
TRHC AMARANTE.

",Well, how is he-Henry-my son?"
eXclaimred the eider Raymond.

I think he's asleep, sir," replied the
latdlady, droppinga curtsy; "lfor 1 ain't
aleard his footstep for nearly an hour;-
'111d when he's awake he does nothing
btit walk up and down the room, talking
to hisseif Perhaps L'd better go up
'Md tell him as you're corne, sir, for he's
'Ultataît startlish at times."

"No, no;- lIlbe my owa messenger;
ýXLd, accomnpatiied by Markland, the old
eltan rushed up to his sun's appartrnents.

After ktîoclcing once or twice at the
doo, ad rccving, no answer,îhey

~'dto open it, but, to their suprise,
foluid that it ivas bolted.

"lDo flot be alarmed, sir, " sald Mark-
Iidto the trembling, parent; - ldoubt-

Ie2s your son's aslep "and does not wish
lo be disturbcd." P

"hccTruc, truc;- I forgot that, " replied
te elder'Raymýond, rsigiscm

>11in frvetlyby the hand, in grati-
"Ilde for his suggestion; -"lneverthless, 1

'e12itrest tli I've ascertained the fact;"
W'itb which words he knocked more
1(Oudly than before, and called on bis son
bY fame in a lotie of voice, however,
Which %ivlas broken and disguised by
egtation. IlHark!" said he, listening
'wJth intense anxiety; IlI hear a sound !"

"'Yes " rejoined 'Markland, Il he is
?Penling bis bed-room door -" and peep-
ing through the keyhole, the chemist
bebed Henry waik slowly towards the
WtePlace, which was right opposite the
'or. Just as hie reached il, he turned

loJrld, when the horror-struck Mark-
riid percei ved hat his throat ivas bar-
leand that he held an open razor in

4,S hand.
"Oh, my God!" lie exclaimed start-

'g bac'k Ilhe's about to"-
IlWhat 7 Speak, muan, speak, or 1

ehall lose* my senses."1
t Ple chernist made no reply, but
thufldered at the door with ali bis might.

1trermy son-my darling boy,
YotMein pray,Ilet me in-quick! 'Tis

-à- Ioud frantie Iaugh wvas the only
repîy.

'" Ielp, hclp-break open the door V'

shouted the old man at the top of his
voice : and joining bis strength-the
strengtli of desperation-to that of the
chemist's, they at length succeeded in
wrenching the crazy door off ils binges,
and dashed int the room.

Alas! il was too late. The frenzied
deed was donc. Rigrht in the centre of
the apariment sîood the maniac-a.
ghastly spectacle! -wihthe blood pour-
ing a full tide frota his yaw.Nning throat,
and bis red. eye kindling like a coal !-
The instant he cauglit siglit of the in-
traders, he glared on theta like a demon,
tossed bis artas wildly above bis head,
and then fell forward his full length,
stone-dead, at the feet of his father!

Thirty vears had passed, when one
day, in the early part of the London
season, a clergyman of the Church of
England (who ivas afterwards raised to
the deanery of-) discovered, whiie
turning over some volumes on a book-
staîl in the Blackfriar's Road, a work,
covered with dust, in boards, and with
scarcely a leaf cut, entitled, ' Titi
PLAYS OF AEsC]RYLUS, tiranslated by
HIENR.Y RAYMOND, EsQ.' Baing an
ardent lover of cla ssical literature, he
examined the book, which was quite
new to him, wiîh considerable curiosity,
and was so muchi struck with the spir-
ited and poetic manner mn which the
translation of somne of the chorusses
was executed, that he made an instant
purchase of the work; and finding, on
a careful perusal, that it fully realized.
ail his expectations, he made it the sub-
jeet of an elaborate criticismn in a weil-
known monthly reviev, to 'vhich, in
common with the best seholars of the
day, he occasîonally contributed. This
criticism excited, in no ordinary degree,
the attention of the lcarned wodld, and
numerous, but fruitless, were the en-
quiries made after the transiator, wbose
volume thus, for the first lime, sanction-
ed by tle imprimiatur of the cognoscen-
th, speedily ran through a second edi-
lion, wh¶le he himself slept unnoticed
in bis humble grave! Yes, the faine
for which lie had toilcd in vain wben
living,, was awarded to 1ùm when dead


