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BY ADOLTSCENS.

Truat to futurily, never!

Ita prodpeots arc often uoreal,
Alas) if we do 66, wo only cideavour

To noutish a phantom idcal.

! Tho, prescat is ocrtaiu, bat subtloand feoting;

" *Lchdelessly moring, timo ripples away,

At Dayeer day is cternally meeting

 Moasures of pleasures, of gricf, of decay.
'Eath moment successively stamps at its birth

“Tndelliblo prints on tho face of the carth,

" The past is but rarely perished ;
E'en time's iron hand shall not sover
Thoso scenes from the mind, which aro piously
cherished,
They live in rewembrance for ever,
What though their authors may silently mould-
: er
Beneath the green sod, thoy will flourish in
fame;

When tho bulk of tho world was but partially
known,
Till Romo in her thirst of dominion o'crtarned
Tho prestige thoso nations ro nobly had
borne ;
Then Italy much that was beautifully nourish.
od:

'
Alone iv ber powerand glory sho flonrished.

ACIT ARA.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘* BOUGHTON GRANGEM

CHAPTER XXV.
AN ADVENTURY.

I pave referred to two incidents in this
part of my history which cxercised an influence
over my future life. Perhaps U should inore
corrcetly have said threo, although the event I
am about to deseribe was properly only a con-
tinuation of the first—another link in a chain
of circumstances.

Ono cvoving I had parted from my poor

Year after year, as the world waxes older, .
Will add to the lustre surrounding each|
nauc.
Anterior genuisesof the past
'Will shine in tho splendour their labours;
amassed.

History's pages arc beaming
With characters truly sesplendent,
Nataro has ulnays, and aye will be teeming
Sons to ackiceve tha asceadant.
01d Egypt and Grocoe were the lapds of the
Jearned,

drunken tutor, and was returning to my stable-
loft, when my progress was obstructed by al
crowd, which had gathered round a man who
was reciting the  true and full particulars’ of a
dreadful murder recently committed.  Thero
is nothing, unhappily, more attractive to a

‘led, the old man had como across her track. ¢

lat shorter intervals, tho hawker had to pauso | j

whilo exchangiog his broadshects for tho half-
penco of his numervus customers; after which
teansaction ho invariably crled out, *Sold agin
and got tho monoy!" lefore ho resumed his
harangue,

It was not curioeity to loarn about the tnuz.
dor, however, that induced me t0' pause and
listen. In the cracked tonea of tho patterer I
rocognised thoso of the old man whose scquain,
taoty 1:had first made 82 Whiskers' Rents, and;
which was afterwarda sevived in' the oskum.
pickiug room at the prison. And with thedo
recognitions camo thoughtsof Peggy Magrath,
Perhaps, in his wanderings sinco we lsat part.

At any rate, I was resolved not to throw away
the chance of recovering my poor lost nurse for
whom my heart beat with strong affection,

It was evening, as T havo said; and thostreet
was lighted up in the dim manncr in which
oven thobest and busiest London thorpughfarcs
were illuminated in those times; and I felt
sccure from discovery until [ sbould chooss to
reveal myself. Butin this I.was mistaken;
for whilo I stood at the outermost edge of the
circlo of gaping listencrs, & carriage wasdriven,

separated, and tho old man was compelled: to
step from tho crown of tho causoway to tho
curbstone of the pavement, close by where I

London atrect sudicnce than what the patterers

stood. At tho samo moment tho:glare-of' tho
linka fell full on us both, revealing mo to, tho;

B~ Four Cents per copy. i

through tho street, prececded by links; tho crowd |}

) ‘;l_noto profitable sale. I was mot surprised, a lwking fur

call ¢ a good wurder,’ especially if aecompasied jeyes of the erst ballad-sioger, o
n.nd heightened by a copious sprinkling of ter “Why, cxclaimed he, in astonishment, *if
rific Lurvors, and there is no species of prpn thus ean't the miost lucky hit as T has mado
lar literature that commands a quicker and ;.4 mang a dag.  Why, Roloy, if I hasa't bin
i . .
you, ‘igh and low, back'srds and .
therefore, that at every half-dozen sentences orlfornrds——-' X
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