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+But just now,’ continued he, ‘you calied
this town B——3 can 1 have mistaken my
way, by your new roads, to N— ?

¢ 0, you will travel the globe over,’ said
the Selitary, and never find the good old town
of N—that was; narhes, as well as men and
things, have wofully changed here in my day,
& farm’s figure is never the same two genera-
tiews.  Have you any acquaintance here, sir?’

¢l presume not,’ muttered the traveller, over
wtose features a shade of gloom callected.

¢Your tour is one of pleasure, then

A moment's pause of deep thuuglhitfulness sa-
tisfied the traveller it was useless longer toact
the stranger, if he was to obtain the inform-
ation so much desired fron the glinmpse-hike
facis already elicited. Impelled, therefore, by
this sudden conclusion, he started up, and
grasping the cottager’s quivering hand, cx-
chimed—* Willie, you bave wholly forgotten
me, I seey but if you will tell me all you know
of the Herbert family, whom Ionce hnew, all
their history for twenty years past, I'll pay
your rent 3 left, as I fear you are, designedly,
to be wretcted on the stream of chance.

In vain did the confused and wandering
octogenarian strive to recall some recolfection
of his generous visitor. He had learned, to
bear with indifference the cold world's negrlect,

. and nothing had cccurred, bitherto, at his
retreat, to beguile his regular course of lifz.
To himy of course, this intruduction was a
remarkable event, and its objcet, now fully
avowed, occasioned within him no little agita~
tion. A suspicion of deception and his own
habit of reseeve would restrain him from the
desired disclosure, to which he was neverthe.
less urged by the natural hudness of his heart
—now he would drum with Lis staff on tbe
floor, and now bLrush across his brow ils crows
ving locks of the whiteness of suow, as if at
the successive moments willing and unwilling
toproceed.  ¢My poor memory,’ said he at
lengthy ¢retains little of the past. I will ask
no reasons for your anxiety to know what it is
2 grief to me to speak 3 and as you knew the
family once, you shalt have an outline of their
slorys " (To be continued.)

TRAVILS,

A VISIT TO ATHENS.

1 passed my last evening among the mag-
nificent ruins on the banks of the Missus
—[am looking more for the amusing than
the useful in my rambles about the world ;
but I freely say X never have met with an equal
number of my fellow-creatures who scemed to
me so indisputably & purcly useful as those at
the mission station. The_most cavilling mind
must applaud their devoted sense of duty,
bearing up against exile from country and
friends, privations, trial of patienca, aod the
many, many il's inevitable to such an errand
in a Corcign land, while eveu the collest poli-
fician would find in their cfforts’the best pro~
mise for an enlightened renovation of Greece.

Tonglafter the twilightfthickened imme-
diately about us, thelufty Acropolis stood
up bathed in a glow of light from the lingering
sunset. I turned back to gaze uponit with an
enthusiasm I had thought laid on the shelf with
my half.forgotten clessics.  The iutrinsic
beauty of the ruins of Greece—the loneliness
of situation,and the delightful climate in which
to use Byron’s expression, they are +*buried,’”
investthem with an intcrest which surrounds
no other antiquities in the world. I rode on,
repeating to myself Milton’s beautiful deseripv
tion 3

¢+Look ! on (he Egean a city stands.

Built nobly; pure the air and light the soil;

Athens—the eye of Greece, mother of arts

And eloquence 3 native to famous wits

Or hospitable, io her sweet recess,

City or suburban, studious walks or shades.

See, there the olive groves of Academe,

Plato’s retivement. where the attic bird

Trii)’s her thick-warbled notes_the summer

ong . R

There, flowery hill, Hymettus, with the ‘

sound '

Of bees’ industrious murmurs, oft invite |

To studious musing 3 there Ilissus rolls

His whispering stream withip the walls
there view

The schools of ancient sages, his who Dbred
Great Alexander to subdue the world.”?




