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noedful.” He did not wait for our seply, but went
s yuodt of his ol shioes, winch he brought to us with
an awr of exultation, aud oftured them to lortense,
who received the gift with eve'y demonstration of
dalight.  We sct to work with the the greatest ala-
cnty, and my dsughter wus enabled, towards the
clore of day, to enjay the ploasure of again amusing
the ship's company. 1 repuat that no present was
svor received by me with moro sincers gratitudo. I
greatly reproached ayself for huving negloctod to
mahe enquinies after the worthy seaman, who was
only known on board by the name of James. 1should
have felt a sincero satisfaction i rendenng him some
service, since it was alterwards mmy power to do
50." **~-llortense afierwards becamo the wifu of Lous
Bunapurte, King of Holland.

The pour circutnstances in which Josephine had
thus been placed, by her sudden removal or tlight
from Martmique, after the breakmg out of the rebels
Yion in that island, werv lesy distressing than her sub-
scquent sullorings on her arrival in France. Her
husband, M. do Beauharnais, who hiad figured as one
of th early mnlitary leaders w the French revelution-
ary movenients, was seued, condemned, and brought
to the guillotme; and she narrowly escaped the same
fatc only by the death uf Robespierre, whereupon
she was released from confinement.  The letter wrat.
ton by M. de Beauharnaw to Josephine o the night
hefore WS eacculion, 18 a nost aflecting document.
Fhe following 1s ¢ translationz—

«« Contiergerie, Night of the Tth Thermidor, year 2.

¢ 1 have yet a few nunutes to devote to aflection,
tcars, and regret, and then I muat wholly give my-
self up to the glory of my fato and to thoughts of un-
mortality  When you recevy this lettec, iny dear Jo-
scplune, your husband will hiave ceased to Inc, and
will be tasung truo exwstence 1n the bosom of lus
Creator. Do not weep fur hun; the wicked and sense.
less beangs who survive ham are more worthy of your
tears, for thoy are dong mumchief which they can ne.
ver ropair. Butlet us not cloud the present moments
by any thoughts of thewr gmlt; I wish on the contrary
10 brighten them by the reflection that Lhave enjoyed
the cflactions of a lovely woman, and that our union
would bave been an uninterrupted course of happiness,
but for orrors which 1 was 100 late to acknowledge
uad atono for. This thuaght wnngs teats from my
eyes, though your genetous heart pardons we. DBut
tins 18 no tine to tevive the recollections of. sy errory
and ysuzr wrongs. f.owe thauks to Providuiice, who.
will reward you.

‘T'nat Providence now disposes of me beforo my

time.  ‘This is anvtner blassny for winch | am grats-
fal. Can a virtuous man hive happy when he sees the

whole world a prey to the wicked® L should 1ejoice
1 being taken away, were it not for the thought of
Jeaving those § love bohind me. But 1f the thoughts
ofthe dying are presentiments, sametlang . my heart
tells mice that these horrible butcherivs are drawing to
a close; that executioncrs will in their turn become
vicums; hiat the arts and sciences will agan Gounish
1 France; that wiso and muderate lavws will tale
place of cruel sacnfices; and that you will at length
enjoy the happmess wlich you have always desesved.
Ocr chiildren will discharge the debt for their father.
. - [ - L E

1 rcaume these incolicrant and ahimost illegible lines,
which were interrapted by the catrance of iy jailars.
1 hava just subnutied to 3 cruel ceremony, which, un.
der any other arcumstances, I would have resisted
atthe sacnfice of my life. Yot why shouid we rabel
against necessity?—reason tells usto make the best
ofit wecan, My hair has been cat o 1 had some
idca of buying a part ofat, a order to- leave o my
wifs and cluloren an unequivoeal pledge of my last
recollection of them. Alas!my heart breaks at the

very thought, and my tears bedew tho paper on which
1 am weiting. Adieu, all that I'love! Tlink of me,
sad do not.forpetthat to die the vicum of tyrante, and
Le mariyr of Lbenty, sheds lustra on the scaffold?’.
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peculingy to Norway, o steull humlet near its
const was disturbed by the arrival of a stranger..
At aspot so wild and unfrequented,. the Nor-
wegian governmant had vot thought fit to pro-
vide any house of accomodation for truveilers,
but the pastor’s residence was easily found.
‘Thorsen, though his hut hardly afforded room
ior his own numerons family, gave ready ad-
mission even to an unkno va guest, and placed
before him the remains of a dried torsk-fish,
a thrush, nud a lont compoused of outmenl mix-
ed with fir-bark. ‘L'v this course but haspita-!
ble banquet the traveller seated himself with
a courteous air of appetite, and addressed
several questions to his host respesting the !
produce, customs, and peculiarities of the dis-
trict. "Thorsen gave tum intelligent answers,
and dwelt especinlly on the cavern of Doistein,
celebrated for its extent beneath the sen. The
traveller listened earnestly, commented in lan-

by proposing to visit it with his host.

dogs nccustomed to bunt bears.  The torches
they carred could not penctrate the tremen-
dous gloom of. this cavern, whose vast aisles

sounds above and arvund it. ‘¢ We wust ad-
vance uo further,” suid Thorsen, pavsing ut 1he
edge of a brond chasm, * we have already
ventured two miles beneath thetide.” ¢ Shall
we not avail vurselves of the stairs which na-
ture has provided here?” replied the traveller,
stretching bis torch over the abyss, into which

fered a possible, but dreadful mode of (descent,
The pastor caught his cloak—**not in my pre.
sence shali any man tempt death so impiousiys
are you deaf to that terrible murmur?  Lhe
tide of the northern vcenn 1is rising upon us;
I sce sts white foum in the depih.”  Though
rctamed by a strong grasp, the stranges hazard-
ed a step hencuth the chasm's edge,.
Lis sight to penctrate fus extent, which no hu-
man haud bad ever fathomed.  The dog leapt
to a still lower resting-place, was out of sight
in a few mowents, and returned with a piteous
wonn to his master’s fect, * Lven this poor
animal,” said Thorsen, “isawed by the divinity
of durkness, and asks us _to save ourselves.”
“Loose my clouk old man!t™ excluimed the
travedler, with a Jook and tone which migit
have suited the divinity be named, * My life
is & worthless hazard.  But tlus creature’s in-
stinct invites us to save life, not to Jose it. ¥
heur a buman vaco !
the fish-eagle!™ sutersupted his gnde ; and
exerting all his strength, Thorsen would have
snatched the toreh from the desperate ndven-
turer—Lut he hiad already duscended a fathom
deep into thie gulf.  Pauting with agony, the
pastor saw him stand unsupported onthe brink

his stafl into what appeared a wreath of fonn

left on the upposits side by the sea, which now
raged helow him in a winrlpool more deafen

expluining.

In one of those short und brilliant nights

e e}

ly blessed Iteaven: ‘T'horsen first unfolded th
white garment, and discovered the luce of u
boy, beautiful though ghastly, nbout cleven
years old. *“ He is not dead yet!” snid the

good pastor, eagetly pouring wine between lus
lips from the fivek they had brought te cheer
e suon Lreathed, und the truveller
tearing off hia wet hall-frozon vestmeuts, wrap-
ped him 1 lus own furved count and elouk, aud
spoke to him in a gentle neeent.
clung to him whose vuice he_had heard in the
gulf of death, but could not discern s deliv-
jerers. * Poor blind boy!” saud Fhorsen, drop-
ping tears on his cheek, “he has wandered
wloue mito this hideous cavern, and fallen down
But tlus nutural coujecture
was disproved. by.the boy’s replies to the few
Norwogiun, words he secied to understand.
He spokie in a pure Swedish diulect, of a jour-
ney from a very distant home with two rude
men, who had professed to bring him amony
friends, but had left him sleeping, he believed,
where he had been found.

the precipice,”

s soft voice, lus

guage which betrayed deep science, and endid

‘I'he pastor loved the wounders of his coun-
try with the pride and enthusiasim of a Nor-
wegian ; aud they entered the cave of Dulstein
together, attended only by oue of thuse small

and colamus seenr to form a cathedral fit for
the spirits of the sea, whose eternal hymn re-

large winsses of shattered basaltiue pillars of-

straimng

“Jt is the scream of

of a slippery roch, extending the iron point of

ing than Jhe Malestrom.  Thorsen with asto-
uishiment saw this white wreath attach itself to
the pike-staffy he saw his companion poise it
acress the chasm with a vigorous arm and
beckon for his sid winh gesturds wihich the
clamour of waves prevented lus voice from
The sagacious dog instantly
canght what now seemed the folds of u white
gannent; and while ‘Chorsen trembling held
the offered staff, the traveller ascended with
his prize. Both fell on their knees, aud silent-

blindaess, his unsuspicious sumplicity, inoreas-
ed the deep horror wineh both ins benefactors:
felt as they guessed the: probable design of
thuse mnen who had abandoned him. They car-
ried hun by turas in silence, preceded by their
watchful dog: aud quenching their torches at
the cavern’s mouth, semed themselves in onc
of its most couceculed recesses. The sun was
rising and its ight shone through a crevice un
the strunger’s face and figure, which, by en-
veloping the cluld in lus furred mantle, he
had divested.the disguise.. Thorsen saw the
grace and vigour of youth in its contour, fea~
tures formed to express an ardent character,
and that fairness of complexion peculiar

northers nativns.  Asf nware of his guide s
scrutiny, the traveller wrapped lumself agam
in ns cloak, and, louking on the sleeping boy
whose head rested on his kaee, hroke the
thoughtful pause. ¢ We must not neglect the
existence we have saved. Iam a wanderer,
and wrgent reasons forbid me to have any com-
panion. Providence,sir, has given you a right
to share in the adoption of tlus clutd.. Dare
you accept the charge for one year with na
other recompenss than your own benevolence
and tluis small purse of duilars?’ Thorsen
replied, with the blush of honest pridz in s
forchead: I should require un bnbe tu love
lhim—rtut I have many cluldren, nod theis cun-
osity may be dangerous. There is a goud
old peasunt-whose daughter is his only comfor:
and companion.  Let us imrust this boy to her
care, aud if in one year iy one year,
if 1 live, I'will reclaim him!” ¢ suidihe stranger
solemnly ;—Show me this woman.” Though
such peremptory commands siartled Thorsen,
whose nge aud oftice had accustumed him to
respect, he saw and felt a native authority an
his new friend’s cye, which he obeyed.  With
atonutious fear of spies, new to an honest Nor-
wegnn, he looked round the cavern entrance,
und led the stranger by a private path 1o the
old fisherman’s hut.  Claribell, his daughter,
sat ot its door, arranging the down feathers of
the beautiful Norwegian pheasant, and sing-
ing one of the wild ditties so long preserved
on that ooast. The fisherman himself, fresh
coloured aud robust, though in. his ninctietl
year, was busied ainongst his winter stock of
m} and deer skins,  Thorsen was received with
the urbanity peculiar to a uativn whose low-
est clusses are artizans and poets ; but his com-
punion_ did not wait for his introduction.
“ Waortliy womun,” he suid to Cluribel, “lam
a traveller with an unfortunate child, whese
weakness will uot permit him to accompuny
e farther.  Your countenance coufirms what
this venerable man has told me of your good-
ness: 1 leave hun to appenl to it-”  Hedisap-
peared as he spoke, while the blind hoy clung
to Clarabell’s hand, as if attracted by the




