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THE PiARL: DEVOTED TO POLITE LITERATURE, SCIENCE, AND RELIGION.

For the Pearl.
SCOTTISH SCENEHY,—No. 6.

"HE FALLS OF THE CLYDE,—CORRA LU

Who best may te)l the wonders of this scene
Where true sublimity defles the aitempt.;
And all that we embody in expression,
Cannot convey 2 thousandih part of that
Whicl in one view astonishes I.he eye,

1 this wild burst of grandeur, -

1 may stand
pon this barren rock—and long to paint
The acene which lies below,—but every sense
Absorbed and wildered in astonishment
Tails to convey in words a true idea
Ofucenes so_truly awful and sublime.

Here the gaunt burrier (irm os Heaven's decrees
Brenks.Intp one wild lenp the glassy strcam,
And delves the Jucid waters of the Clyde

Into a guli—whose depth were lost in distance,
Save that the'sunlight dancing on its spray,

* Arches in brilliant gleams ncross 1he Hood §

Like one bright native deed of charity,

Smlling upon the darlkness of thet mind,

Where foul propensities predarninace,

And ovil passions hold resistless sway-

And Yere the sudden contrast—waves and noise,

_ A whirling voe—mountains of foam and mists,

. Wihich fringe the weeping birch on either sides,

- 'With one contintous glare of glittermv gems,
Shiningand sparkling in the sun's bright ray, -
Like grains of gold upon = sendy beach.

" The ruins of the fortress on the ridge— ~ [
A corn mill on the bank Lelow the falls—
*Che barren ridge which pierces yonder skies-—
The many hues of folinge in the woods—

- The iris spsnning o'er the unbroken stream—
Form o coup dwil which cannot fail to cntrance
The mind unused to such a scene as this ;

Trall reason trembles on her towering seat
And thought is fn astonished wonder lost.

Trom Jennings’s Picturesque Annual.

AN ESCAPE FROM THE CARLISTS.

While we were busily discussing our intended route (in the

. inn by the wnysxde), the abrupt entrance of a priest, with his
bald mianner, tumed all eyes upon Inm "I'be landlord seemed
netled at ‘his. niet, havmg pronounced the usual benedxcuon of
: pence - nnd the proteellon ‘of the Virgin ; two olﬁcers‘of the gar-
L0 risg oked. as “oldlmve calen Ium,
forthwxlh as o 5 spy- ,yjo ne-legged olwunzd in hig' uﬁly garb of Jus-

‘ 7_uce, seemcd quite: reudy to take n clmrge, and-the hvely, inge-

. nuous Tscbel, our host’s* eldest, seemed equally’ perplexed and
ubnshed by his contmued gaze. Father,”" at lenbth interposed
the master of the house, * albeit ye gave not our poor abnde
your holy blessing, it may be you will not forget to say a grace
over the best meal it will nfford ;' and a murmur of reproach
was heuard from every guest, evidently directed agaiast the un-
sociable intruder. < Son ** returned the priest, with a smile,
which scemed to oxcite the old man’s ire, ¢ cast no reflection
upon any member of the holy church, to ono of whom, at least,
I am so greatly indebted.”” There was a pause. Qur host,
somow hat excited, was about to lep]y ; when the priest, uttering
an apostirophe to all the saints in o voice that made us jump,
o Whnt t dou’t you know Andrew, the miller’s son #** and throw-
ing oﬂ his sacred habiliments the sume momeyt; he stood before
us all in the shape of n stout young SO!lel‘. The next, he was
in the arms of the gentle Isabel, who had faxled Lo recognise her
lover in his clerical attire ; hut screaming out ‘the instant she
hbnrd This voice addressing her futher, wonlc have ful]en, had
not the stout trooper, for such he was, supported her amidst a
thoisand exclumations and recognitions, mingled with eager in-
quiries, from the astonished Sancho and his household. *¢ Isa-
bell for ever I’ cried the soldier, again embracing the girl, who
leaned weeping on his bosom ; ¢ Tlove the cause all the better
for thy pame sake. Yes; had not love, Isabel, inspired my
stupid head with a stratagem like that,”> pointing to the priest’s
dress, ¢ you had not seen e here, and my father and his mill
might have gone round and round long enough without finding me.
How is old Joseph, and my mother " he concluded, addressing
the landlord, who still looked as if Lo beheld a ghost —one arm
streiched out as if to keep Andrew off, with his eye rivetted on
the cast off canonienls, as much as to say there lay concealed the
real personage.’ ¢ Holy mother and all the saints defend us !’
he cried ; ¢ where is the priest—what is this 2’* pronoanced in
so perplexed a tone, s at once to put to flight all sentiment ; and
every one, not excepting Andrew, burst into a loud laugh at his
traly ludicrons tone and gasture. <*Not so fast ' retorted the
host. ‘¢ Avaunt! Andrew, and Jeave the girl ;- for wert thou
not taken, shot, and buried by the Curhsts on the 5th of May, in
this blessed year of ourLord? Go bnck to thy quiet bed !
«“No, T am sure Tnhall not,” replied poor: Andrew, looking
rather rucful, while there was a fresh laugh. at his expense.
* Besides,” he added, as if afraid of countenancing the idea of
kis death, ‘ I haveno bed at all lately, unless you call the bare

ground, or a dungeon, .a quiet bed, but I dont like sech quiet-
ness.”” ¢ Oh, it isplain you are a dead wan, or ought to be,”
interposed one of the officers ; “ but if, as you say, youareualive,
%le“ us how it is ; by what miracle wrought by the friar, or the
ifriar’s dress, you escaped, and ease the canscience of our paor
'hosl in entertaining you.”” ‘“Do you call his reception of me
\entertaining ?** replied Andrew. ** Sancho, won’t you give me
your hand 2 I am Andrezde la Molina, the gon of the miller;
glad tosee me ?*’ By all the saints and Santa Barbara ! ex-
claimed the old man, shaking off his doubts, ¢ it is he, and neither
a ghost nor a priest. ] know him by his old beit, and the miller’s
pistol, and —— You are welcome, Andred, my boy !> The re-
cognition was complete ; the change in the old man’s features was
instantaneous ; his face beamed with joy, and he capered about
the room like a child. The soldier’s story was Urief, and I
thought he seemed eager to dispatch it, and qur host’s guests
also, il his eyes, still turning towards the delighted Isabel, were
to be believed.

He had joined, with other young men whose families had felt
the weight of the Absolutists® hands on their litile earnings, the
queen’s regiment—he meant, doubtless, that called La Princesa

had fought its way with deserved repute, and been present in
most actions which bad terminated favourably for the government.
Afier the pursuit of different bands in the interior, it had been

licalled from the Castiles to support the new lines at Arlaban,

Bilboa, San Sebastian ; and whether in attack or defence, still
maintained, according to Andrew’s showing, its character for
steadiness and resolution. In one of the engagements before the
last-mentioned place, it had particularly distinguished ' itself, emu-
lating the best regiments of the Dritish, and assisting with equal
skill and courage in driving back the Carlists, while withdrawing
from the attack on Fontarabia: But it suftered severely ; and it
iwas then that, receiving the brunt of the Carlist attack, some few
men, both of the Spanish and English troops, had been sarround-
ied and made prisoners. Among these was Andrew, and the days
of the miller’s son were numbered They were dragged forth
from their brief imprisonment, as fast as they recovered and were
able to walk, to be shot by ther fellow-countrymen, in pursu-
ance of the horrible decree that compels a brother soldier to steep
his hands in the Llood of the unfortunate captive.” It was thus
felt in its most revolting colours, when, by a refinement ofcruelty
in this instance—and we heard- ‘equal atrocities’ averred on both
sides—the - Wretched men were. commanded to fire upon. each
other. : They were: drawn forth in r-ml\s, the few English and
Spanish opposxte to each other ; and the s scene tlmt followed as
descrlbed by the youthful soldier, wfose f eatures seemed to re~
sume the expression of horror they must then’ have exhibited,
was at once pathetic and terribie, carrymn- with ita stern and
memorable rebuke of the ferocious policy, which tramples on the
last feelings of humanity in the heart of a fallen foe. The Carlist’s
colonel, who gave the first order to fire, himself fell by the hand of
an Englishman, whose countrymen he had dared to think would,
under the fear of death, commit so truly fratricidal an act. A groan
of indignation alone responded (o the command ; they threw away
the nstruments of death, and the Carlist officer advancing, cried
out that ¢ the English were all cowards, and quailed before the
face of death.”> The foul aspersion was repelled by an English
officer in the service of Don Carlos, who, drawing hissword, gave
the Spaniard the retort un-courteous. They decided the matter
on the spot, and the Spanish Carlist measured his length upon
the ground.. Such was the effect produced by this well-merited
chastisement, that it was judged inexpedientto pursue the work of
slaughter on the spot ; andamong the survivors till another day
was thé son of the miller, who was marched back to his old
quarters. So strangely fortunate as he had thus been, visions of
escape began to fleat before Andrew’s imugination ; and it was
then he first conceived the plan which he so successfully put in
play. Not even a Christino soldier is consigned to death with-
outthe pious suppart of absolution at his last hour : one of the
good fathers came to administer this cool comfort to poor An.
drew, the night previous to the day vwwhen the men before respited
were again to confront the horrors of sucha doom. But Andrew
had other business in hand ; he was a lover, and Spanish love
from time immewmorial has been fertile in its expedients. After
confessing his sins, receiving absolation and consolation, which
scrved to encourage him, just asthe good [ather rose to retire,
the desperate lover seized, gagged, and stripped his confessor ;
and leaving him dound over to keep the peace, assumed his ghost-
ly habiliments, and passed, quite unsuspected, through the
guards, the Carlist’s camp, the military lines, the whole distance
from Hernani—for who would stop a priest on a mission of peace
and Jove ? forsuch it was—till he reached the Castle atToledo.
Before we took our leave, the old miller and half the neigh-
bovrhood flocked in, bringing a vast. accession of husiness .to the
good host and his daughters, .all eager to behold the.living evidence
of 2 modern miracle, so happily wrought by a Spanish friar. Re-
joicings, and preparations for the marriage, with the prospect of||n
being dragged before the tribunal of the grand vicar, instead of
that of the Carlists, were now the prevailing topics, occasionally
mised withTecollections of past perils and adventures, not the

—of Castile. - Worthy of its natne, and vying with the best, it

pessing hours. Weobserved he was often moved even to. tears -

sanguinary civil conﬁxct. :

panying the happy bridal procession—all decked ont in lhelr hol'

and that Lost’s dauuhter in the hands of the good canon, who
politely attended us to the outskirts of the town. On takiog leave,
amidst showers of benedictions, we were warmly recommended

of the road—so long at least as you avoid meeting any accident,
in which case even Santa Barbara herself has to encounter the ire
and indignation of her votaries. As we saw the merry party,
with a large escort—the miller and the host, with Andrew be-
tween them—TI could not help contrasting it with those processions
for which, less thanu century before, Toledo was so fearfully

the perves of Gil Blas, when, having reformed, he saw some of

aulo-da-fe. ¢ Never,” he says, ‘¢ couldI be. thankful enough:
to God for having preserved me from the scapulary and h:«rh
paper caps, like sua'ar-loaves, covered with flames and dmbohe.u
imps 1 '

THE STRONG: MAN OF THE FAIR

BY J. H. BAYLY EsQ.

¢ The poor boy, for he really looked little more, proceeded to
realise all the promises made. in his printed bills. Prodigions
were the weights he raised ; and some that it was utterly impos-
sible for him to move from the earth, were placed upon him ;
and though they did not crush him, his sufferings must have been
acute, and he bore them without flinching. Large and muscular
though his frame appeared, his fuir countenance was that of a
stripling ; light hair carled round his forehead, now bathed with
the dews of over-exertion, and on his cheek there was either the
hectic of ill health, ora spot of rouge, ill put on, to intimple
youth’s roses. In every pause there was a short dry cough,’
never to be mistaken by one who has heard that futal signul by -
his own fireside : - but he still proceeded with hls task, thou«rh
each new eﬂ'ort was. more difficult and; pamful thap: the ]ast
lenuth but one feat remnmed to ‘be performed
more exertlon and endurance lhan all the rest. A
hb fastened to “an’ uprzght p:llnr, and ‘when' ki 0 y
&ronzonhﬂ pusmon, all” the wer«rhts which’ he had rarsed
were to be supported by- hxm in one accumu!ated mass. ; I hashly

but n reqmre

lumself for the effort, a little boy ran to him on the stage, and -
whlspereo something iu his ear. The young man clasped his
hands, kissed the child, and then looked wildly and wistfully on
those around him ;-and when the person who had assisted hxm
prepared to put the fastenings on his feet, he started back, and I
heard him say, ina low voice, ¢ No, no, Icando no more !
Therese—] must go to her ; she will die,—she willdie I* His
rough companion made some hasty answer ; and he then pressed
his hands firmly on his forehead, and leaned against the side of
the stage, apparently in a state of exhaustion. I would
gladly have seen the curtain fall ; but those who, like myself, had
paid their money at the door, expected to have their-money’s
worth ; and, after a very brief pause, loud shouts ‘were raised,
and the last act of the exhibition demanded. ¥ saw the )oung
exhxbrtor rouse himself with an effort, and, ca]lm«r to his assistant,
he cried, ¢ Now—-—qurch, quick, and let me go toher I

"The. epectator follows and assists bim home.

¢« “Hush ¥ I whispered ; ¢ he is. quiet now~I think he is

portant it is that, when he wakes, he should find you better.”
Therese was struck with the truth of this, and took some of
the refreshment T offered her ; but, with my consent, she gave a
large portion to the little child. He ate eagerly, for a moment;
and then we saw him divide what she had given him, and lay
the largest portion aside. ¢ What are you about #* said I, gently;
¢ cannot you eatit? ¢ Hush ! whispered the little fellow, with
tears in his eyes, and pointing to the sleeping man : < papa has
had none, you know.” We did not speak for some moments ; for
we were touched by the child’s simple words. ¢ How old is the
boy 2> linquired, atlength. ¢Four years old. His poor father
is not yet two-and-twenty:* he looks younger in-face; and as
for his figure, you must npt judge of that—every muscle has now
been unnatarally forced.> ¢ Hush! he wakes.” And the Her-
cules began to move ; and, slowly and feebly raising himself from
the ground, he sat up and looked wildly around him. ¢ Some-
thing nice for papa,’ cried the child ; and, running to him, it
placed before him the little treasure it had saved. ¢ Frederick !
Ah ! I remember now,’ said he. ¢ Therese—she is not—no, no,
o,~she lives I’ and he rose and rushed into her arms; I knew
that they had sufficient sustenance for that night, and soitly, and
without one word.of adieu, I rose and left the house.-

I called the next day, and found Therese in a deep sleep, or”

" The morning of our depnrture we had the pleaenre of accom-. ‘

day attire—as far as the church, where we left the miller’s. son. .

to the care of the Virgin and the favourite saints, those guardmns.

conspicaous ; oune of which took such a powerful effect upon

At’

asleep. Take somse of this nourishment ; nay, consider how im- "

less feelingly dwelt upon from their marked contrast Wit'h tha“d

when descnbm« the. fall “of his comrades, his boylsh compamons,
who had died in the open field, or satiated the vengeance of. tbls

his old comrades garnished with St. Andrew’s crosses, Sanbenitos, . -
and painted caps, prepared to exhibit before the good people inan

rose to leave the booth ;5 bat just as the exhtbuor wag preparmfr
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