around me objects were invisible. 1 therefore,at last i have found a spirit congenial with my own,
spread my cloak bzaaeath the branches of a wide- | Let us vetire to some grotto consecrated to the muse
spreading, blossam-covered raagaclia. and, afier a | of tendevest lamentation, and there let ns havea de-
sigh over the memories of the unhappiness of my | licious day of sobbing and sighing.”
youny diys Tlaid wme dowa to sleep, Oh, notto] “Agreed,” said the admirable ,0ld man,—and, ha-
sle2p! Nojthroaghomthe waches of that dreary and | ving wiped from our eyes the drops of sympathy,
porteatous wvight, my proud breast heaved beneath { we wandered deeper into the forest. ,
ihe appalling weight of agonizing recollections.! As 1 followed my mysterious guide, .I could not
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