
THE JL1TEBABY TEAMSCMPT,
AND GENERAL INTELLIGENCER.

?<* *.. I. No. 3$.] QUEBEC, SATURDAY, 7tw APRIL, 1638. (Price Owe Pennt.

original poetry.

(for the 1-henry TwwrtpL) 
ORF.EK SONU,

er A MMAttSft* 

tkmui fondly lore a dark grey 
And some the laughing Uuo,

And ivtiy orbs can raise a *lgX a
W.lh nulling lmz.i l too. ;

But red for me, the sparkling9B^ 
for that’s the hue of wmc }*•

Here, boy, a chaplet for my totj 
From blossoms of the «lue*

While on tin* sward 1 lie nlofigt 
And strike the trembling lyre,

To Bacchus consecrate my »<>nf,
While PImcLus shall inspire.

Around, in fancy’s \ ision, cutMb 
The lovely sisU r-ninc, 

far frr.n their desecrated f 
Av.hile to hallow mine. ,

lfet ere tlic goblet’s lip, nUontAi 
To mine is prest in love.

Bo each libation duly pouml 
To heavenly powers abovfc 

#«wt first, thou llod of light, lulha^
—To whom the lyre we o«i,

The poets’ guardian deity,—
The brimming drop shall flow.

Thon nett to them, the sistif 
The maids of Helicon,

Sbo’ desolate llicir own dear 1a#A 
Their native worsliip gone t 

fet not for ever,—Greece ngahi 
Hath caught the Spartan sprite 

And Grecian minds, and (lr«:<lauw% 
Athena’s soil shall rear.

Bend, Pallas, from thine awful tfcr*»*
To foes, thine a-gis seen,

Their bodies blast to livin? stone.
As lung their hearts have been.

Oh, place, again thine (dive crowe 
On Athens’ beaming brow,

Till tyrants tremble at her frown,
And Kings be proud to bow.

Till first in arts and arms once 
And beauty’s gentle reign,

Trace, pleasure, smile along U»r *?*#%
Thy worthy land again.

Srœ, Bacelic, victor boy,
The conqueror of Ind,

The viny wreatlH', thy type of JuJ,
Around my brows 1 bind ;—

And stretched along the fluw’ry rnd,
I sing with jocund glee ;

Be with me now thou merry go«|,
I pour this last to thee.

A. O. t~

THE WRECKERS.
BY JAMtS NIIKR1DAN KNOWI.K9,

It was a March morning—dark, yet with' 
out a drop of rain or breath of wind—that kind 
of mathly-black, compact sky, which is the 
Ante forerunner of a storm. The night had 
been a raw and cold one—too cold to sleep 
with comfort in the open air ; yet such was 
the chamber which a peasant girl, a tative of 
o little fishing hamlet upon the coast of Corn
wall, had chosen for rejiose. Her couch was
• hard and fearful one—the verge of a cliff 
that rose nearly a hundred feet perpendicular 
from the sea shore ; and vet not the softest 
couch that ever was spread in hamlet, town, 
of city, contained a tenant, in form, for sym
metry—in feature, for Imauty, the mistress of 
her who occupied that strange, appalling placi 
of rest. Her slumbers were disturbed, yet 
deep. Neither the full dawn could break 
them ; nor yet the pressure of a hand that had 
taken hold of hen, nor the tears that fell upon 
her face from the eyes of one who was hang
ing over her—a young man about her own 
age, or a little older, and who seemed to be
long to the profession of the sea.

" And hast thou slept out again all night ?” 
he murmured, his tears still flowing. “ And 
does it grow worse and worse with thy poor 
wits ? and shall 1 never see the day when I 
can make thee my wife ? They will not let 
me marry thee, because, as they say, thou art 
mad, and kaowest not what thou dost ; but 
when thy mind was sound, I was loved by

thee f Had I married thee then, thon still hadst — rising and sinking—reeking and reeling— 
been my wife !—thou still hadst been cherish-1 driving full bump upon the reef where the 
ed and loved 1 Why must ! not marry thee 1 William and Mary was wrecked seven cursed 
now t I could watch thee then at nighU My 1 years ago : I saw it,” she repeated, eyeing 
arms would enfold thee then, and prevent thee Jibe standefs-hy with a tool: that dared mere- 
stealing from thy home to sleep in such a* dulity ; then ail at once, her voice sinking to
place us this.”

The attachment which united this young 
man to the being whom he so pathetically 
ajKistrophizeil, was of that pure and steadfast 
nature which can Hover take root except in 
the unsophisticated heart. She hail lost lier 
rej-on in consequence of having been witness 
to a transaction #f blood, which made her an 
orphan. .She was to have been married to 
him i hut, in the unfortunate state of her in
tellects, no clergyman would celebrate the 
rites. Hut she did not the less enjoy his pro
tection. Beneath his mother’s roof she lived 
as a sistsr—the object of a passion in which 
frustration, and almost hopelessness, had only 
produced increase of strength,

“ Kate, Kate !” he railed, 44 rouse thee. 
Don't be frightened; ’lis only William. Get 
Up, and conic home.”

lie offered to raise her, hut she checked 
him—looked round and fixed ho» eyes inquir
ingly upon the sea.

** Where is it V* sin* exclaimed, her voice 
tremulous with intense emotion. “ Where is 
the ; toriu ? 1 see the black sky, but 1 want 
the thunder and the wind ; the white, white 
•oa, and the big shi driving Ujton the reef ; 
oi is it all over ? No,” she added ; “ ’lis 
coming—’twill ho here ; 1 sec it.”

film rose, and passively accompanied her 
watchful lover to his mother’s cottage ; where 
leaving her under the custody of its mistress, 
the young man repaired on urgent business io 
a town at some distance from the hamlet.

That morning the storm came on ; thiee 
days it continued—it was now the third day, 
a lee shore, a boiling sea, and on the coast of 
Cornwall. A wild and fearful ofling. Foam, 
foam, foam, which way soever you looked— 
nothing hut foam. Black reefs of rocks, that 
even in the highest spring tides where never 
completely covered, discernible now only by 
a spot here and there—so quick the breakers 
fell upon them. The spray flying over the 
cliffs, fifty, sixty, ay, a hundred feet and more 
above the level of the sea, and spreading over 
the land for acres.- And all above pitch black 
though at noon day. Every thing seemed to 
cower before the spirit of the storm—every
thing except man. The shore—which con
sisted partly of huge masses of rock, partly of 
shingle—was lined with human beings ; some 
in groups, some alcne,promiscuously furnish
ed with boat-hooks, gaffs, grapples, hatchets 
and knives, ready to dispute with the waves 
the plunder of the fated ship that might lie 
driven within the jaws of that inhospitable bay. 
Expectation glistened in their eyes, that kept 
eagerly prowlii.g backward and forward, far 
and near, over the '-aste of waters—they were 
wreckers. Not a few women, as well as child
ren, were among them ; nor were these un
provided against the approach of the wished 
for prey—all seemed to nave their appropriat
ed places ; from which, if they stirred, it was 
only a step or two, to be tire next minute re
traced. Little was spoken.

At one and the same moment almost every 
head was turned toward the cliff, at the wild 
and shrill hollow that wrung from it.

“ ’Tie only Kate,” cried one, here and there 
as the maniac rapidly descended by a crevice, 
which few of the lookers-on would have at
tempted, and that with wary feet.

“ The crazy slut will break her neck.” 
:arele«sly remarked one to another. Rut she 
was safe in her recklessness or unconscious
ness of danger, and in a second or two stood 
among them.

“ A lovely day—a, fair lovely day !” she 
exclaimed to the first she came up to. “ Good 
luck to you ! Any thing yet. No, no,” she 
continued, replying fo herself ; « white to the 
north—white to the west—white to the south 
—all white ; not a speck upon the water. 
But ’tis coming !” she reiterated, dropping 
her voice to her lowest pitch ; “ I saw it here 
last night—a big black hull—one mast stand
ing out of three—cannons and stores overboard

a whisper. “ hist, hist !” she added ; “ ’twill 
be a handful or two for you—and a load for 
you—and more than one can carry, for you,” 
addressing this person and that successively ; 
“ casks, cases, cnests, gear ami gold—but what 
will it he for Black Norris ? It will he a bright
er day for him than tor any of you. When 
do they say his time is out ?”

u Whose time ?” inquired one a#joog the 
group she was addressing.

“ One, two, three,” she went on without 
noticing Hie question until she had counted 
seven , “ Ins seven years were eut last May, 
lie was transported three years before his hope
ful son murdered my father.”

“ Hush,you crazy wench,” exclaimed those 
around her ; “ If Norris hears you, you may 
chance to take a swim in the creek where he 
is standing.”

“ Crazy !” she echoed. “ Yes 1 hies* bea
ten that made me so ! It knows best what it 
does. ! saw my father murdered, though his 
murderer saw not me ; they were struggling 
which should keep possession of the prey : 
Old Norris’s knife decided it ! I was pow
erless with fright ! 1 could not speak. I 
could not stir ! 1 became mad, and the judge 
would not believe me ! 1 could tell my story 
better now, hut it would lie of no use, for they 
soy I am crazy still. There she is !” vocif
erated she, pointing toward the offing at the 
southern extremity of the bay.

“ Where—where—where ?” inquired her 
auditors.

“ No, no,” she resumed alter a minute or 
two of silence, during which her eyeballs kept 
straining in the direction toward which she 
had point •(!. “ No.” she resumed, dropping 
her hand : hut she ia coming ; and Black Nor
ris will neither want roof nor hoard, gold or 
gear, to welcome hack the fatliei that bred 
him up to his own trade. But where is he ?” 
inquired she ; “where but upon the long reef 
where 1 saw him !” Saying this, she pro
ceeded to the southern extremity of the hay.

A italworth figure, in advance of the regu
lar line, sat stationed upon the landward end 
of a huge reef of rocks, that gradually dipped 
into the sea. His hair, black and lank, thrown 
hack from a swarthy, ill-favoured visage, 
hung half way down his shoulders ; his eve 
dark, small, and glistening bright, directed 
toward the sea, in quick and restless motion, 
was everywhere at once. A long boat-hook, 
clenched with both his hands, rested across 
his knees ; and in a belt, which encircled his 
waist, were stuck a clasp knife of morn than 
ordinary size, and a hatenet. The wave re
peatedly washed more than half way up his 
lower extremities, but he paid no more need 
than if he were a part of the rock that scat
tered it into mist.

“ A lovely day—a fair, lovely day !” cried 
the maniac, approaching him. “ How beest 
thou, Black Norris ? Nav, i am good now,” 
continued she, in a deprecating tone ; « don’t 
look angry. I’ll never say again that it was 
you.”

The wrecker moved his hand toward his

“ Stop,stop. Black Norris,” cried she coax- 
ingly and hurriedly laying her hand m»on his 
arm ; “ keep it for other work ! You:ll want 
it to-day ; before night there will he a hull 
ashore. There will lie need of knife, axe, 
hook and all ; for the storm is lively, yet the 
sea shows not signs of going down—the break
ers keep tumbling ujMin the shore. Mark how 
they sweep the shingles up, and hack again ! 
By-ar.d-hy they will have something else to 
roil. ’Tig coming, Black Norris ! ’tis com
ing ! A huge, black hull—one mast standing 
out of three—cannons and stores overboard— 
rising and sinking—rocking uml reeling— 
driving full bump upon the reef where the 
William and Mary was wrecked ; the very 
reef on which you stand, Black Norris I ay, 
and the very spot— !”

“ Silence, jade !” exclaimed |hc wrecker,

looking from beneath his hand, which with 
the rapidity of lightning, was raised to his 
brow, and placed there horizontally, and lon*- 
ing engeily forward*

“ In the south ?”
* Yes*»’
w Just clear of the j oin| Ve
44 Vs—the looming of something ; •tie « 

sloop-! see Lut one mast,” ■*,
** ’Tis a ship, Black Norrto : the other two 

have been cut away.”
u Peace, jade ! ‘what know’st thou of the 

matter ?”
“ n'is a ship,” she continued ; “ I told you 

so ? There is the huge black hull !”
“*Tis there indeed !” exclaimed the wreck

er. “ Art thou a witch as well as crazed T 
’Tis there, indeed ; she is driving right into 
the bay, coming broadside on.”

A huge black hull it was ; high out of the 
water, as if every article of weight that could 
be spared had been thrown overboard. Reck 
tog and pitching she came on. staggering 
every now and then, at the stroke of some 
wave that broke over her. Fast was she ne*» 
ing the shore.

“ Now, now, now,” ever and anon exclaim
ed the wreckers ; hut she was floating still, 
so much had those on board lightened her. 
At length she war. fairlv among the breaker*. 
She touched, and touched—vet went on ; at 
last she struck, and a long'continued crash 
came undulating upon the ears of the lookem- 
on, accompanied with hullo,* end shriek*. 
The shore was now all astir.

“ That docs for her !” exclaimed several 
voices all at once, as an enormous wave tow
ering, as if charged with her doom, rame 
foaming toward her. In another minute it 
broke upon her with a fun tant ^entthc sprav 
to the clouds, and total I v hid her from the 
shore. When she again became visible, the 
whole of lur larboard broadside was stove in. 
In -, moment, men, women, and children were 
up to their middle in the surf. Another bil
low—lie was gone ! Planks, i. spare, 
and cordage, now came floating in, and every 
one went to work-cvvry one but Black Nor
ris.

He kept his station upon the rcef-a poet 
which common consent seemed to have yield
ed up to him. No one ventured to dispute 
his right to it. In advance of him stood the 
maniac, constantly looking in one direction— 
a kind of cove produced by a forking in the 
reef. Thence she never look her eye. except 
to throw a glance at Black Norris whenever 
lie made a movement, as if about to quit the 
stand which he Imd chosen.
“’Twill be here,” she kept repealing: 

“ ’twill be here—that which will be worth the 
hull to thee, were it high and dry, and all 
thine cwn ; wait fo- it-’tis sent to thee— 
’twill be here. Did I not tell yon of the huge 
black hull, and came it not ? As surely that 
will come, which in that hull was sent hqthec. 
Be ready with thy boat-hook. The minute# 
are counted. The wave t'.at is to bring it is 
rolling in. There it is ! I know it ! Here 
take my place and be ready. Here it to— 
a body—hook it by the clothes ! keep it clear 
of the rocks ! Round—round— round here In
to this nook ! lajqk if if docs not lie there a* 
if it were made for it ! What think yon now 
of crazy Kal-s ? Softly, softly,” she contin
ued, as the wrecker, substituting his hands for 
the instrument, began to draw the body up to 
the beach. “ Softly—the pockets arc full! 
Softly, lest any should drop from them*— 
That will do ! that will do j”

Scarcely was the body clear of the surf 
when the wrecker began to rifle it. The 
pockets weic fulls one of them was speedily 
emptied, when a laugh from the maniac, who, 
squatting, sat gibbering at the head, arrested 
Black Norris in the act of examining the con
tents.

“ What laugh’st thou at, jade ?” hf in
quired.

“ Go on,” she replied—" Ms a fair lovely 
day. as I told thee ; is it not, Black Norrto?”

« Peace, jade !” exclaimed the wrecker.— 
“ Jewels !” he ejaculated, ciosm6 a mnt)| 
cast- which ho had opened. The . taniar 
laughed again. “ Wilt thou stop thy « nreed 
mouth,” vociferated the wrecker.
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